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ACCOUNT 

OF  THfi 

LITE  OF  H.  K.  WHITE. 


It  fell  to  my  lot  to  publish,  with  the  assistance  of  my 
friend  Mr.  CotUe,  the  first  collected  edition  of  the  works 
of  Chatterton,  in  whose  history  I  felt  a  more  than  ordi- 
nary interest,  as  being  a  native  of  the  same  city,  familiar 
from  my  diildhood  with  those  great  objects  of  art  and 
natm:e  by  which  he  had  been  so  deeply  impressed,  and 
devoted  from  my  childhood  withJhe  same  ardour  to  the 
same  pursuits*.  It  is  now  my  fortune  to  lay  before  the 
world  some  account  of  one  whose  early  death  is  not  less 
to  be  lamented  as  a  loss  to  English  literature,  and  whose 
virtues  were  as  adrairaDie  as  his  genius.  In  the  present 
instance  there  is  nothing  to  be  recorded  but  what  is 
honourable  to  himself,  and  to  the  age  in  which  he  lived; 
nothing  to  be  regretted,  Imt  that  one  so  ripe  for  heaven 
should  so  soon  have  been  removed  fropi  the  worid. 

Henry   Kirke  White,   tlie  seccmd  son  of  John  and 
Mary  White,   was  born  in  Nottingham,   March  21st, 
VOL.  I.  B 
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1785*  Hb  father  is  a  butcher;  his  mother,  whose 
maiden  name  was  Neville,  is  of  a  respectable  Stafford- 
shire family.  ^ 

From  the  years  of  three  till  five,  Henry  learnt  to 
read  at  the  school  of  a  Mrs.  Gjarrington ;  whose  name, 
unimportant  as  it  may  appear,  b  mentioned,  ^because  she 
had  the  good  sense  to  perceive  his  extraordinary  capa- 
city, and  spoke  of  what  it  promised  with  confidence. 
She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and  he  describes  her  with 
affection  ih  his  poem  upon  Childhood.  At  a  very  early 
age  hb  love  of  reading  was  decidedly  manifested ;  it  was 
a  passion  to  which  every  thmg  else  gave  way.  "  I  could 
fancy,"  says  hb  eldest  sbter,  **  I  see  him  in  hb  little  chair, 
with  a  large^book  upon  hb  knee,  and  my  mother  calling, 
*  Henry,  ray  love,  come  to  dinner;'  which  was  repeated 
,  so  oftea  without  being  regarded,  that  she  was  obliged  to 
change  the  tone  of  her  voice  before  she  could  rouse 
him.''  When  he  vras  about  seven,  he  would  creep  un- 
perceiyed  into  the  kitchen,  to  teach  the  servant  to  read 
and  write ;  and  he  continued  this  for  some  time  before  it 
was  discovered  that  he  had  been  thus  laudably  employed. 
He  wrote  a  tale  of  a  Swiss  emigrant,  which  was  probably 
l^s  first  composition,  and  gave  it  to  this  servant,  being  ^ 
a3hamed  to  show  it  to  hb  motlier.  The  consciousness  of 
genius  b  always  at  first  accompanied  with  thb  diffidence ; 
it  b  a  sacred  solitary  feeling.  No  forward  child,  how- 
ever extraordinary  the  prombe  of  hb  childhood,  ever 
produced  any  thing  truly  great. 
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When  Henry  was  about  six,  he  was  phiced  under  the 
Rev.  John  Blanchard,  who  kept,  at  that  time,  the  best 
school  in  Nottingham.  Here  he  learnt  writing,  arith* 
raetic,  and  French.  When  he  was  about  eleven,  he  one 
day  wrote  a  separate  theme  for  every  boy  in  his  class, 
which  consisted  of  about  twelve  or  fourteen.  The 
master  said  he  had  never  known  them  write  so  well  upon 
any  subject  before,  and  could  not  refrain  from  expressing 
his  astomshment  at  the  excellence  of  Henry's.  It  was 
considered  as  a  great  thing  for  him  to  be  at  so  good  a 
school,  yet  there  were  some  circumstances  which  render- 
ed it  less  advantageous  to  him  than  it  might  have  been. 
Mrs.  White  had  not  yet  overcome  her  husband's  inten- 
tion of  breeding  him  up  to  his  own  business :  and  by  an 
arrangement  which  took  up  too  much  of  his  time,  and 
would  have  crushed  his  spirit,  if  that  **  mounting  8[Mrit'' 
could  have  been  crushed,  one  whole  day  in  tbe^week,  and 
his  lebure  hours  on  the  others  were  employed  in  carry- 
mg  the  butcher's  basket.  Some  differences  at  length  arose 
between  his  father  and  Mr.  Blanchard,  in  consequence  of 
which  Henry  was  removed. 

One  of  the  ushers,  when  he  came  to  receive  the  money 
due  for  tuition,  took  the  opportunity  of  informing  Mrs. 
White  what  an  incorrigible  son  she  had,  and  that  it  was 
impossible  to  make  the  lad  do  any  thing.  This  informa« 
tion  made  his  friends  very  uneasy ;  they  were  dispirited 
about  him,  and  had  they  relied  wholly  upon  this  report, 
the  stupidity  or  malice  of  this  man  would  have  blasted 
Henry's  progress  for  ever.  He  was,  however,  placed 
•^  B  2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


4 

under  the  care  of  a  Mr.  Shipley,  who  soon  discovered 
that  he  was  a  boy  of  quick  perception,  and  ^^ery  ad* 
mirable  talents ;  and  came  with  joy,  like  a  good  man, 
to  relieve  the  anxiety  and  pamful  suspicions  of  his  family* 

While  his  school-masters  were  complaining  that  they 
could  make  nothing  of  him,  be  discovered  what  Nature 
bad  made  him,  and  wrote  satires  upon  them.  These 
pieces  were  never  shown  to  any,  except  his  most  particu- 
lar friends,  who  say  that  they  were  pointed  and  severe. 
They  are  enumerated  in  the  table  of  Contents  to  one  of 
his  nianuscr^)t  yolumes,  under  the  title  of  School-Lam^ 
poons ;  but,  as  was  to  be  ^expected,  he  had  cut  the  leavet 
out  and' destroyed  them. 

One  of  his  poems  written  at  this  tune,  and  under  these 
feelings,  is  preserved. 
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ON  BEING  CONFINED  TO  SCHOOL, 
One  Pleasant  Morning  m  Spring* 


\ 


'Written  at  Ihe  age  ot  thirteen. 

THE  mommg  son^s  enchantiiig  rays 
Now  call  forth  every  songster^s  praiie; 
Now  the  lark  with  upward  flight, 
Gayly  ushers  iu  the  light ; 
While  wildly  warbling  from  each  tree, 
The  bupds  sing  songs  to  Liberty. 

But  for  me  no  songster  smgs, 
For  me  po  joyous  lark  up-springs ; 
For  I,  coniSn'diii  gloomy  school, 
Must  own  the  pedant's  iron  rule, 
And  far  from  sylvan  shades  and  bowers, 
In  durance  vile  must  pass  the  hours ; 
There  con  the  sdioliast's  dreary  lines 
Where  no  bright  ray  of  genius  shines. 
And  close  to  nigged  learning  cling, 
While  laughs  around  the  jocund  spring. 

How  gladly  would  my  soul  foregd 
All  that  arithmeticians  know, 
Or  stiff  grammarians  quaintly  teach^ 
Or  all  that  industry  can  reach, 
To  taste  eadimom  of  all  the  joys 
That  with  the  laughhig  sun  arise ; 
And  unconstrained  to  rove  along 
The  bisby  brakes  and  glens  among ; 
B  3 
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And  woo  tbe  mnse^s  gentle  power. 
In  unfrequented  rural  bower. 
But,  ah !  such  heav*n-approacfaing  joys 
WiH  never  greet  my  longing  eyes ; 
Still  will  they  cheat  in  vision  fine. 
Yet  never  but  in  fancy  shine. 

Oh,  that  I  were  the  little  wren. 
That  sbrilly  chirps  firom  yonder  glen! 
Oh,  fer  away  I  then  would  rove. 
To  some  secluded  bushy  grove ; 
There  hop  and  sing  with  careless  glee. 
Hop  and  sing  at  liberty ; 
And  till  death  should  stop  my  lays. 
Far  from  men  would  spend  my  days. 

About  this  time  his  mother  was  induced,  by  the  ad- 
vice of  several  friends,  to  open, a  Ladies'  Boarding  and 
Day  School,  in  Nottingham,  her  eldest  daughter  having 
previously  been  a  teacher  in  one  for  some  time. .  In  this 
she  succeeded  beyond  her  most  sanguine  expectations, 
and  Henry's  home  comforts  were  thus  materially  in- 
creased, though  it  was  still  out  of  the  power  of  his  family 
to  give  him  that  education,  and  direction  in  life,  which 
his  talents  deserved  and  required. 

It  was  now  determined  to  breed  him  up  to  the  hosiery 
trade,  the  staple  manufacture  of  his  native  place,  and  at 
the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  placed  in  a  stocking-loom, 
with  the  view^  at  some  future  period,  of  getting  a  situation 
in  a  hosier's  warehouse.  During  the  time  that  he  was  thus 
employed,  he  might  be  said  to  be  truly  unhappy ;  he  went 
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to  his  work  with  evident  reluctance,  ancjl  could  not  re- 
frain from  sometimes  hinting  his  extreme  aversion  to  it : 
hut  the  circumstances  of  his  family  obliged  them  to  turn 
a  deaf  ear  *•     His  mother,  however,  secretly  felt  that  he 


*  His  temper  and  tone  of  mind  at  this  period,  when  he  was  in 
his  fourteenth  year,  are  displayed  in  this  extract,  from  an  address 
to  Contemplation. 

THEfi  do  t  own,  the  prompter  of  my  joys, 
The  soojther  of  my  aires,  inspiring  peace  ^ 
And  I  will  ne'er  forsake  thee. — Men  may  rave, 
And  blame  and  censure  me,  that  I  don't  tie 
My  ev*ry  thought  down  to  the  desk,  and  spend 
The  morning  of  my  life  in  adding  figures 
'With  aocurate  monotony;  that  so 
The  good  things  of  the  world  may  be  my  lot, 
And  I  might  taste  the  blessedness  of  wealth : 
But,  Oh  I  I  was  not  made  for  money  getting; 
For  me  no  much  respected  plum  awaits. 
Nor  civic  honour,  envied*— :For  as  still 
I  tried  to  cast  widi  school  dexterity 
The  interestmg  sums,  my  vagrant  thoughts  . 
l^ould  quick  revert  to  many  a  woodland  haunt, 
Whicli^  fond  remembrance  cherish'd,  and  the  pen 
Dropt  from  my  senseless  fingers  as  I  pictured, 
In  my  mind's  eye,  how  on  the  shores  of  Trent 
I  erewhile  vrander'd  with  my  early  friends 
In  social  intercotprse.    And  then  td  think 
How  contrary  pursuits  had  thrown  us  vride, 
Onefirom  the  other,  scattered  o'er  tlie globe; 
They  were  set  down  with  sober  steadiness, 
Each  to  his  occupation.    I  alone^ 
B  4 
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was  worthy  oif  belter  things;   to  her  he  spoke  more 
openly :  he  eould  not  bear,   he  said,   the  tbought  of 


A  wayward  youth  misled  by  FaDcy*»  vaganes, 
Rftmain'd  unsettled,  insecure,  and  veering 
With  cv'ry  wind  to  ev*ry  point  o*  th*  compass. 
Yes,  in  the  Counting  Hoose  I  could  indulge 
In  fits  of  close  abstraction ; — ^yea,  amid 
The  busy  bustling  crouds  could  meditate. 
And  send  my  thougibts  ten  thousand  leagues  away 
Beyond  Ibe  Atlantic,  resting  on  my  friend. 
Aye,  Contemplatiou,  ev'n  in  earliest  youth 
I  woo*d  tiiy  heavenly  influence !  I  would  walk 
A  weary  viray  when  all  my  toils  were  done. 
To  lay  myself  at  m'g^t  in  some  lone  wood^ 
And  hear  the  sweet  song  of  the  nightingale. 
Oh,  those  were  times  of  happiness,  and  still 
To  memory  doubly  dear;  for  growing  years 
Had*Bot  then  taught  me  man  was  made  to  mourn ; 
And  a  short  hour  ofsolitary  pleasure, 
Stolen  from  sleep,  was  ample  recompence 
For  all  the  hateful  bustles  of  (be  day. 
My  opening  mmd  was  ductile  then,  and  plastic, 
And  soon  the  marks  of  care  were  worn  away, 
While  I  was  swayed  by  every  novel  impulse, 
Yielding  to  all  the  fencies  of  the  hour. 
But  it  has  now  assumed  its  character, 
Mark'd  by  strong  lineaments,  its  haughty  tone, 
like  the  firm  oak,  would  sooner  break  than  bend. 
Yet  still,  oh  Contemplationf  I  do  love 
To'  indulge  thy  solemn  muiings;  still  the  same 
With  thee  alone  I  know  to  melt  and  weep, 
In  thee  alone  delighting.    Why  along 
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q[)eDding  seven  ^ars  of  his  life  in  shining  and  folding  up 
stockings;  he  wanted  something  to  occupy  hU  brain, 
and  he  should  be  wretched  ^f  he  contmued  longer  at  thb 
trade,  or  indeed  in  any  thing  except  one  of  the  learned 
professions.  These  frequent  complaints,  after  a  year's 
application,  or  rather  misapplication  (as  his  brother  says) 
at  the  loom,  convinced  her  that  he  had  a  mind  destined 
for  nd»ler  pursuits.  To  one  so  situated,  and  with  no- 
thing but  his  own  talents  and  exertions  to  depend  upon, 
the  Law  seemed  to  be  the  only  practicable  line.  His 
affectionate  and  excellent  mother  made  every  possible 
effort  to  effect  his  wishes,  his  father  being  very  averse  to 
the  plan^  and  at  length,  after  overccmung  a  variety  df 
obstacles,  he  was  fixed  in  the  office  of  Messrs.  Cold^am 
and  Enfield,  attomies  and  town-cferks  of  Nottingham. 
As  no  premium  could  be  given  with  him,  he  was  engaged 
to  ^rve  two  years  before  he  was  articled,  so  that  though 
he  entered  this  (^ce  when  he  was  fifteen,  he  was  not  ar- 
ticled till  the  commencement  of  the  year  1S02. 

On  his  tlms  entering  the  law,  it  was  recommended  to 


The  dusky  tract  of  cemmerec  ihoold  I  toil, 
When  with  an  easy  competence  content, 
I  can  alone  be  happy ;  where  with  thee 
I  may  enjoy  the  loveliness  of  nature, 
And  loose  the  wings  of  Fancy !— Thus  alone 
Can  I  partake  of  happiness  on  Earth, 
And  to  be  happy  here  is  man's  chief  end. 
For  to  be  happy  he  must  needs  be  good. 
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bim  by  bis  employers,  that  be  shoidd  endeavour  fo  oth* 
tain  some  knowledge  of  Latin.  He  had  notv  only  the 
little  time  which  an  attorney's  office,  in  very  extensive 
practice,  afforded ;  but  great  things  may  be  done  in 
'*  those  hours  of  leisure  which  even  the  busiest  may 
create*/'  and  to  his  ardent  mind  no  obstacles  were  too 
discouraging.  He  received  some  instruction  in  the  first 
rudiments  of  this  language,  from  a  person  who  then  re> 
sided  at  Nottingham  under  a  feigned  name,  but  was  sodii 
obliged  to  leave  it,  to  elude  the  search  of  gov^ernment, 
who  were  then  seeking  to  secure  him.  Henry  discovered 
him  to  be  Mr.  Cormick,  froni  a  print  affixed  to  a  con- 
tinuation of  Hume  and  JSmoUet,  and  published,  with 
their  histories,  by  Cooke.  He  is,  I  believe,  the  same 
person  who  wrote  a  life  of  Burke.  If  he  received  any 
other  assistance  it  was  very  trifling;  yet,  in  the  course  of 
ten  months,  he  enabled  himself  to  read  Horace  with 
tolerable  facility,  and  had  made  some  progress  in  Greek, 
which  indeed  he  began  first.  He  used  to  exercise  him- 
self in  declining  the  Greek  nouns  and  verbs,  as  he  was 
going  to  and  from  the  office,  so  valuable  was  time  be- 
come to  him.  From  this  time  he  contracted  a  habit  of 
employing  his  mind  in  study  during  hb  walks,  which  Ne 
continued  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

He  now  became  almost  estranged  from  his  family; 
even  at  hb  meals  he  would  be  reading,  and  his  evenings 


*  Tamer's  Pre&ce  to  the  Hiitory  of  the  Anglo-Saxons. 
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were  eutirely  devoted  ie  intellectual  improvement  He 
had  a  little  rootii  given  him,  which  was  called  his  study^ 
and  here  his  milk  supper  was  taken  up  to  him,  for  to 
avoid  any  loss  of  time,  he  refused  to  siip  with  his  family^ 
though  earnestly  intreated  so  to  do,  as  his  mother  already 
began  to  dread  the  e&cts  of  this  severe  and  unremit- 
ting application.  The  law  was  his  first  pursuit,  to  which 
his  papers  show  he  had  applied  himself  with  aiich 
industry,  as  to  make  it  wonderful  that  he  could  have 
found  time,  busied  as  his  days  were,  for  any  thing  else. 
Greek  and  Latin  were  the  next  objects;  at  the  same  time 
he  made  himself  a  tolerable  Italian  scholar,  and  acquired 
some  knowledge  both  of  the  Spanish  and  Portugueze. 
His  medical  friends  say  that  the  knowledge  he  had  ob- 
tained of  chembtry  was  very  respectable.  Astrdnomy 
and  electricity  were  among  his  studies ;  some  attention  he 
paid  to  drawing,  in  which  it  is  probable  he  would  have 
excelled.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  music,  and  could 
play  very  pleasingly  by  ear  on  the  piano-forte,  composing 
the  bass  to  the  air  he  was  playing ;  but  thb  propensity 
he  checked,  lest  it  might  interfere  with  more  important 
objects.  He  had  a  turn  for  mechanics,  and  all  the  fit- 
tings up  of  his  study  were  the  work  of  hb  own  hands. 

At  a  very  early  age^  indeed  soon  after  he  was  taken 
from  school,  Henry  was  ambitious  of  being  admitted  a 
member  of  a  Literary  Society,  then  existing  in  Notting- 
ham, but  was  objected  to  on  account  of  his  youth ;  after 
repeated  attempts,  and  rq)eated  failures,  he  succeeded  in 
his  wish,  through  the  exertions  of  spme  of  hb  friends^  and 
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was  elected.  In  a  vei^  short  time^  to  the  great  surprise 
of  the  Society^  he  proposed  to  give  them  a  Lecture,  and 
they»  probably  from  curiosity,  acceded  to  the  pr4^>osal. 
The  next  evening  they  assembled,  he  lectured  upcm 
Genius,  and  spoke  extempore  for  above  two  hours,  in 
^uch  a  manner,  that  he  received  the  unanimous  thanks  of 
the  Sdciety,  and  they  elected  this  young  Roschis  of  ora- 
tory their  Professor  of  Literature.  There  are  certain 
courts  at  Nottingham,  in  which  it  is  necessary  for  an  at- 
torney to  plead ;  and  he  wished  to  qualify  himself  for  an 
eloquent  speaker,  as  well  as  a  sound  lawyer. 

With  the  profession  in  which  he  was  placed,  he  was 
well  pleased>  and  suffered  no  pursuit,  numerous  as  his  pur- 
suits were,  to  interfere  in  the  slightest  degree  with  its 
duties.  Yet  he  soon  began  to  have  higher  aspirations* 
and  to  cast  a  wistful  eye  toward  the  universities  with' 
little  hope  of  ever  attaining  tlieir  important  advantages, 
yet  probably  not  without  some  hope,  however  faint. 
There  was  at  this  time  a  magazine  in  publication,  called 
the  Monthly  Precept<H',  which  proposed  prize  themes  for 
boys  and  girls  to  write  upon  ;i  and  which  was  encouraged 
by  ipany  schoolmasters,  some  of  whom,  for  their  own 
credit,  and  that  of  the  in:^;)ortant  institutions  in  which 
they  were  placed,  should  have  known  better  than  to  en- 
courage it^  But  in  schools,  and  in  all  practical  systems  of 
education,  emulation  is  mmle  the  main  spring,  as  if  there 
were  not  enough  of  the  leaven  of  disquietude  in  our 
natures,  without  inoculating  it  with  this  dilutement — this 
vaccine  virus  of  envy.    True  it  is  that  we  need  encou* 
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ragementin  youth ;  that  though  our  vices  spnng  up  •  and 
tlirive  in  i^iade  and  darkness,  like  poisonous  ilingi ,  our 
better  powers  require  light  and  air :  and  that  pra  jse  h 
the  sunshine*  without  which  genius  will  wither,  fad  e,  and 
die,  or  rather  in  search  of  which,  like  a  plant  that  is  de- 
barred from  it,  will  push  forth  in  contortions  and  defor- 
mity.  But  such  practices  as  that  of  writing  for  r  public 
prizes,  of  publicly  declaiming,  and  of  enacting  pla}  s  before 
the  neighbouring  gentry,  teach  boys  to  look  for  i  ipplause 
instead  of  being  satisfied  with  approbation,  and  foster  in 
them  that  vanity  which  needs  no  such  cherishin  g.  'Hiis 
is  administering  stimulants  to  the  heart,  instead  of 
'f  feeding  it  with  food  convenient  for  it;**  and  the  effect 
of  such  stimulants  is  to  dwarf  the  human  mind,  e  js  lap-dogs 
are  said  to  be  stopt  in  their  growth,  by  being  <  losed  with 
gin.  Thusfarced,  it  becomes  like  the  sapling  w  faich  shoots 
up  when  it  should  be  striking  its  roots  far  and  deep,  and 
which  therefore  never  attains  to  more  than  a  sapling's 
si2e. 

To  Henry,  however,  the  opportunity  of  distinguishing 
himself,  even  in  the  Juvenile  Library,  was  useful;  if  he 
had  acted  with  a  man's  foresight,  he  could  u  ot  have  done 
more  wisely  than  by  aiming  at  every  disti  nction  within 
his  little  sphere.  At  the  age  orfifteen,  he  gjBuned  a  silver 
medal  for  a  translation  from  Horace ;  and  the  following 
year  a  pair  of  twelve  inch  globes,  for  an  imaginary  Tour 
from  London  to  Edinburgh.  He  detjermined  upon 
trying  for  this  prize  one  evening  when  at  tea  with  his 
family,  and  at  supper  he  read  to  them  his  performance. 
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to  vfhich  seven  pages  were  granted  in  the  magazine, 
tl]ou;^h  they  had  limited  the  allowance  of  room  to  three. 
Sliort  \y  afterwards  he  won  several  books  for  exercises  on 
difieriuit  subjects.  Such  honours  were  of  great  import- 
ance ti)  him ;  they  were  testimonies  of  his  ability,  which 
could  not  be  suspected  of  partiality,  and  they  prqmred 
his  father  to  regard  with  less  reluctance  that  change  in 
his  ykw'R  and  wishes  which  afterwards  took  place.  ^ 

He  now  became  a  copre^ndent  in  the  Monthly 
Mirror,  a  magazine  which  first,  set  the  example  of  typo- 
graphical neatness  in. periodical  publications,  which  has 
given  the'  world  a  good  series  of  portraits,  and  which 
deserves  f  iraise  also  on  other  accounts,  having  among  its 
contributo  rs  some  (persons  of  extensive  erudition,  and  ac- 
linowIedge«d  talents.  Magazines  are  of  great  service  to 
those  who  ;ire  learning  to  write ;  they  are  fishing  boats, 
which  the  Buccaneers  of  Literature  do  not  condescend  to 
sink,  bum,  :»nd  destroy;  young  poets  may  safely  try  their 
strength  in  fhem,  and  that  they  should  try  their  strength 
before  the  public,  without  danger  of  any  shame  from 
fkiltlre,  is  highly  desirable.  Henry'^s  rapid  improvement 
was  now  as  i^markable  as  his  unwearied  industry.  The 
pieces  which  had  been  rewarded  m  the  Juvenile  Preceptor, 
might  have  been  rivalled  by  many  boys ;  but  what  he 
produced  a  yeaf  afterwards,  few  men  could  equal. 
Those  which  appeared  in  the  Monthly  Mirror  attracted 
some  notice,  and  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance  of 
Mr.  Capel  Loffb,  and  of  Mr.  Hill,  the  proprietor  of  the 
work,  a  gentlennan  who  is  himself  a  lover  of  English 
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literature,  and  who  has  probably  the  most  copious  col- 
lection of  English  poetry  in  existence.  Their  encourage* 
ment  induced  hun,  about  the  close  of  the  year  1802,  to 
prepare  a  little  volume  of  poems  for  the  press.  It  was 
his  hope  that  this  publication  might  either,  by  the  success 
of  its  sale,  or  the  notice  which  it  might  excite,  enable 
him  to  prosecute  his  studies  at  college,  and  fit  himself  for 
the  Church.  For  though  so  far  was  he  from  feeling  any 
dislike  to  hb  own  profession,  that  he  was  even  attached 
to  it,  and  had  indulged  a  hope  that  one  day  or  other  he 
should  make  his  way  to  the  Bar :  a  deafness,  to  wl)ich  he 
had  always  been  subject,  and  which  appeared  to  grow 
progressively  worse,  threatened  to  preclude  all  possibility 
of  advancement;  and  his  opinions,  which  had  at  one  time 
inclined  to  deism,  had  now  taken  a  strong  devotional 
bias. 

Henry  was  earnestly  advised  to  obtain,  if  possible, 
some  patroness  for  his  book,  whose  |rank  in  life,  and  no- 
toriety in  the  Hterary  world,  might  afford  it  some  pro- 
tection.^ The  days  of  dedications  are  happily  well  nigh  at 
an  end  ;  but  this  was  of  importance  to  him,  as  giving  his 
little  volume  consequence  in  the  eyes  of*  his  friends  and 
townsmen.  The  Countess  of  Derby  was  first  applied  to, 
and  the  manuscript  submitted  to  her*perusal.  She  returned 
it  with  a  refusal,  upon  the  ground  that  it  was  an  invariable! 
rule  with  her  niever  to  accept  a  compliihent  of  the  kind : 
but  this  refusal  was  couched  in  language  as  kind  as  it 
was  complimentary,  and  he  felt  more  pleasure  at  llie 
kiadness  which  it  expressed,  than  disappointment  at  the 
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failure  of  his  application :  a  2i/note  wa$  inclosed  as  her 
subscriptimi  to  the  wprk.  Tb^  Margranne  of  An^eh  was 
also  tbou^tit  of.  Tbepe  is.  among  bis  ps^r^  the  draught 
of  a  letter  sddres^ed  to  her  upon  the  siftbject,  but  I  be* 
lieve  it  was.  neyer  sent.  H^  was  then  recommended  U> 
apply  to  the  Dtttcbesfs  of  Devonshire.  Poor  Henry  feit 
a  fit  repugnance  at  courting  patroaage  in  this  w^ay,  but 
he  felt  that  it  was  of  consequence  in  his  little  world,  and 
submitted  ;  and  the  tnanmcript  was  left,  with  a  ktter,  at 
Devonshire  House,  as  it  had  beeb  with  the  Cduntess  of 
Derby.  Some  time  elapsed,  and  no  answer  arrived  ftostt 
her  Grace ;  and  as  ^e  w^s  known  to  be  pestered  witfat 
such  applications,  apprdiensiou^  began  to  be  entertame4 
for  the  sgrfety  of  the  papers.*  Hisr  brother  Neville  (who 
was  now  settled  in  London),  called  severHl  tiioes^c^ 
course  he  never  obtained  an  interview ;  the  case  at'la^ 
became  desperate,  and  he  went  with  a  determinatioti  not 
to  quit  the  house  till  he  had  obtained  them.  AAer  wait- 
ing four  hours  in  the  servant's'hall,  his  perseverance  con* 
quered  their  idle  insolence,  and  he  got  possession  of  the 
manuscript.  And  here  lie,  as  well  as  his  brother,  sick  of 
"  ^ancing  attendance"  upon  the  great,  would  have  relin- 
quished fill  tlioughts  of  the  dedication ;  but  they  were 
urged  to^i^ake  ope.  more  trial  ;-^a  letter  to  her  Grace 
was  f^roqured,  with  which  Neville  obtained  audience 
wisely  leaving  the  mannscript  at  home ;  and  the  Dutchess* 
with  her  Usual  good  nature,  gave  permission  that  the 
volume  should  be  dedicated  to  her.  Accordingly  her 
najne  appeared  in  the  title  page^  and  a  copy  was  tran»* 
mitt^d  tp  ,ber  in  due  .&rm^  and  in  its.due  Morocca 
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lkery»  of  which  na^iotice  was  ever  taken,  loTohed  nn 
she  was  in  ai>  endless  round  of  miserable  follies,  it  is  pro* 
^bahle  that  she  never  opened  the  book;  otherwise  her 
heart  was  good  enough  to  have  felt  a  (Measure  in  en- 
couraging the  author.  Oh,  what  a  leason  woidd  the  his- 
tory of  that  heart  hold  ont ! 

Henry  sent  his  litOe  volume  to  each  of  the  then  existing 
Reviews,  and  accompanied  it  with  a  letter,  wherein  he 
stated  what  his  disadvantages  had  been,  and  what  were  the 
hopes  which  he  proposed  to  himself  from  the  publication : 
requesting  from  them  that  indulgetice  of  which  hb  pro- 
ductions did  not  «tand  in  need,  and  which  it  might  have 
been  thought,  under  such  circumstances,  would  not  have 
been  withheld  Arom  worics  of  less  promise.  It  may  be 
well  conceived  with  what  anxiety  he  looked  for  their 
opinions,  and  with  what  fedings  be  read  the  following 
artide  in  the  Monthly  Review  f<Hr  February,  1804. 

MmtOihf  RmeWf  Febnuuy^  1804. 

^  Hie  drcnmstanoes  under  wfaidi  this  litde  volume  it  offereil  to 
Ibe  public,  mii8t|  in  some  measore,  disarm  criticism.  We  hava 
been  infofmed  that  Mr.  White  has  scarcely  attained  his  ei^teenf  ii 
year,  has  hitherto  exerted  himself  in  tiie  pnrsnit  of  knowledge 
eader  tiie  discoraagemeats  of  penary  and  mixfbrtune,  and  now 
hopes,  by  .ttiis  early  authordup,  to  obtain  some  assistance  in  the 
prosecntion  of  his  studies  at  Cambridge.  He  appears,  indeed,  t0~ 
be  one  of  those  yoang  men  of  fidents  and  application  who  merit 
oiconragement;  and  it  would  be  gratifying  to  as,  to  hear  that  this 
pttUication  had  obtained  for  hhn  a  respectable  patron,  for  we  fear 
that  ftut  mere  profit  arising  finom  die  sale  cannot  be,  in  any  mea- 
sve,  adequate  to  his  exigencies  as  a  student  at  the  oniversity; 

VOL.    I.  C 
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'  A  snbscriptioB,  with  a  statement  of  the  pttrticdan  of  the  antiior's 
case,  might  have  been  calcidated  to  have  answered  his  pvrpose ; 
bat,  as  a  book  which  is  to  '<  win  its  way*'  on  the  sole  ground  of  its 
own  merit,  this  poem  cannot  be  contemplated  with  any  sangnme 
e)cpectation.  The  author  is  very  anxioos,  however,  that  critics 
should  find  in  it  something  to  commend,  and  he  shall  not  be  dis- 
appointed; we  commend  his  exertions,  and  his  laudable  ende*- 
▼ours  to  excel;  but  we  cannot  compliment  him  with  having  learn- 
ed the  difficult  art  of  writing  good  poetry. 

Snch  lines  as  these  will  sufficiently  prove  our  assertion: 

<<  Here  woilld  I  run,  a  visionary  5«y, 
When  the  hoarse  thunder  shook  the  vaidted  Sky, 
And,  fancy  led,  beheld  the  Almighty's  form, 
Sternly  careering  in  the  eddying  storm." 

If  Mr.  White  should  be  instructed  by  Alma-mater,  he  wiH, 
deubtless,  prodece  better  seme,  and  better  rhymes.** 

I  know  not  who  was  tfae  writer  of  this  precious  artide. 
It  is  certain  that  Henry  could  have  no  personal  enen^; 
his  Yokime  fell  into  the  hands  of  some  dull  man,  who 
took  it  up  in  an  hour  of  ill  humour,  turned  over  the  leaves 
t6  look  for  faults,  and  finding  that  Boy  and  Sky  were 
not  orthodox  rhymes,  according  to  his  wise  creed  of  cri- 
ticism, sate  down  to  blast  the  hopes  of  a  hoy,  who  had 
confessed  to  him  all  his  hopes  and  all  his  difficulties,  and 
thrown  himself  upon  his  mercy.  With  such  a  ktter  be* 
fore  him,  (by  mere  accident  I  saw  that  which  bad  been 
sfent  to  the  Critical  Review),  even  though  the  poems  had 
been  bad,  a  good  man  would  not  have  said  so;  he 
would  have  avoided  censure  if  he  had  found  it  impossible 
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to  bestow  praise.  But  that  the  reader  inay  perceive  the 
wicked  injustice,,  as  well  as  the  cruelty  of  this  reviewali  a 
Um  specimens  of  the  vohimey  thus  contemptuoiisly  cOn« 
demned  because  Bi^  and  Sky  are  used  as  rhymes  in  it^ 
shall  be  inserted  in  this' place. 


TO  THE  HER9  ROSEMARYS 


SWEET  scented  flower!  ^rho  art  wont  to  blodm 

On  Jamunry^s  front  severe:    .  ^ 

And  o*er  the  winteiy  desert  drear 
To  waft  thy  VFSrte  perfiune! 
Oome>  ihott  dialt  form  n^  nosegay  now^     .     ' 
And  I  will  bind  thee  nrand  my  brow. 

And  as  I  twine  the  moorafiil  wreath, 
I'll  weave  a  melancholy  song,. 
And  sweet  the  strain  shall  be,  and  long^ 

Hie  melody  of  deatii. 

Come  fnneral  flower!  who  lov'ftt  to  dwell 


With  the  pale  corse  in  lonely  tomb, 
And  throw  across  the  desert  gloom 
A  sweet  decaying  smell. 


*  The  Rosemary  bnds  m  January— It  is  the  flower  connnonly  pat 
m  the  coffins  of  tlie  dead. 

C  2 
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Come  press  my  lips,  and  lie  with  me 
Beneath  Ae  lowly  Alder  tree. 

And  we  will  sleep  a  pleasant  sleeps 
AM  not  a  care  shall  dare  intmde 
To  break  the  marble  soHtode, 
So  peacefol,  and  so  deep. 


And  h»rk!  the  wind-god  as  he  ffies. 
Means  h<Aow  in  the  Forest^trees, 
And  sailing  on  the  gusty  breeze 
Mysterious  music  dies. 
Sw^t  flower,  that  requiem  wild  is  nunc, 
''It  warns  me  to  the  lonely  shrine, 
The  cold  turf  aUar  of  the  dead; 
My  grave  shall  be  in  yon  lone  spot. 
Where  as  I  lie  by  all  forgot, 
A  during  ftagrBncethba  wftto*er  my  aihes  shed. 
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TO    THIS    MORNlN^i 

Written  daring  Illness. 
.  •  .  .  # 

BEAMS  of  the  daqr-l)rak  faOnt !  Ikul 

Your  dabioos  hnesj  as  on  the  lobe 

Of  nighty  wiaxh  mnpa  the  slnmbering  (^be^ 

I  mark  yoor  traces  pale* 

Tired  with  the  taper's  sickly  Ugbt, 

And  with  the  ^[earyiii^  nun^ber^  ni0k%9    ^ 

I  hail  the  streaks  <^  mom  4i^iiie: 

And  k>!  they  biea|(  between  the  dewy  wfenthes 

That  round  my  nipd  casenpent  twine;  ■ . 

The  fcesh|^o'ei;tti!B  green  lawn  bre^itbei^    ^ 

It  fysa  my  feverish  browy—it  calms  the  mcn^  sUile^ 

And  dieerily  re-lttumes  the  Ja^rtKUt  flamq  ef  life. 


13ie  I4«k  baa  her  giQT  sopg  begmi» 

She  leaves  her  grassy  nest. 
And  soars  'till  the  imrtMii  tun 

Gleams  on  her  speckled  Inreast; 
Now,  let  me  leave  my  restless  bed. 
And  o'er  the  spangled  uplands  tread. 

Now  thro*  the  customed  wood-walk  wend; 
By  many  a  green  kne  lies  my  way, 

Where  high  o'er  head  the  wild  brien  bend. 

Till  on  the  Mountain's  summit  grey, 
I  sit  ml  down,  and  mark  the  glorious  dawn  of  day. 


Oh  Heaven!  the  soft  refreshing  gale 
It  breathes  into  my  breast, 

My  sunk  eye  gleams,  my  cheek  so  pale 
Is  with  new  colours  drest. 
C3 
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Blythe  Health!  thou  loul  of  life  ViA  mhi 
Come  thou  too,  on  the  balmy  breese, 

Invigmte  my  fitame: 
7*11  join,  with  thee,  the  boskin'd  c^ce. 
With  thee  the  distant  dime  will  trace. 

Beyond  tiiose  cloqcb  of  flame. 


Above,  below,  what  ofaamis  no/SM 

In  all  the  varied  view; 
Before  me  all  it  bnrnish'd  gold, 

Behind  the  twilight^s  hue* 
Tht  inists  which  on  old  Night  await, 
Far  to  the  West,  tiiey  hold  theur  state. 

They  shmi  the  clear,  bfcie  ihce  of  Morn; 

Along  the  fine  ceralean  sky 

The  flee^  donds  successive  fly, 
WHle  bright  prismatio  beams  theur  shadowy  folds  adom* 


And  hark!  the  Thatdier  has  began 
^  His  whistle  on  the  eaves. 
And  oft  tbe  Hedger's  Bin  is  h^ard 

Among  the  rustling  leaves. 
The  slow  team  creaks  jiipim  the  road, ' 
The  noisy  wl^  resounds. 
The  drivers  voice,  his  card  blythe, 
The  Mower's  stroke,  his  whetting  scy  the;| 

Mix  with  the  moiniqg's  sonpds. 


Who  would  not  rather  take  his  iseat| 
Beneath  these  dumps  of  trees. 

The  early  dawn  of  day  to  greet, 
And  catch  ^e  healthy  breese. 
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Thtti  OB  1^  i8k€B  coDcb  of  irto^ 

loziirioiistolie; 
Who  would  not  from  life's  dreary  vasto^ 
Snatch  wliea  he  could,  with  eager  baste. 

An  interval  ff  joy! 


To  hin,  yivho  amply  thus  recont^ 

The  morning's  pleasores  e'er. 
Fate  dooms,  ere  long,  the  scene  must  deM 

To  ope  on  him  no  more. 
Yet  Morning!  unreining  still 

Hell  greet  thy  beams  awhile, 
And^  surely  thou,  wken  o^er  h&  gra^ 
Solemn  fhe  wfanpliag  wiiows  wave, 

Wflt  sweetiy  on  him  snHo. 
And  tife  pale  GtOw-wonn's  pensive  Rght, 
WillSaide  hisghortly  wadltfitt  the  drevaMentess  night 

An  author  is  {mwf  against  reviewing,  wfaen,  fike  my-^ 
self,  he  has  been  reviewed  above  seventy  times;  but  the 
qmiioii  of  a  reviewer  upon  his  first  publication,  has  more 
effect,  both  upon  his  feelings  and  his  success,  than  it 
ought  to  have,  or  would  have,  if  the  mystery  of  the  ««- 
gentk  craft  were  more  generafiy  understood.  Henry 
wrote  to  fhe  Editor,  to  compkiin  of  the  croe%  with  which* 
he  had  been  treated.  This  remonstrance  produced  the 
following  answer  in  the  next  month. 

Monthltf  Review,  March,  1804. 

ADDRESS  TO  CORRBSPONDBNTS. 

^  in  6)e  course  of  our  long  critical  labours,  we  have  necessarily 
been  ^M:ced  to  encounter  the  resimtuient,  cnr  withstand  the  lamen- 
C4 
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totiiMM  ibtmay  ^SmppfitUM  mtkomz  %i^  w^  hm^^^wM^,  if 
ever,  been  more  affected  than  by  a  potter  from  Mr^'WkHn  &t  Not- 
tinghana,  complaniiig  of  the  tendency  of  oor  strictures  oq  his 
poem  of  CUftou  Grove*  in  our  last  number.  His  expostidatlpn  is 
ivritten  with  a  warmth  of  feeling  in  whtdi  we  truly  sympathize, 
and  which  sbaB  readfly  excuse,  with  us,  some  expressions  of  irri- 
tation: but  Mr.  White  must  receive  our  most  serious  dedantion, 
that  we  did  ^'jndge  of  tfae  book  by  the  book  ittelff'  exoeptmg 
only^  that  firom  his  former  letter,  we  were  desirous  of  laitigirtiQg 
tiie  pain  of  that  decision  which  our  public  duty  required  us  to  pro- 
nounce. We  spoke  with  the  utmost  sincerity,  when  we  stated 
<mr  wishes  for  patironage  to  an  unfrieaded  man  of  talents,  for 
taknts'Mr.  White  certainly  ponesses,  and  we  repeat  tiiose  wishef 
ivith  equal  eordiaKty.  t£tWm  atiU  trust,  that,  like  Mr.  Oiffiurd, 
(fiet  Pre^we  to  his  TnNisbitkNi  of  Juvtsal),  tone  Mr.  Cookasley 
may  yet  appear,  to  foster  a  capacity  whidi  endeavours  to  escape 
Irom  its  present  confined  qihere  of  action;  and  let  the  opulent  in- 
babitants  of  Nottim^iam  reflect,  that  some  portion  of  that  wealth 
which  they  have  worthily  acqaired  by  tiie  habits  of  industiyi  wiU 
be  laudably  applied  in  assisting  the  efforts  of  miiid.'' 

Hemy  wat  nol  zmwct  tint  Teviewers  are  iafidHble. 
Hb  letter  seeitM  to  haTe  been  answered  by  a  different 
writer;  the  answer  has  none  of  the  common-place  and 
vulgar  insolence  of  the  criticism;  but  to  have  made  any 
concession  would  have  been  admitting  that  a  revi^.can 
do  wro^g^  and  thus  violating  the  fimdamtntalpginflipie 
ofilsconstitotion. 

The  poomi  which  had  been  thus  condemned,  appeared 
to  me  to  discover  strong  marks  of  genius.  I  had  shewn 
them  to  two  of  my  friends,  tbaq  whom  no  pedoot^living 
better  undecstaiid  what  poetiy  is»  nor  base  gmn  •better 


Digitized  by  VjOO^I^ 


INFOofr  «£  ft;  ud  thrir  OfMmm  comidei}  ivRh  my  owiu 
I  was  fidly  convinced  of  the  injustice  of  this  cnticishi,  and 
havbg  a<;cidentally  seen  the  letter  which  he  had  written 
\o  the  reviewers^  understood  the  whole  cruelty  of  t^eir  m- 
justice^  In  conseqaeiice  of  this  I  wrote  to  Henry,  to 
encoura^  him:  told  bam  that  though  I  was  wdl  aware 
how  inqprudfttt  it  was  in  young  poets  to  publish  theur 
-prodnctimis,  his  chrcnmstances  seemed  1o  render  that 
expedient,  from  which  it  would  otherwise  be  right  to 
dissuade  bim,  advised  him  therefere,  if  he  bad  no  better 
prospects,  to  print  a  laigfrTolume  by  subscr^itioo,  and 
ofiered.  to  do  what  little  was  in  my  power  to  serve  him 
io  tbe  business.  To  this  he  replied  in  the  ibUowing 
letter: 


^  I  dare  not  say  all  I  fed  respecting  yovnr  opinion  of  my  tittle 
trfrtnr.  Ttie  extreme  acrioMiy  with  wlucli  tlie  Monthly  Review 
(of  all  others  tbe  most  hnportant),  treated  me^  threw  me  into  a 
state  of  stnpe&ction;  I  regarded  all  that  bad  passed  as  a  dream, 
and  thought  I  had  beeu  dehidiog  myself  into  an  idea  of  posseasiag 
poe'ic  Genius,  when  in  fkct  I  had  only  the  longing,  without  the 
^gktta,^  "I  mustered  resolution  enough,  however,  to  write 
mMU^  ta  them:  their  answer,  fai  the  enduing  numt>er,  was  a 
tacit  acknowledgment  that  they  had  lieen  soawitet  too  aa^ring 
in  their  correction.  It  was  a  poor  attempt  to  salve  over  a  wound 
wantonly  add -most  ungenerously  inflicted.  Still  I  was  damped, 
becaase  1  knew  tiie  work  was  very  respectable,  and  therefore 
'  conid'not,  I  concluded,  give  a  criticism  groady  de^cient  in  equity 
*^the  aMire  especially,  as' I  knew  of  no  sort  of  inducement  to  ex- 
Your  Mtto-y'  h^weveiv  b»  revived  me,  and 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


26 

I  do  again  vetttwre  to  hop^  tbat  laMiystlBprodiieeMaieait^ 
whicfa  wSl  survive  ine» 

^  With  regard  to  your  advice  and  <^fers  of  assistance,  I  will  not 
attempt^  because  I  am  unable,  to  thank  yon  for  tibem.  To4»orrow 
morally  I  depart  for  Cambridge,  and  I  have  considerable  hopea 
that,  as.  I  do  not  enter  into  the  nniveisity  with  any  sinister  or  ni* 
terested  views,  but  sincerely  desire  to  perform  the  duties  of  an  a^ 
lectionate  and  vigilant  pastor,  and  become  more  use^  to  maur 
kind,  I  therefore  have  ^opes,  I  say,  that  I  shall  find  means  of  sap- 
port  la  the  Um9erniy.  If  I  do  not,  I  shall  certainly  act  in  pur- 
auaaee  of  your  recommendations:  and  shall,  without  hesitation^ 
avai  nqrself  of  your  olfers  of  service,  and  of  your  directions. 

^' In  a  lAort  tmie^  tins  wiU  be  determ^ped;  and  vrhen  it  is,  I 
Shan  take  the  liberty  of  writii^  to  you  at  Keswick,  to  make  yoq 
acquainted  with  tiie  result, 

<'  I  have  only  one  objection  to  publishing  by  subscription,  and 
I  confess  it  has  weigfi^  vnth  me. — It  is,  that  in  tiiis  step,  I  shaU 
teem  to  be  aetii^  upon  the  advice  so  anfoeUngly  and  eonlarae- 
liously  given  by  the  MontUy  Reviewers,  who  say  what  is  equal  te 
this — tiiat  had  I  gottep  a  subscription  for  my  pocops^  before  theis 
merit  was  known,  I  mig^t  have  succeeded:  provided,  it  seems| 
I  had  made  a  pttrticular  statement  of  my  ease;  like  a  beggar,  who 
stands  with  his  hat  in  one  hand,  and  a  full  account  of  his  cruel  treat-* 
ment  on  tiie  coast  of  Barbery,  in  the  other,  and  so  gives  you  his 
|>enny  sheet  for  your  sixpence^  by  way  of  half-pufehase,  hidfi 
diarit^^ 

«  I  have  materials  for  another  volume,  but  they  were  written 
principally  whfle  Clifton  Grove  was  in  tiie  press,  or  soon  after,  and 
do  not  now  at  all  satisfy  me.  Indeed,  of  late,  I  have  been  oUiged 
to  desist,  almost  entirely,  from  converse  vrith  the  dames  of  H^con* 
The  drut^eiy  of  an  attoi^y's  o^e,,,  and  the  neceqiMy  of |)f^^« 
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iagmysa£,  in.caie  I  should  si^ceed  m  getting  to  College^  in  i^i^ 
little  leisure  I  could  boast,  left  no  room  for  the  flights  of  the  ima* 
gination." 

In  aBotker  letter  be  gpeaks^  in  still  stronger  tenns^  of 
what  be  had  suffered  from  tlie  unfeeling  and  iniquitous 
criticism.     '  ' 

<<  The  nnfavooratde  review  (iu  the  <<  Mdnthl/*)  of  my  uiikq>py 
wotky  has  cut  deeper  thaa  you  could  have  thought;  not  in  a  liter-: 
ary  point  of  view,  but  as  if^  affects  my  resp^tability.-  It  repre-; 
sents  me  actually  as  a  beggar^  going  about  gathering  money  to  put 
myself  at  college,  when  my  book  is  worthless;  and  this,  with  every 
appearance  of  candour.  They  have  been  sadly  misinformed  re- 
specting me:  this  review  goes  before  me  wherever  I  turn  my 
steps;  it  haunts  me  incessantly,  and  I  am  persuaded  it  Is  an  in- 
strument in  the  hands  of  Satan  to  drive  me  toi  distraction,  I  must 
leave  Nottingham." 

It  is  iiot  iinworthy  of  remark,  that  this  very  reviewai, 
whidi  was  designed  to  crush  the  hopes  of  Henry,  and 
suppress  his  struggling  genius,  has  been  in  its  coose* 
quences,  the  main  occasion  of  bringing  his  Remains  to 
light,  and  obtaining  for  him  that  fame  which  assuredly 
will  be  his  portion.  Had  it  not;  been  for  the  indignatioa 
which  I  felt  at  perusing  a  criticism  at  once  so  cruel. and 
so  stupid,  the  little  intercourse  between  Henry  and  my- 
self would  not  have  taken  place;  his  papers  would  pro* 
bably  have  remained  in  oblivion,  and  his  name,  in  a  few 
years,  have  been  forgotten. 

I  hsiv^  staled  tliai  bis  opinions  were,  at  one  tinie„  in^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


28 

cfining  towards  deism;  it  needs  not  be  said  on  what 
dight  grounds  the  opinions  of  a  youth  must  seeds  be 
founded:  while  they  are  confined  to  matters  of  specula- 
tipn,  they  indicate,  whatever  Ihek  ecccatrieitits,  osly  an 
active  mind;  and  it  b  only  when  a  propensily  ismani- 
fested  to  such  principles  &s  givis  a  sanction  to  unmorftlity; 
that  they  show  something  wrong  at  heart.  One  little 
poem  of  Henry's  remains,  which  was.  written  in  this,  un- 
settled state  of  mind.  It  ^dubits  much  of  his'chaiacter, 
and  can  excite  no  feeUngs  towards  him,  but  such  as  are 
lavourable. 

MY  OWN  CHARACTER. 

DEAR  Fandy,  I  meao,  now  Vm  laid  on  the  sbel^ 

To  ghre  yoa  a  sketch — aye,  a  sketch  of  myseUI 

TU  a  pitifbl  subject,  I  frankly  confess, 

And  one  it  would  puzzle  a  painter  to  dress; 

But  however,  here  goes,  and  as  sure  as  a  gun, 

rU  tell  all  my  faults  like  a  penitent  dub  ; 

For  I  know,  for  nay  Fanny,  before  I  address  her, 

She  wont  be  a  cynical  &tfaer  confevor. 

Come,  come,  'twill  not  do !  pot  that  curling  brow  do^, 

You  can*t,  for  the  soul  of  you,  learn  how  to  frown. 

Well,  first  1  premise,  its  my  honest  conviction, 

Hmt  my  breast  is  a  chaos  of  all  contradiction; 

ReligkHis— Deistip— now  loyal  and  warm; 

Then  a  dagger-drawn  Democrat  hot  for  reform ; 

This  moment  a  fop— </Ui^,  sententious  as  Titus; 

Democritns  now,  and  anon  Heraditus; 

Now  hiughing  and  pleas*d,  like  a  child  with  a  rattle; 

Then  vex'd  tn  ^  soul  with  impertinent  tattle; 
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Now  moody  andsad^  now  uDtfainkiDg  aod^yi  . 
Td  an  points  of  the  c<Mii{Nus  I  veer  m  a  day. 

r^proad  «Qd  ^duoM  to  FortaBeTs  gay  child. 
But  to  poTorty**  ofl^piing  Mibi^iniYe  and  mUd; 
As  rude  as  a  Boor,  and  as  rough  in  dispute; 
Then  as  for  politeness    oh!  dear — Pin  a  hrcite! 
I  shew  no  respect  where  I  never  can  feel  it; 
And  as  for  contempt,  take  no  pains  to  conceal  if. 
And  so  in  the  snite,  by  these  landable  ends, 
PfC  a  freat  many  foes,  and  a  v^  few  friends.*-' 

And  yet,  my  dear  Fanny,  thnre  dre  who  can  feel 
That  this  proud  b^ait  ^f  Dii«e  is  not  fiwhion'd  of  steeL 
It  can  love,  (can  it  not?) — it  can  hate,  I  am  sure; 
And  its  fHendfy  enongh,  tho'  in  fiiends  it  be  poor. . 
For  itself  tho*  it  bleed  not,  for  others  it  bleeds ; 
If  it  have  not  ripe  virtues,  Vm  sure  ifs  the  Meeds; 
And  tho'  lar  from  faultless,  or  even  so-so, 
I  ^ask  it  majr  pass,  as  our  worldly  things  go« 

Well,  Tve  told  you  niy  frailties  without  any  gloss; 

Then  as  to  my  virtues,  I'm  quite  at  a  loss ! 

I  think  I*m  devout,  and  yet  I  can't  say, 

But  in  process  of  time  I  may  get  the  wrong  way* 

I'm  tL  general  lovety  if  thafs  c<miiiendation, 

And  yet  can't  withstand,  you.  know  whose  fascination. 

But  I  find  that  amidst  all  my  tricks  and  devices, 

In  fishing  for  virtjues,  I'm  pulling  up  vices; 

So  as  for  the  gcod,  why  if  I  possess  it, 

I  am  not  yet  learned  eno^h  to  express  it 

You  yoursetf  must  examine  the  lovelier  side, 
And  alter  yonr  every  art  you  have  tiled,  v^ 
Whatever  my  faults,  I  may  venture  to  say 
Hypocrisy  never  will  come  in  your  way. 
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I  am  npri^ty  Ihope;  I  am diywrnrigfat^  I'm  clear; 
And  I  ibkik  iny  wont  foe  most  allow  Tm  siocere* 
And  if  ever  smcerity  glow'd  in  my  breas^  ^      . 
Tis  now  When  I  swear  ■    ■       ♦    • 

Aboot  diiis  lime  Mr.  Kgott,  tbe  curate  of  St.  Mmfs 
TSoV&aghnm,  hearing  what  was  the  beat  of  lus  refigious 
q^inioQSy  sent  him,  by  a  fijend,  Scott's  Force  of  Tradi^ 
and  requested  bim  to  penpse  iC  attentively*  which  be  pro- 
mised to  do.  Having  looked  at  tbe  book,  he  told  the 
person  who  brought  it  to  him,  that  he  could  sote  Write 
an  answer  to  it;  but  about  m  fortnif^  afterwards,  when 
this  friend  enquired  how  fiur  he  had  proceeded  in  his  an- 
swer to  Mr.  Scott,  Henry's  reply  was  in  a  very  different 
tone  and  teinper.  He  said,  that  to  answer  that  book  was 
out  of  his  power,  and  out  of  any  mao's^  for  it  was 
founded  upon  eternal  truth;  that  it  had  convmeedhim 
of  bis  error;  and  that  so  tlMiroughly  was  he  impressed 
with  a  sen^  of  the  importance  of  his  maker's  &your,  that 
he  would  willingly  give  up  all  acquisitions  of  knowledge, 
and  all  hopes  of  fiune,  and  live  in  a  wilderness,  unkilown, 
till  death,  so  he  could  i^tture  an  mheritance  in  heavoi* 

A  new  pursuit  was  thus  opened  to  him,  and  he  en- 
gaged in  it  with  his  wonted  ardour.  **  It  was  a  constant 
feature  in  his  mind,''  says  Mr.  Pigott,  "  to  persevere  in  the 
pursuit  of  what  he  clefemed  noble  and  imp<Hrtant.  Re- 
ligion, in  which  he  now  ajqpeared  to  hknself  not  yet  to 
have.taken  a  step,  engaged  all  his  anxiety,  as  cf  idl  con- 
cerns the  most  important. '  He  could  not  rest  satisfied 
till  he  had  formed  his  principles  upon  the  basis  of  chris- 
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tianRy;  and  till  he  had  b^un  m  earnest  to  tlmik  and  act 
tkgreeably  to  its  pure  and  heavenly  precepts.  His  mind 
loved  to  make  distant  excursions  into  the  future  and 
leniote  consecjuences  of  things.  He  no  longer  limited  his 
^ews  to  the  narrow  confines  of  earthly  existence;  he  was 
not  hq)py  tilt  he  had  Ijeamt  to  rest  and  expatiate  in  a 
worid  to  come.  What  he  said  to  me  when  we  became 
jbtimate,  is  worthy  of  observation:  that,  he  said,  which 
first  made  him  dissatisfied  with  the  creed  he  had  adopted^ 
and  the  standard  of  practice  which  he  had  set  up  for  him- 
seH;  was  the  pmity  of  mind  which  he  perceived  was 
every  where  inculcated  in  the  Holy  Scriptureai,  and  re- 
quired of  every  one  Who  would  become  a  successful  can- 
didate for  future  blessedness.  He  had  sui4>osed  that 
mortidity  of  conduct  was  all  the  purity  required ;  but 
when  he  observed  that  purity  of  the  very  tkaugkts  and 
imteiaimi»  of  the  solil  also,  Was  requisite,  he  was  con- 
vinced* of  his  deficiencies,  and  could  find  no  comfort  to 
hb  penitence,  but  in  the  atonement  made  for  human 
firaeilty  by  the  Redeenier  of  mankind,  and  no  strength 
ddcqimle  to  his  weakness,  and  sufficient  for  resistmg  evil, 
but  the  aid  of  God's  spirit,  pronf ised  to  those  who  seek 
them  from  above  in  the  sincerity  of  earnest  prayer.'' 

From  the  moment  when  he  had  fully  contracted  these 
S)  he  was  resolved  upon  devoting  his  life  to  the 


ppomidgatiott  of  them;  and  therefore  to  leave  the  Law, 
mid)  If  posstbley  place  himself  at  one  of  the  Universities. 
Eveiy  argument  was  used  by^hb  firiends  to  dissuade  him 
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from  his  purpose,  t>ut  to  no  effect;  bis  mind  was  unaher- 
My  fixed;  and  great  and  nunieroi|s  as  the  oUstades 
were»  he  was  determined  to  suroicKint  them  all.  He  had 
now  served  the  belter  b^f  of  the  term  for  which  lie  was 
artided;  his  entrance  ai^d  continuance  in  the  profession 
bad  been  a  great  expence  to  his  family;  and  to  give  up. 
tins  lucrative  profession,  id  the  study  of  which  he  had 
Advanced  so  far,  and  situated  as  he  was»  for  one  wherein 
there  was  so  little  prospect  of  his  obtaining  evien  a  decent 
competency,  appeared  to  them  the  height  of  folly  or  of 
madness*  This .  determination  cost  his  pocnr  mother  many 
tears,  but  determined  he  was,  and  that  by  the  best  ai^d, 
purest  motives.  Without  ambition  he  could  not  have, 
existed,  but  his  ambition  no^  was  to  be  eminently  useful 
in  the  ministry* 

It  was  Henry's  fortime,  through  his  short  life,  as  fae^ 
was  worthy  of  the  kindest  treatment,  always  to  find  it. 
His  employers^,  Mr.  Coldhain  a^id  Mr.  Enfield,  listened 
with  a  friendly  ear  to  his  plans,  and  agreed  to  give  up^ 
the  remainder  of  his  time,  though  it  was  now  become 
very  valuable  to  them,  as  soon  as  they  should  think  ^ia. 
prospects  of  getting  through  the  University  were  such  at, 
he  might  reasonably  trust  to;  but  till  then,  they  felt 
diemselves  bound,  for  bis  own  sake,  to  detain  him.  Mr. 
Pigott,  and.  Mr.  Dashwood,  smother  clei^g^an,  who  at, 
that  time  reuded  in  Nottingham,  exerted  themselyes  in^ 
his  favour:  he  had  %  friend  at  Queen's  CoU^e,  Cam*, 
bridge,  who  mentioned  him  to  one  of  the  Fellows  of  St* 
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John's,  and  that  gentleman,  on  the  representations  made 
to  hiiu  of  Henry^s  talents  and  piety,  spared  no  effort  to 
obtain  for  him  an  adequate  support. 

As  soon  as  these  hopes  were  held  out  to  him,  his  em- 
)>loyers  gave  him  a  month's  leaVe  of  absence,  for  the 
benefit  of  uninterrupted  study,  and  of  change  of  air, 
which  his  health  now  began  to  require.  Instead  of  going 
to  the  sea  coast,  as  was  expected,  he  chose  for  his  re* 
treat  the  village  of  Witford,  which  is  situated  on  the 
banks  of  the  Trent,  and  at  the  foot  of  Clifton  Woods. 
Tliese  woods  had  ever  been  his  favourite  place  of  resort, 
and  were  the  subject  of  the  longest  poem  in  hb  little  vo- 
lume, from  which,  indeed,  the  volume  was  named.  He 
delighted  to  point  out  to  his  more  intimate  friends  th«i 
scenery  of  this  poem ;  the  islet  to  which  he  had  often 
forded  when  the  river  was  not  knee  deep;  and  the  little 
hut  wherein  he  had  sate  for  hours,  and  sometimes  all  day 
long,  reading,  or  writing,  or  dreaming  with  bb  eyes  open. 
He  had-  sometimes  wandered  in  these  Woods  till  night 
far  advanced,  and  used  to  speak  with  pleasure  of  having ' 
once  been  overtaken  there  by  a  thunder  stoi^,  at  mid- 
night, and  watching  the  lightninjg  over  the  river  and  the 
vale  towards  the  town.  ; 

In  thi^' village  his  mother  procured  lodgings  for  him, 
and  his  place  of  retreat  was  kept  secret,  except  from  his 
nearest  friends.  Soon  after  the  expiration  of  the  month, 
ioteUigence  arrived  that  the  plans  which  had  been  formed 

^6u  I.  1> 


Digitized  by^VjOOQlC 


34 

in  bis  bebalf  bad  entirdy  foiled^  He  went  iminediately 
to  bis  moiher;  **  all  ny  h^pes^"  saidhe»  *' of  getting  to 
the  Universi^  are  now  blasted :  in  jMreparing  nyself  for 
it,  I  bave  lost  time  in  my  profession;  I  have  mncb 
ground  to  get  np,  and  as  I  ai^  determined  not  to  be  a 
mediocre  attorney,  I  must  endeavour  to  recover  wbat  I 
have  lost.''  The  consequence  was,  that  he  a|^ied  him- 
self more  severely  than  ever  to  hb  studies.  He  now  al- 
lowed ^himself  no  time  for  rdaxation,  little  for  his  meals, 
and  scarcely  any  for  sleep.  He  would  read  till  one,  two, 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning;  then  throw  himself  on  the 
bed,  and  rise  again  to  his  work  at  five,  at  the  call  of  a 
Larmn,  which  he  bad  fixed  to  a  Dutch  dock  in  his 
chamber.  Many  n^hts  he  never  laid  down  at  all.  It 
was  in  vain  that  his  mother  used  every  possible  means  to 
dissuade  hfan  ftom  this  destructive  application.  In  this 
respect,  asd  m  this  only  one  was  Henry  undutiful,  and 
neither  coounands,  nor  tears,  nor  intreaties  could  check 
bis  desperate  and  deadly  ardour.  At  one  time  she  went 
every  night  into  hb  room,  to  put  out  his  candle;  as  soon 
as  he  beard  her  coming  up  stairs,  he  used  to  hide  it  i^Sf 
cupboard^  throw  himself  into  bed,  and  a£fect  sleep  while 
she  was  in  the  room ;  then  when  all  was  quiet,  rise,  again, 
and  pursue  bis  baneful  studies* 

*f  The  night,"  says  Henry,  in  one  of  his  letters,  **  has 
been  everything  to  mei  and/did  the  world  know  hovrl 
have,  been  indebted  to  the  hours  of  repose,  they  would 
not  wonder  that  night-images  are,  as  they  jn^,  so  ridi- 
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colously  predominant  m  my  verses/'  During  some  of 
these  midnight  hours  he  indulged  himself  in  complaining, 
but  in  such  complaints  that  it  is  to  be  wished  more  of 
them  had  been  found  among  his  papers. 


ODE 

ON  DISAPPOINTMENT. 


COME,  Biflappointmenty  come! 

Not  in  thy  terron  dad ; 
Come  in  tfay  meekest,  saddest  goise  ^ 
Thy  chastening  rod  but  terrifies 
The  restless  and  the  bad. 
But  I  recline 
Beneath  thy  shrine. 
And  round  my  brow  resigned,  tliy  peaceful  cypiem  twine. 


Tho'  Fancy  flies  away 

Before  thy  hollow  tread, 
Yet  Meditation  in  her  cell. 
Hears  with  faint  eye,  the  Ungfring  knell. 
That  tells  her  hopes  are  dead ; 
And  tho*  the  tear 
By  chance  iq[>pear, 
Yetih^caasnuleandsay,  my  all  was  not  bud  heie. 
D  2 
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3. 

Come,  bisappoiDtmenty  oomel 

Tho*  from  hope's  smmiiit  harf  d, 
Still,  rigid  Norse,  thoa  art  forgiven^ 
For  thou  severe  nvert  sent  from  heaven^ 
To  wean  me  from  the  world ; 
To  tura  my  eye 
From  vanity, 
And  point  to  icenes  of  bliss  that  never,  neVer  die« 


Mliat  is  this  passing  sceiie? 

A  peevish  April  day ! 
A  little  sun — a  little  nun, 
And  then  night  sweeps  along  the  pldn^ 
And  all  thii^  fade  away. 
Man  (soon  discussed) 
Yields  up  his  trust. 
And  all  bil  hopes  and  fears  Re  with  him  in  the  duft<« 


Oh,  what  is  Beauty's  power  i 

It  flourishes  and  dies  > 
Will  the  cold  earth  its  silence  breaks 
To  tell  how  soft,  how  smooth  a  cheel^^ 
Beneath  its  surface  lies  ? 

Mute,  mute  is  all  ^ 

'  O'er  beauty's  fall. 
Her  pfiaise  reiH>unds  no  more  when  nanUed  in  Jier  palL 
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The  most  beloVd  OB  eart^ 

Not  long  survives  to^y ; 
So  nnuic  past  u  obsolete, 
And  yet  'twas  sweet,  'twas  passing  sweet, 
But  now  'tis  gone  away. 
Thus  does  the  shade, 
In  memory  fiide^ 
When  |n  forsaken  tomb  the  form  belov'd  is  laid^ 


Then  nuce  tfais^world  is  vain> 

And  volatile  and  6eet, 
Why  should  1  lay  up  earthly  joys, 
Where  rust  corrupts  and  moth  destroys, 
And  cares  and  sorrows  eat ! 
Whyflyfroraill,    . 
Mltfa  aniious  skill. 
When  soon  this  hand  will  fireese,  tfab  throbbii^  heart  be  still. 


Come,  Disappointment,  come! 

Thou  art  not  stem  to  me ; 
Sad  Monitress !  I  own  thy  sway, 
A  votary  sad  in  early  day, 
I  bend  my  knee  to  thee^ 
From  snn  to  sun, 
My  race  Will  tun, 
I  only  bow  and  say,  My  God,  tlqr  will  be  done ! 
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On  another  paper  are  a  few  lines^  written  probabljr  in 
the  freshness  of  bis  disappointment. 

I  DREAM  no  more-^the  viiion  flies  away/ 

And  Disappointment    «    •    •    * 

Here  fell  my  bope»— -I  lost  my  aU  in  tlus» 

My  d^epsh^d  all  ofv^sionary  bliss. 

Nqw  hope  farewell)  fiur^well  all  joys  below ; 

Now  welcome  sorrow,  and  now  welcome  woe, 

plonge  me  in  glooms    •    •    *    » 

His  health  soon  sunk  under  these  habits;  he  became 
pale  and  thro»  and  at  length  had  a  sharp  fit  of  sickness. 
On  his  recovery^  he  wrote  the  fbllowing  lines  in  the 
church-yard  of  bis  £ivourite  village. 


LINES 

wmTTBir  iR  wiLFonn  church-tard^ 

On  recovery  from  l^kness^ 

Here  would  I  wish  to  sleep.'^-This  is  the  spot 
Which  I  have  lon^  mark'd  out  to  lay  my  bones  in  *, 
Tu'd  ont  and  wearied  with  the  riotoas  worlds 
Beneath  this  yew  I  would  be  sepulchredi  '  - 
It  is  a  lovely  spot!  Thesoltiysnn, 
From  his  mjeridian  height,  endeavours  vaiidy 
To  pierce  the  shadowy  foliage,  while  the  zephyr 
Comes  waftmg  geptly  o*er  the  rippling  Trent, 
And  plays  about  my  wan  cheek.    ^Tis  a  nook 
Most  pleasant. — Such  a  one  perchance  did  Gray 
FreqQent^*  as  with  the  vagrant  mt»e  he  wantoti'd. 
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C!ome>  I  win  litne  dowoand  meditate^ 

For  I  am  wearied  with  my  summer's  walK; 

And  here  I  may  repose  in  sileiit  ease ; 

And  thus,  percfaance,/wbeDlife'k  sad  jonraey's  o'er, 

My  harasB'd  soul,  in  this  same  spot,  may  find 

The  fiaven  of  its  rest — beneath  this  sod 

Perchance  may  sleep  it  sweetly,  smmd  as  death. 

I  wonld.fiot  have  my  corpse  cemented  down 

With  brick  and  stone,  defrancBng  tiie  poor  eartii  worm 

Of  its  predestined  dues;  no,  I  wonld  fie 

Beneath  a  little  hillodc^  grass  o^ergrown^ 

Swaih'd  down  with  osiers,  just  as  sleep  the  cotters. . 

Yet  may  not  uhdittitiguisk^d  be  my  grave, 

But  there  at  eve  may  some  congenial  soul 

Duly  r^rt,  and  shed  a  pious  tear, 

The  good  man's  benizon— no  more  I  ask. 

And  oh !  (if  heavenly  beings  may  look  down 

From  where,  with  chemt»im  inspired,  they  sit, 

Upon  this  little  dim-diseover'd  spot, 

The  earth),  then  will  I  cast  a  ghmce  bdow 

Oniiim  who  ibxa  my  ashes  shaU  embahu ; 

And  I  will  weep  too,  and  will  bless  the  wandenr, 

Wishing  he  may  not  long  be  doom'd  to  pine 

In  this  low-thou^ted  world  of  darkling  woe, 

But  that,  ere  loi^,"'  he  r^di  his  kindred  skies. 

Yet  'twas  a  silly  thought— as  if  the  body, 
Mouldering  beneath  the  suriace  of  the  earth, 
Coidd  taste  the  sweets  of  sunamer  scenery. 
And  feel  the  fireshness  of  the  balmy  breeze ! 
Yet  nature  qpeaks  within  the  human  bosom, 
^  And,  spite  of  reason,  bids  it  look  beyond 
His  narrow  verge  of  being,  and  provide 
A  decent  residence  for  its  clayey  sfaiell, 
S  4 
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Endeared  to  it  by  tinie*    And  mho  woaU  hgr 

His  body  in  the  city  burial  place^ 

To  be  thrown  up  again  by  some  rade  Sextooy   . 

And.  yield  its  narrow  bonse  another  tenant. 

Ere  the  moist  flesh  had  mmgled  with  the  dns^ 

Ere  the  tenacious  hair  had  left  the  scalp. 

Exposed  to  ipsnlt  lewd,  and  wantonnefls! 

No,  I  will  lay  me  in  the  vtUage  ground ; 

There  are  the  dead  respected.    The  poor  hind. 

Unlettered  as  he  is,  would  scorn  to  invade 

The  silent  resting  place  of  death.    I've  scan 

The  labourer,  returning  from  his  toil, 

Heve  stay  his  steps,  and  call  his  children  round. 

And  slowly  spell  the  rudely  scHi1ptor*d  rhymes,. 

And,  in  his  rustic  manner,  moralize. 

Tve  mark'd  with  what  a  silent  awe  he'd  spoken^ 

With  head  unco\  er^d,  his  respectful  manner^ 

And  all  the  honours  which  he  paid  the  grave. 

And  thought  on  cities,  where  ev*n  cemeteries. 

Bestrewed  with  all  the  emblems  of  mortality. 

Are  not  protected  fWnn  the  drunken  msolenoe 

Of  wassailers  profkne,  and  wanton  havock. 

Grant  Heav'n,  that  here  my  pilgrimage  may  close! 

Yet,  if  thiff  be  denyed,  where'er  my  bones 

May  lie — or  in  the  city's  crouded  bounds. 

Or  scatterkl  wide  o>t  the  hu^^e  sweep  of  waters, 

Or  left  a  prey  on  some  deserted  shore 

To  the  rapacious  cormorant,— yet  still, 

(For  why  should  sober  reason  cast  away 

A  thought  which  soothes  the  soul) — ^yet  still  my  spirit 

Shall  wing  its  way  to  these  my  native  regions. 

And  hover  o*er  this  spot.    Oh,  then  Til  think 

Of  times  whoa  L  was  seated  *neath  this  yew 

In  solemn  ruminatioQ ;  and  will  smfle 

With  Joy  that  I  have  got  my  bng^d  rekaie. 
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'  His  (mods  are  of  opinion  that  be  never  thoroughly  re* 
covered  Arom  the  shock  which  his  constitution  had  su8« 
taiued.  Many  of  his  poems  indicate  that  he  thought 
himself  in  danger  of  consumption ;  he  was  i^ot  aware 
that  he  was  generating  or  fostering  in  himself  another 
disease,  little  less  dreadful,  and  which  threatens  intellect 
as  well  as  life.  At  this  time  youth  was  in  his  favour,  and 
his  hopes,  which  were  now  again  renewed,  produced 
perhaps  a  better  effect  than  medicine.  Mr.  Dashwood 
obtained  for  him  an  introduction  to  Mr.  Simeon,  of 
King's  College,  and  with  this  he  was  induced  to  go  to 
Cambridge.  Mr.  Simeon,  from  the  recommendation 
vi^tch  he  received,  and  from  the  conversation  he  had 
with  him,  promised  to  procure  for  him  a  Sizarship  at 
St.  John's,  and  with  the  additional  aid  of  a  friend  to 
supply  him  with  301.  annually.  His  brotlier  Neville 
promised  twenty,  and  his  mother,  it  was  hoped,  would 
be  able  to  allow  fifteen  or  twenty  more.  With  this,  it 
was  thought,  he  could  go  through  College.  If  this  pros- 
pect had  not  been  opened  to  him,  he  would  probably 
have  turned  his  thoughts  towards  the  orthodox  dis- 
fienters. 

On  his  return  to  Nottingham,  the  Rev. Robm- 

json,  of  Leicester,  and  some  other  Ariends,  advised  him  to 
af^ly  to  the  Elland  Society  for  assistance,  conceiving  that 
it  would  be  less  oppressive  to  his  feelings  to  be  depen* 
dant  on  a  Society,  instituted  for  the  express  purpose  of 
training  up  such  young  men  as  himself,  (that  is,  such  in 
circumstances  and  opinions)  for  the  ministry,  than  on  the 
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bounty  of  an  mdividual.  In  consequence  of  this  advfe^, 
he  went  to  £Uand»  at  the  next  meeting  of  ^  Society, « 
stranger  there,  and  wiliiout  one  fnead  among  the  mem^ 
bers.  He  waa  examined,  for  set^ral  hours,  by  about 
five  and  twenty  clergymen,  as  to  his  religuHis  views  and 
sentiments,  bis  theological  knowledge,  and  hb  classical 
attainments.  In  the  course  ^  the  enquiry,  it  appeared 
tfiat  be  had  published  a  volume  of  poems ;  their  qu«H 
lions  now  began  to  be  v^  unpleasantly  inquisitive  con« 
ceming  t;be  nature  ot  these  poems,  and  be  was  assailed 
by  queries  from  all  quarters.  It  was  well  for  Henry 
that  they  did  not  think  of  referring  to  the  MontUy  Re* 
Tiew  for  authority.  My  letter  to  him  hsq^[>eBed  to  be  ift 
his  pocket;  he  luckily  recollected  this»  wad  produced  il 
as  a  te^mony  in  his  fiivour.  They  did  me  the  honour  to 
say  that  it  was  quite  soffioent,  and  pursued  this  |Mut  of 
their  enqufry  no  ferther.  Before  he  left  Elland,  be  was 
given  to  understand  that  they  were  well  satisfied  with 
bis  theological  knowledge;  thit  they  thbu^  his  ckis* 
steal  proficiency  prodigious  for  hb  ^e,  and  that  they 
had  placed  l^im  od  their  books.  He  relumed  little 
pleased  with  his  journey.  His  friends  had  been  mis» 
taken ;  tlie  bounty  of  an  individual  calb  forth  a  sense  of 
kindness,  as  well  as  of  dependance :  that  of  a  Society  has 
the  virtue  of  charity  perhaps,  but  it  wants  the  grace.  He 
now  wrote  to  Mr.  Simeon>  stating  what  he  bad  done^ 
and  that  the  beneficence  of  hb  uuknown  friends  was  no 
longer  necessary:  but  that  gentteman  obliged  him  to 
decline  the  assistance  of  the  Society,,  which  he  very  wil^ 
lingly  did. 
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Ttii§  l>e&g  ikidly^utaBged,  he  quUted  fais  etnploj/^n 
in  October^  1804.  How  much  he  had  condacted  him* 
sdf  to  their  satisfactioB,  will  if>pear  by  this  testknony  of 
Mr.  Enfieldy  to  fais  dil^ence  vai  uBifomi  worth.  *'  I 
have  great  pleasure/'  says  this  geatlemaD,  '*  ih  paykig  tb9 
tribute  tobb  mennoiyi  of  expressbg  the  knowledge  which 
was  ai^rded  me,  durit^  the. period  of  his  connection 
wkh  Mr.  Coldhan  and  myself,  of  his  diligent  appltca* 
tion»  his  ardour  fat  study,  and  his  virtuous  and  amiable 

,  di^>dsition«  He  very  soon  discovered  am  unusual  aptness 
m  compa^heading  the  routine  of  business,  and  great 
ability  dbd  rapidity  in  the  execution  of  every  thing  which 
Was  entrusted  to  him.  His  diHgence  and  punctual  at* 
tention  were  unremitted,  and  his  services  becajme  ex^ 
tremely  valuable  a  considerable  time  before  he  left  U8» 
He  seemed  to  me  to  have  no  relish  for  the  ordinary 
pleasuves  a|id  dissipations  of  young  men;  his  mind  was 
perpetually  employed,  either  in  the  business  of  his  pro* 
fession,  or  in  fmvate  study.  Witli  his  fondness  for  liter 
^ture>  we  were  well  acquainted,  but  had  no  reason  to 
offer  any  check  to  it,  for  he  never  permitted  the  indul* 
gence  of  hb  literary  pursuits  to  interfere  with  the  engage^ 
meats  of  business.  The  difficulty  of  hearing,  upder 
which  he  laboured,  was  distressing  to  him  in  the  practice 
of  his  profession,  and  was,  I  think,  an  inducement,  in  co« 

^  operation  with  bis  other  inclinations,  for  his  resolving  to 
relinquish  the  law.  I  can,  with  tryitb,  assert  that  bis  de- 
termination was  matter  of  serious  regret  to  my  partner^ 
and  myself." 
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*  Mr.  SimeoQ  liad'ad?be4  him  to  d^ade  fi>r  a  jretr, 
ftnd  place  himself,  duriog  that  time,  mider  soqne  scbohyv 
He  went  adcordiogly  to  the  Rev.  —  Graiqger,  of  Wipler* 
Ingham,  in  Lincolnshire,  and  there»  notwithstandingaU  ib^ 
intreaties  of  his  friends,  pursuing  th<e  same  unrelenting 
course  qf  study,  a  second  illness  was  the  coosequeiioe. 
When  he  was  recovering,  he  was  prevailed  upon  to  relax* 
to  ride  on  horseback,,  and  to  drink  wine ;  these  latter  le^ 
tnedies  he  could  not  long  afford,  and  he  would  QOt  allow 
himself  time  for  relaxation,  when  he  did  not  feel  its  im* 
mediate  necessity.^  He  frequently,  at  this  time,  studi^ 
fourteen  hours  a  day:  the  progress  which  he  m^de  in 
twelve  months  was  indeed  astonishing ;  when  he  went  to 
XIambridge,  he  was  immediately,  aa  much  distinguished 
for  his  classical  knowledge,  as  his  genius;  but  the  seedt 
of  death  were  in  him,  and  the  place  to  which  \ie  had  so 
long  looked  on  with  hope,  served  uoI^apfHly  as  a  hot 
bouse  to  ripen  them*« 


*  Paring  bis  residence  |n  my  family,  says  Mr.  Grainger,  fait 
conduct  was  highly  becoming,  and  suitable  to  a  Christian  profession. 
He  was  mild  and  ino^Rnisive)  modest,  unassmning,  and  afiectionatd. 
He  attended,  with  great  cheerAilness,  a  Sunday  School,  whi^  I 
was  endeavouring  to  establish  in  the  village,,  and  was  at  consider- 
able pains  in  the  instruction  of  the  diildr^ ;  and  I  hav^  repeatedly 
observed,  that  he  was  most  pleased,  and  most  edified,  with  such  of 
n^y  sermons  and  addresses  to  my  people,  as  were  most  close,  plain, 
and  fhmiHar.  When  we  parted,  we  parted  with  mutual  regret, 
and  by  us  his  iteme  wifi  long  be  remembered  with  affection  and 
delist. 
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,  l>ttiing  bis  first  ietm,  one  of  tbe  University  Scholars 
dnps  became  vacdtit^  atid  Henry,  young  as  he  was  in 
CoU^e,  atid  almost  self-taught^,  was  advised^  by  those 
who  were  best  able  to  estimate  his  chance  of  success,  to 
i£kT  ^lin^f  as  a  competitor  for  it.  He  past  the  whole 
term  in  preparing  himself  for  this,  reading  for  College 
(mbjects  in  bed,  in  hb  walks,  or>  as  he  says,  where,  when, 
Imd  how  he  could,  never  having  a  moment  to  spare,  and 
often  gmng  to  his  tutor  without  having  read  at  all.  Hil 
strength  stink  undet  this,  ind  though  he  had  declared 
himself  a  candidate,  he  was  compelled  to  decline;  but 
thb  was  tot  die  only  misfortune.  The  general  College 
examination  came  oil;  he  was  utterly  unprepared  to 
me^  it^  land  believed  that  a  failure  here  would  have 
ruined  his  prospects  for  ever.  He  had  only  about  a  forl^ 
night  to  read  what  other  men  had  been  the  whole  term 
reading.  Once  more  he  exerted  himself  beyond  what 
his  shattered  health  could  bear ;  the  disorder,  returned^ 
and  he  went  to  his  tutor,  Mr.  Catton,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  and  told  him  that  he  could  not  go  into  the  Hall  to 
be  examined.  Mr.  Catton,  however,  thought  his  success 
here  of  so. much  importsmce,  that  he  exhorted  him,^ith 
all  possible  earnestness,  to  hold  out  the  six  days  of  the 
examination.  Strong  medicines  were  given  him,  to  en- 
able him  to  support  it,  and  he  was  pronounced  the  first 
man  of  his  year.  But  life  was  the  price  which  he  was  to 
pay  for  such  honours  as  this,  and  Henry  is  not  the  first 
'yonag  ittaH  to  whom^ch  hcmours  have  proved  fatal. 
He  said  to  his  most  intimate  friend,  almost  the  last  time 
he  saw  him,  that  were  he  to  paint  a  picture  of  Fame, 
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€rowoSag4i  dis^igliished  under-gradnale,  after  the  Se** 
Date-house  examioatimi,  he  would  represent  her  as  con* 
cealmg  a  (leath's-ibead  under  a  mask  of  b^tfty^ 

When  this  was  over  he  went  jto  London ;  London.was 
a  new  scene  of  excftement,  tad  vtikt  bb  mind  required 
was  tranqdlltty  and  rest.  Before  he  left  College  he  had 
become  anxious  concerning  bis  expences;  fearing  that 
they  exceeded  his  means.  Mr^  Cation  percdved  this, 
mid  twice  called  him  to  bis  r(A>nis  tp  assure  him  of  every 
necessary  support,  and  every  encouragement,  and  to  gbc 
him  every  hope.  This  kindness  relieved  his  aifmt9  of  a 
heavy  weighty  and  on  his  return  he  relaxed  a  Htlle  fvom 
his  studies,  but  it  was  onfy  a  little.  I  found  among  hk 
papers  the  day  thus  planned  out  r-^-Rise  at  half  past  five. 
Devotions  and  walk  tHl  seven.  Chapel  and  breakfeisl 
•till  eight.  JStudy  amd  lectures  tHl  one.  Four  and  a 
half  dear  readmg.  Walk,  &c.  and  dinner,  and  Wod- 
laston,  and  cbape|,  to  sfat*  Six  to  nine,  reading— -three 
hours.    Nine  to  ten,  devotions.    Bed  at  ten." 

Among  bis  latest  writkigs  are  these  resolutions : — 

*'  Iwill  never  be  in  bed  after  six. 

I  will  not  drink  tea  out  abdve  once  a  week,  excepting  on 

Suridays,  unless  there  appear  some  good  reason  for  so 

doing. 
I  will  never  pass  a  day  without  reading  some  portidn  of 

the  Scriptures. 
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i  w31  bhom  ^ligfofly  k  m;  mathemalical  stodieau  be* 

eaose  I  half  s^ped  mgwtU  of  a  didike  to  tbenu 
I  will  walk  two  houn  a  day,  upon  the  average  of  eveiy 
^    wedc.  / 

SU  mOii  gr0^i0  aidUa  ad  h4te  fackmla:' 


About  tUs  tiiD^  Jiidging  by  the  haad  writing  he 

.wrote  down  the  foUQwiogmdmoBitory  sentences,  which» 

^4»»  the  paper  on  which  they  are  wri^tee  is  folded  into 

the  sluq)e  of  a  very  small  book,  it  is  probable  he  carried 

about  with  him  as  a  manual. 

^  1.  Death  and  judgment  zxe  near  at  hand*    ^ 

'    S.  Hioiigh  thy  bodily  part  be  now  m  heakh  and  ease» 
the  dews  of  dc^  will  soon  sit  upon  thy  forehead. 
•  '       •»   ■    • 

,  3,  That  which  seems  so.  sweet  and  desirable  to  tiiee 
now,  will,  if  yielded  to,  become  bitterness  of  soul  to  thee 
all  thy  life  after* 

4.  ^hen  the  waters  are  comC  over  t%  soul,  and  when 
in  the  midst  of  inueh  bodily  anguish,  thou  distinguishest 
the  dim  shores  of  Eternity  before  thee,  what  wouldest 
thou  not  give  to  be  l^bter  by  this  one  sin ! 

5.  God  has  long  withheld  bis  arm;  what  if  his  for* 
bearance  be  now  sU  an  end  ?  Canst  thou  aot  coutenplaie 
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thesclhiiigs  with  the  eyes  of  Death  t    Art  thbii  not  4 
d^iog  man,  dying  every  day,  every  hdur  1  ^ 

6.  Is  it  not  a  fearful  thing  to  shrink  from  the  sum^ 
mons  when  it  comes?  To  turn  with  horror  and  despair 
from  the  future  being?  Tliink  what  strains  of  joy  and 
tranquillity  fall  on  the  ear  of  the  saint  who  is  just 
swooning  into  the  arms  of  his  Redeemer;  what  fear^ 
All  shapes,  and  dreadful  images  of  a  disturbed  eon- 
science,  surround  the  sinner's  bed,  when  the  last  twig 
which  he  grasped  fails  him,  and  the  gulph  yawns  td 
receive  him, 

7-  Oh,  my  soul,  if  thou  art  yet  ignorant  of  the  enor- 
mity of  sin,  tuni  thine  eye^  to  the  man  who  is  bleeding 
to  death  on  the  cross!  see  how  the  blood,  from  his 
inerced  bands,  trickles  down  his  arms,  and  the  more  co- 
pious streams  from  his  feet  run  on  the  accursed  tree,  and 
ftaiq  the  grass  with  purple !  Behold  his  features,  though 
scarcely  animated  with  a  few  remaining  sparks  of  life, 
yet  how  full  of  love,  pity,  and  tranquillity !  A  tear  is 
trickling  down  his  cheek,  and  his  lip  quivers.— He  is 
praying  for  his  murderers !  O  my  soul !  it  is  thy  Re- 
deemer—it is  thy  God !  And  this  too  for  Sin— for  Sin  ? 
and  wilt  thou  ever  again  submit  to  its  yoke  t 

S.  Remember  that  the  grace  of  the  Holy  Spirit  of 
Grod  b  ready  to  save  thee  from  transgression.  It  is  al- 
ways at  hand:  thou  canst  not  sin  without  wilfully  re* 
jecting  its  aidv. 
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9.  And  is  there  real' pleasure  in  Sin!  Hiou  knowest 
there  is  not.  But  there  is  pleasure,  pure  and  exquisite 
{Measure  in  holiness.  The  Holy  Grfaost  can  make  the 
paths  of  religion  and  virtue,  hard  as  they  seem,  and 
thorny,  ways  of  pleasantness  and  peace,  where  though 
there  be  thorns,  yet  are  there  also  roses,  and  where  all 
tlie  wounds  which  we  suffer  in  the  flesh,  from  the  hard- 
ness of  the  journey,  are  so  healed  by  the  balm  of  the 
^rit,  that  they  rather  give  joy  than  paia.'' 


The  exercise  which  Henry  took  was  no  relaxation;  he 
still  continued  the  habit  of  studying  while  he  walked ; 
and  in  tliis  ihanner,  while  he  was  at  Cambridge,  com- 
mitted to  memory  a  whok  tragedy  of  Euripides.  Twice 
he  distinguished  himself  in  the  following  year,  being  again 
pronounced  ficst  at  the  great  College  examination,  and 
also  on^  of  the  three  best  theme  writers,  between  whom 
the  examiners  could  not  decide.  The  College  offered 
him,  at.  their  expence,  a  private  tutor  in  .mathematics 
during  the  long  vacation;  and  Mr.  Catton,  by  procuring 
for  him  exliibitions  to  the  amount  of  661.  per  ann.  enabled 
him  to  give  up  the  pecuniary  assistance  which  he  had  re- 
ceived ^om  Mr.  Simeon  and  other  friends.  Tiiis  intention 
he  had  expressed  in  a  letter,  written  twelvemonths  before 
his  death.  "  With  regard  to  ray  college  expences,  he  says, 
I  have  the  pleasure  to  inform  you,  that  I  shall  be  oblig^, 
in  strict  rectitude,  to  wave  the  offers  of  many  of  my 
friends.  I  shall  not  even  need  the  sum  Mr.  Simeon 
m^ition^  after  the  tirst  year;  and  it  is  not  impossible 

YOL.  I.  s 
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that  I  may  be  able  to  live  without  any  distance  at  all. 
I  confess  I  feel  pleasure  at  the  thought  of  this,  not 
through  any  vain  pride  of  independance,  but  because  I 
shall  then  give  a  more  unbiassed  testimony  to  the  truth, 
t)ian  if  I  were  supposed  to  be  bound  to  it  by  any  ties  of 
obligation  or  gratitude.  I  shall  always  feel  as  much  in- 
debted for  intended  as  for  actually  afforded  assistance ; 
and  though  I  should  never  think  a  sense  of  thankfulness 
an  oppressive  burthen,  yet  I  shall  be  happy  to  evince  it, 
when  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  the  obligation  to  it  has  been 
discharged."  ^ever,  perhaps,  had  any  young  man, 
in  so  short  a  time,  excited  such  expectations;  every 
University  honour  was  thought  to  be  within  his  reach ; 
he  was  set  down  as  a  medallist,  and  expected  .to  take  a 
senior  wrangler's  degree:  but  these  expectations  were 
poison  to  him;  they  goaded  him  to  fresh  exertions^ 
when  his  strength  was  spent.  His  situation  became  truly 
miserable ;  to  his  brother,  and  to  his  mother,  he  wrote 
always  that  he  had  relaxed  in  his  studies,  and  that  h^ 
was  better ;  always  holding  out  to  them  his  hopes,  ^ncl 
his  good  fortune ;  but  to  the  most  intimate  of  his  friends, 
(Mr.  Maddock),  his  letters  told  a  different  tale :  to  him 
he  complained  of  dreadful  palpitations — of  nights  of 
sleej^essness  and  horror,  and  of  spirits  depressed  to  the 
very  depth  of  vn-etchedness,  so  tliat  he  went  frofn  one 
acquaintance  to  another,  imj^oring  society,  even  as  a 
starving  beggar  intreats  for  food.  During  the  course  of. 
this  summer,  it  was  expected  that  the  Mastership  of  the 
Fsee-School  at  Nottingham  would  shortly  become  yi^cant, 
A  relation  of  his  iapiily  was  at  that  timfs  mayor  of  tliQ 
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town;  he  suggested  to  them  what  in  advaiilageoas  situa^ 
tioB  it  would  he  HoV  Hehry,  and  offered  to  secure  for 
him  the  necessary  interest.  But  though  the  salary  and 
em'okufaents  are  estimated  at  from  4  to  60€fl.  per  annum» 
Kenry  d^lmed  the  offer ;  hecause.  had  he  accepted  it, 
it  woidd'  have  frustrated  his  intentions  with  respect  to 
the  ministry.  This  was  certainly  no  common  act  of  for- 
bearance in  one  so  situated  as  to  fortune,  especially  as  the 
hope  which  he  had  most  ^  heart;  was  that  of  being  en- 
abled to  assist  hb  family,  and  in  some  degree  requite 
the  care  and  anxiety  of  his  father  and  mother,  by  making 
them  comfortable  in  their  declining  years. 

Tlie  indulgence  shown  him  by  his  College,  in  provid- 
ing him  atutor  dating  the  long  vacation,  was  peculiarly 
uiiforfandte«  His  only  cliande  of  lifd  was  from  relaxa- 
iSuAy  and'  home  was  th^  only  place  where  he  wonld  have 
ydaxed  to  aiSy  purpose.  Before  this  time  he  had 
seimed  to  be  gaMog  strength;  it  failed  as  the  year 
advanced:  he  went  once  more  to  London  to  recruit 
fanhsdfy-^the worst' place  to:  which  he  could  have  gone: 
tlm  variety  of  stimulating  objects  there  hurried  and  agi- 
tated him,  and  whai  he  returned  to  College,  he  was  so 
e(Md{detdy  iir,  that  no  power  of  medicine  coulid  save  him. 
H&*miad  was  wOm  out,  and  it  was  the  opinion  of  his 
mMical  attendants,  that  if  he  h^d  recovered,  his  intel- 
lect would  have  been  affected.  His  brother  Neville  was 
just  at  this  time  to  have  visited  him.  On  his  first  seizure 
Hemyibuitd  him^lf  too  ill  to  receive  him,  and  wrote  to 
*ifm;  he  adi|ed^  witft  that  anxious  tenderness  to'^ardt 
K  2 
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the  feelings  of  a  most  affectionate  family  which  always 
appealed  in  his  letteis,  that  he  thought  hfansdf  recovms 
ing;  but  his  disorder  increased  so  rapidly,  that  thiakller 
was  never  sent;  it  was  fomid  in  his  pocket  after  his  do- 
cease.  One  of  bis  ftieads  wrote  to  acqnamt  Nevilfe 
with  his  danger:  he  hastened  down;  but  Heofy  was  dc« 
lirious  when  he  arrived.  He  knew  him  only  fiur  a  few 
momentSy  the  next  day  sunk  bto  a  state  of  stupor;  and 
on  Sunday^  October  19th»  1806,  it  pleased  God  to 
seeiove  him  to  a  better  world,  and  i|  higher  state  cS 
f^cistence* 


Thb  wiU  which  I  had  manifested  to  serve  Ifenry,  bt 
l^d  accepted  as  the  deed,  and  liad  expressed  himself 
l^n  the  sub|ect  in  terms  which  it  woidd  havehnml^flMl 
me  to  read,  at  any  other  time  than  when  I  was  perform^ 
ing  the  last  service  to  his  raenoiy.  On hisdeoease,  lie 
B.  Maddock  addressed^  a  letter  to  me,  infonmng  me  of 
the  event,  as  one  who  had  professed  an  interest  in  his 
fiiend's  fortunes.  I  enquired,  in  my  reply,  if  tiiera  was 
any  intention  of  publishing  what  be  might  have  kft^  md 
if  I  could  be  of  any  assistance  in  the  pablifiation;  this 
lied^  to  a  correspondence  with  his  excdlent  brother,  anil 
the  whole  of  his  papas  w^e  consigued  into  aiy  handa^ 
with  as  many  of  bis  ktters  as  couU  be  colkd^. 

^  These  ptipers  (exduaveof  the  'Correspoodenee)  fflbd  a 
bo^  pf  fJQQsideiable  siae^    Mf«  Coleridos  was  preieot 
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dfeeted  and  astonished  at  the  prooft  of  industry  whicli 
they  disi^ayed.  Some  of  them  had  been  written  before 
ids  hand  was.formed^  probaUjr before  he  was.  thirteen* 
3%eiewefe  papers  upon  law,  npoo  electrioity^  upon  ehe* 
instry,  upon  the  Latin  and  Greek  hmgus^Si  firom  Uieir 
ndimento^  to  the  higher  branches  of  critical  study,  upon 
Ustory,  chronology/  di? inity,  the  fiilhers^  6cc*  Nothing 
seemed  to  have  esci^sed  hnn.  His  poems  were  numer^ 
oos;  •  among  the  eaiiiest,  was  a  sonnet  addressed  to  my*- 
sdf»  long  before  the  little  intercourse  which  had  sub- 
flsted  between  us,  had  taken  place.  Little  did  he 
think,  when  it  was  written,  on  what  occasion  it  would 
idl  intomy  hands.  He  bad  b^n  three  tragedies  when 
y&j  young ;  one  was  upon  Boadicea,  another  i^mu  Inea 
de  Castro :  the  thud  was  a  fictitious  sab|ect«  He  had 
fanned  n^  a. History  of  Nottingham.  There  was  a 
letter  upon  the  £unbus  Nottingham  election*  which  seemed 
to  have  been  intended,  either  for  the  newspapers,  or  for  a 
sqNurate  pamphl^.  It  was  written  to  confute  the  absurd 
stories  itftlie  Tree  <^  Liberty,  and  the  Goddess  of  Reaspn; 
mth  tiie  most  ndnute  Imbwledge  of  the  circumstances, 
and  a  not  improper  feeling  of  indignation  agamst  so  in<^ 
fiuDOos  a  cahunny ;  and  this  came  with  more  weight 
horn  htm,  as  his  party  inc&mtioBS  seem  to  have  leaned 
towards  the  side  which  he  was  (^posing.  Tiiis  was  his 
only  finished  composition  in  prose.  Much  of  his  time, 
latterly^  had  b^m  devoted  to  the  study  of  Greek  pro- 
sody: lift  had  begun  several  poems  in  Qreek,  and  a 
translation  of  the  Samson  Agonistes.  I  have  inspected 
»3 
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alt  the  existing  maouscrq)ts  of  ChatterMi/  and  tifey  ei^^ 
cited  less  wonder  than  these;    *  ' 

Had  ray  knowledge  of  Henry  'temuhated  bert,  1 
should  have  hardly  believed  thdt  my  admiration  and  re- 
gret for  him  coald  have  be^  mcreased ;  bat  I  had  yet 
to  learn  that  his  moral  quaUties,  his  good  sense,  and  his 
whole  feelings,  were  as  admirable  as  bis  liidnstty  and  ge^ 
Bins,  All  his  letters  to.hia  family  have  been!  eonomuBi-' 
cated  to  me  without  reserve,  and  most  of  those  to  hi* 
friends.  A  selection  fironl  the^e  .^re  anraliged  in  'cliro«t 
nological  order,  in  these  v6hin^,.w|iich.willmi&^  him 
his  own  biographer,  and  lay  d|>^  tottbe  world  as  ^furcf; 
tnd  as  excellent  a  heart,  as  it  eiret  pleased  the  Abnighty 
to  wiarm  with  life.  Much  has  been  suppressed,  which/ 
if  Henry  had  been,  like  Cfaatterton,  of 'andther>gen^ra<« 
tibn,  I  should  willingly  have  published,  andtheworM 
would  willingly  have  received;  but  in  doing  honour  to 
the  dead,  I  have  been  scrupulously. careful  never  ta  fbi^ 
get  the  living.  .  . 

It  is  not  possible  to  conceive  a  human  being  Jmore 
amiable  in  all  the  relations  of  •life.  He  was  the  cohfin- 
dential  friend  and  adviser  of  every  member  of  hi&  family;^ 
this  he  instinctively  became;  and  the  thorov^' good 
sense  of  his  advice  is  not  less  remarkable  than  the  af-^ 
fection  with  which  it  is  always  communicated.  '  To  bi^- 
m^other,  he  is  as  earnest  in  beseeching  her  to  be  cafe-J 
ful  of  her  health,  as  he  is  in  labouring  to  convmce  faer 
tijat  his  own  complaints  were  abating;  his  letters  to  hetf 
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are  always  of  hopes,  of  consolation  and  of  love*  To 
Neville  he  writes  wkh  the  most  brotherly  intimacy,  stillv 
however,  in  that  occasional  tone  of  advice  which  it  was 
kis  nature  to  assume,  not  from  any  arrogance  of  supe- 
rimty,  but  from  earnestness  of  pure  affection.  To  his 
younger  brother  he  addresses  himself  like  the  tenderest 
and  wisest  parent;  and  to  two  sisters,  then  too  young  for 
any  other  communication,  he  writes'  to  direct  their 
studies,  to  enquitie  into  their  progress,  to  encourage,  and 
to  improve  them.  Such  letters  as  these  are  not  for  th« 
pubUc,  but  they  to  whom  they  are  addressed  will  lay 
them  to  their  hearts  like  relics,  and  will  find  in  them  t 
ttving  virtue,  m<n'e  than  ever  relics  possessed. 

With  regard  to  fab  poems,  the  criterion  for  selection 
was  not  so  plfun;  undoubtedly  many  have  been  choseit 
whidi  be  himself  would  not  have  published,  and  some 
lew  which,  h^d  he  lived  to  have  taken  that  rank  among 
Engli^  poets,  which  would  assuredly  hav^  been  within 
his  reach,  I  also  should  then  have  rejected  among  his 
posthumous  papers.  I  have,  however,  to  the  best  of  my 
judgmeirt,  selected  none  which  does  not  either  mark  the 
state  of  his  mind,  or  its  progress,  pr  discover  evident 
proofe  of  what  he  would  have  been,  if  it  had  not  been 
the  will  of  Heaven  to  remove  him  so  soon.  The  reader, 
who  feels  any  admiration  for  Henry,  will  take  some  in^ 
terest  in  all  these  remains,  because  they  are  his;  he  who 
shall  feel  none,  must  have  a  blind  heart,  and  therefore  a 
blind  understanding.  Such  poems  are  to  be  considered 
as  making  up  his  history.  But  the  greater  number  are 
E  4 
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ot%uch^2Ltiiy;  that  ChattertoB  is  tlie  only  yoi^ifel  pe€i 
whom  he  does  not  l^ve  iar^bdiiiidfaiiii. 

WbUe  he  was  tinder  Mr.  Graiogeri  he  wrote  very 
little;  and  when  he  went  to  Cambridge,  be  was'adfised 
to  stifle  hb  poetical  fire,  for  severer  and  mdre  inqpoitaot 
studies;  to  lay  a  billet  oh  the  embers  until  be  had  takea 
his  degree,  and  dien  he  might  fan  it  into  a  flame  agafau 
This  advice  he  followed  so  scrupulously,  that  a  f<^w:irag- 
mients,  written  chiefly  npon  the  back  of  bis  mathematical 
papers,  are  all  whidb  he  produced  tit  the  Univei^ty. 
The  greater  part,  th^efbre,  of  these  poem»,  indeed  near* 
ly  the  whole  of  them,  were  written  before  be  was  nineteen. 
Wise  as  the  advice  may  have  been  which  had  been  given 
him.  It  is:now  to  be  regretted  that  he  adllered  to  it,  hia 
latter  fragments  bearing  all  tfao^  marks  of  improvemciit 
which  were  to  lie  expected  front  a  mind  so  rapidly  aild 
continually  progressive.  Frequently  lie  expresses  a  fear 
that  early  death  would  rob  bhn  of  bis  fame;  yet  short 
as  his  life  was,  it  has  been  long  enough  for  bim  to  kave 
works  worthy  of  remembrance.  The  very  circumsCance 
of  his  early  death  gives  a  new  interest  to  his  memory, 
and  thereby  new  force  to  hb  example.  Just  at  that  age 
when  the  painter  would  have  wbhedto  fix  hb  likeness, 
aCid  the  lover  of  poetry  would  del^t  to  contemplate 
him,  in  the  fair  morning  of  hb  virtues,  the  full  spring 
blossom  of  hb  hopes, — just  at  that  age  hatb  death  set 
the  seal  of  eternity  upon  him,  ^nd  the  beautiAil  hath 
been  made  permanent.  To  the  young  poets  wbo 
come  after  him,  Henry  will  be  what  Chattcrton  was  to 
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Um;  aud  tbciy  will  find  io  liini  an  eiiarople  of  .bo|^e8^ 
with  regard  to  worMly  fortune,  as  humble;  and  agex« 
aited  in  all  better  things*  as  are  enjoined  equally  by  wis^ 
dom  amd  religion,  by  the  experience  of  man,  and  the 
ivord  of  God*  And  this  example  will  be  as  encouraging 
aa  it  is  eii^eiknt.  It  has  been  too  mqch  the  custom  t^ 
^(Unphki  that  genius  b  neglected,  and  to  blame  the  pub- 
lie  when  the  public  is  not  in  fault.  They  who  are  thus 
bmeoted  as  the  victims  o^. genius,  hav^  been,  in  almost 
eyery  instance,  the  victims  c^  th^ir  own  vices;  while 
genius  has  been  made,  like  charity,  to  cover  a  multitude 
of  sins,  and  to  excuse  that  which  in  reality  it  aggravates, 
lo^tbis  age^  and  in  this  country,  whoever  deserves  en- 
^our^ement,  ia^  sooner  or  later,  sure  to  receive  it.  Of 
«lhis  Henry's  history  is  an  h<mourable  proof.  The  parti-* 
eahr  patronage  \ifhich  he  accepted,  wasi  given  as  pnuch  to. 
his  piety  and  religious  opuiions,  as  to  his  genius:  but 
aitfistance  was  offered  him  from  other  quarters.  Mr.  P* 
T1u>mson,  (of  Boston,  lincolushire),  merely  upon  peru- 
sing his  little  volume,  wrote  to  know  how  he  could  serve 
him;  and  there  were  many  friends  of  literature  who^ 
were  ready  to  have  afforded  him  any  support  which  he 
needed,  if  be  had  not  been  thus  provided.  In  the  Uni« 
vernty  he  received  every  encouras;ement  which  he 
merited,  and  from  Mr.  Simeon,  and  his  tutor  Mr.  Catton, 
Abe  most  fatherly  kindness. 

**  I  can  venture,"  says  a  Lady  of  Cambridge,  in  a  let« 
ter  to  his  brother,  ''  I  can  venture  to  say,  with  certainty, 
there  was  no  member  of  the  University,  however  high  his 
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mk  or  Ulenta,  who  would  not  liave  been  bappy  to  iiave 
availed  themselves  of  the  opportunity  of  being  acquaint«^ 
ed  wi^h  Mr.  Henry  Kirke  White.  I  mention  this  to  in* 
Iroduce  a  wisb^  which  has  been  expriessed  to  me  so  often 
by  the  senior  members  of  the  University^  that  I  dare  not 
dedine  the  task  they  have  imposed  upon  me ;  it  is  theitf 
hope  thf|t  Mr.  Southey  will  do  as  much  justice  to  Mn 
Henry  White's,  limited  wishes,  to  his  unassummg  preten- 
sionsj,  and « to  his  rational  and  fervent  piety,  as  to  his 
various  acquirements,  his  polished  taste,  hb  poetical 
fimcy,  his  undevia^g  principles,  and  tke^^xcellence  of 
his  moral  character;  and  that  he  will  sufifer  it.  to  be 
understood  that  these  inestimable  qualities  had  ivot  been 
unobserved,  nor  wouki  they  have  remained  unacknow-^ 
kdged*  It  was  the  general  observatx)n,  that  be  posses^ 
fed  genius  without  its  eccentricities/'  > 

-  Of  his  fervent  piety,  his  letters,  his  prayers,  and  hi^l 
hymns,  will  afford  ample  and  interestmg  proofs.  I  mu^ 
be  permitted  to  say,  that  my  own  views  of  the  religk>n  of 
Christ  Jesus  differ  essentially  from  the  system  of  belief 
which  he  had  adopted;  but,  having  said  this,  it  is,  indeed; 
my  anxious  wish  to  do  full  justice  to  piety  so  fervent.  It 
was  in  him  a  livmg  and  quickening  principle  of  goodness 
which  sanctified  all  his  hopes,  and  all  hb  affections  { 
which  made  hiiu  keep  watch  over  his  own  heart,  and 
enabled  him  to  correct  the  few  symptoms,  which  it  ever 
displayed,  of  human  imperfection. 

His  temper  had  been  irritable  in  his  younger  days,  but 
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lliis  he  bad  long  since  effectually  overcome :  the  marks 
of  youthful  confidence,  which  appear  in  his  earliest  letters, 
had  also  disappeared,  and  it  was  impossible  for  man  to 
be  more  tenderly  patient  of  the  faults  of  others,  more 
uniformly  meek,  or  more  unaffectedly  humble.  He  sel- 
dom discovered  any  sportiveness  of  imagination,  though 
he  would  very  ably,  and  pleasantly,  rally  any  one  of  hb 
friends  for  any  little  peculiarity ;  his  conversation  was 
always  sober,  and  to  the  purpose.  That  which  is  most 
remarkable  in  him,  is  his  uniform  good  sense,  a  faculty 
perhaps  less  common  than  genius.  There  never  existed 
a  more  dutiful  son,  a  more  afiectionate  brother,  a 
warmer  friend,  nor  a  devouter  christian.  Of  his  powers 
of  mind  it  is  superfluous  to  speak ;  they  were  acknow* 
'ledged  wherever  they  were  known.  It  would  be  idle 
too  to  say  what  hopes  were  entertained  of  him,  and  what 
he  might  have  accomplished  in  literature.  These  vo« 
lumes  contain  what  he  has  left,  immature  buds,  and 
blossoms  shaken  from  the  tree,  and  green  fruit;  yet  will 
they  evince  what  the  harvest  would  have  been,  and  se« 
cure  for  him  that  remembrance  upon  earth  for  which  ht 
toiled. 

"  Thott  8oal  of  God*s  best  earthly  mould, 
Thou  faappy  sonl !  and  cao  it  be, 

That  these 

Are  all  that  mnst  remain  of  thee !" 

H'ltrdsworfh, 
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TO  HIS  pKOTHER  NEVILLE. 

Nottingham,  September,  1799. 
DBAK  BROTHER, 

In  consequence  of  your  repeated  solicitations,  I  now  sit 
down  to  write  to  you,  although  I  never  received  an  an- 
swerto  the  last  letter  which  I  wrote,  nearly  six  months 
ago  ;  but  as  I  never  heard  you  mention  it  in  any  of  my 
mother's  letters,  I  ani  induced  to  thii^  it  has  mbcarried, 
or  been  mislaid  in  your  office. 

It  is  now  nearly  four  months  since  I  entered  into  Mr. 
Coldham's  office,  and  it  is  viith  pleasure  I  can  assure  you, 
that  I  never  yet  found  any  thing  disagreeable,  but  on 
tfa^  contrary,  every  thing  I  do  "seems  a  pleasure  to  me, 
and  for  a  very  obvious  reason ; — it  is  a  business  which  I 
like — a  business  which  I  chose  before  all  others;  and  I 
have  two  good  tempered,  easy  masters,  but  who  will, 
devertheless,  see  that  their  business  is  done  in  a  neat  and 
proper  manner.    The  study  of  the  law  is  well  known  to 
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be  a  dry,  difficult  task,  and  requires  a  comprehensiTe^ 
good  understanding;  and  I  hope  you  will  allow  me 
(without  charging  me  with  egotism),  to  have  a  tolerable 
one;  and  I  trust,  with  perseverance,  and  a  very  large 
law  library  to  refer  to,  I  shall  be  able  to  accomplish  the 
study  of  so  much  of  the  law§  of  England,  and  our  system 
of  jurisprudence,  iaiess  than  iive  years,  as  to  enable  me 
to  be  a  country  attorney ;  and  then,  as  I  shall  have  two 
more  years  to  serve,  I  hope  I  shall  attain  so  much  know* 
ledge,  in  ail  parts  of  the  law,  as^o  enable  me,  with  a 
little  study  at  the  inns  of  court,  to  hold  an  argument,  on 
the  nice  points  in  the  law,  with  the  best  attorney  in  the 
kingdom.  A  man  that  understands  the  law  is  sure  to 
have  business ;  and  in  \:ase  I  have  no  thoughts,  in  case 
that  is,  that  I  do  not  aspire  to  hold  the  honourable  place 
of  a  Barrister,  1  shall  ifeel  sure  of  gaining  a  genteel  live- 
lihood at  tlie  business  to  which  I  Ufa  articled. 

I  attend  at  the  office  at  eight  in  the  morning,  and 
leave  at  eight  in  the  evening;  then  attend  my  Latin  un- 
til  nine,  which,  you  may  be  sure,  is  pretty  close  confine* 
ment., 

Mr.  Coldbam  is  derk  to  the  commercial  cpmmis* 
siooers>  which  has  occasioned  us  a  deal  of  extraordinary 
work.  I  worked  all  Sunday,  and  until  twelve  o'clock  on 
Saturday  night,  when  they  were,  hurried  to  give  in  the 
certificate^  to  the  bank*  We  had  also,  a  very  trouble* 
some  cgOse  last  assizes.  The  Corporation  versus  Oee, 
^hicb  we  (the  attori^e^  lor  ^e  coijioration)  lost.    It 
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iras  really  a  very  fiitiguiDg  day^  (I  mean  the  day  on  which 
it  was  l^ed),  I  never  got  any  thing^to  eat»  from  five  In 
the  afternoon  the  preceding  day,  until  twelve  the  next 
nighty  when  the  trial  ended. 


,    TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

NottiDghapi;  i6ih  June,  1800. 


DEAR  BROTHSB, 

\ 


MY  mother  has  allowed  me  a  good  deal  lately  for 
books>  and  I  have  a  large  ass&rtmeni^  (a  retailer^s  phrase.) 
But  I  hope  you  do  not  suppose  they  consist  of  novels; — 
no— I  have  made  a  firm  resolution  never  to  spend  above 
one  hour  at  this  amusement.  Though  I  have  been  ob- 
liged to  enter  into  this  resolution  in  consequence  of  a 
vitiated  taste  acquired  by  reading  romances,  I  do  not  iu- 
X&aA  to  banbh  them  entirely  from  my  desk.  After  long 
and  fatiguing  researches  in  Blackstone  or  Coke,  when. the 
mind  becomes  weak,  through  intense  application,  Tom 
Jones,  or  Robinson  Crusoe,  will  afford  a  pleasing  and  ne- 
cessary relaxation. 

Arpropos — now  we  are  speaking  of  Robinson  Crusoe, 
I  shall  observe  tliat  it  is  allowed  to  be  the  best  novel  for 
youth  in  the  Ehglish  language.    De  Foe,  the  author, 

VOL.   I.  F 
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was  a  singular  character ;  but  as  I  make  no  doobt  yov 
have  read  bis  life^  I  will  not  trouble  you  with  any  fur- 
ther remarks. 

The  books  which  I  now  read  witb  attention  are  Black- 
stone^  Knox's  Essays,  Plutarch,  Chesterfield's  Letters,, 
four  large  volumes,  Virgil,  Homer,  and  Cicero,  and  se- 
veral others,  Blackstone  and  Knox,  Virgil  and  Cicero, 
I  have  got ;  the  others  I  read  out  of  Mr.  Coldham's 
library.  I  have  finished  Rollings  Ancient  History,  BlairV 
Lectures,^  Smith's  VTealth  of  Nations,  Hiraie's  England, 
and  British  Nepos,.  lately.  When  I  have  read  Knox,  I 
will  send  it  you,  and  reconnnend  it  to  your  attentive  pe- 
rusal ;  it  is  a  most  excellent  work.  I  also  read  now  the 
British  Classics,  the' common  edition  of  which  I  now  take 
m ;  it  comes  every  fortnight  r  I  dare  say  you  have  seen  it,, 
it  is  (Cooke's  editioBv  I  would  recommend  you  also  to 
read  these ;  I  will  send  them  to  you.  I  have  got  the 
Citizen  of  the  World,  Idler,  Goldsmith's  Essays,  and  part 
of  the  Rambler.  I  will  send  you  soon  the  fourth  num- 
ber of  the  Monthly  Preceptor,  f  am  noticed  as  worthy 
of  commendation,  and  as  affording  an  encouraging  pros- 
pect of  future  excellence. — You  will  laugh.  I  have  also* 
turned  poet,  and  have  translated  an  ode  g£  Horace  into 
English  verse,  also  for  the  Monthly  Preceptor,  but,  un- 
fortunately, when  I  sent  it,  I  forgot  the  title,  so  it  won't 
be  noticed. 

I  do  not  forsake  the  flowery  paths  of  poesy,  for  that  i» 
i»y  chief  delight;  I  read  the  best  poets.    }Ar.  Coldham. 
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li&s  gol  johnsoii^s  complete  set,  with  tlieir  Hves;  these, 
of  course,  I  read. 

With  a  little  drudgery,  I  read  Italian — have  got  some 
good  Italian  works,  as  Pastor  Fido,  &c.  &c,  t  taught 
iDjself;  and  hare  got  a  grammar. 

I  must  now  beg  leave  to  return  you  my  sincere  thanks 
for  your  kind  present.,  t  like  "  La  Bmyere  the  less," 
tery  much ;  I  have  read  the  original  La  Bruyere :  I 
think  him  like  Rochefoucault.  Madame  de  Genlis  is  a 
tery  able  woman. 


But  I  must  now  attempt  to  excuse  my  neglect  in  np% 
^ting  to  you.  First,  I  have  been  very  busy  with  thesef 
essays  and  poems  for  the  Monthly  Preceptor.  Second^ 
1  was  mther  angry  at  your  last  letter— I  cap  b^ar  any 
thing  but  a  sneer,  and  it  was  one  continued  grin  from 
beginning  to  end,  as  were  all  the  notices  you  made  of  me 
in  my  mother^s  letters,  and  I  could  not,  nor  can  I  novi; 
brook  it.  I  could  say  much  more,  but  it  is  very  late, 
and  must  beg  leave  to  wish  you  good  night 
I  am.  Dear  Brother, 

Your  affectionate  Friend, 

H.K.WHITE. 

!*•  S.   Yott  may  expect  a  regular  corresj^ondence  front 
F  2 
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mt  m  fatare,  but  no  sneers ;  and  shall  be  very  obliged 
by  a  long  letter* 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE, 

'■       ■  ..     ..    Nottingham,  25th  Jone^  1800;    . 

i>BAR   NEVILLE, 

YOU  are  inclined  to  flatter  me  when  you  compare  my 
application  with  yburs ;  in  trtith,  I  am  not  half  so  as- 
siduous as  you»  and  I  am  conbcious  I  waste  a  deal  of 
time  unwittingly.  But,  in  reading,  I  am  upon  the  con- 
tinual search  for  improvement ;  I  thirst  after  knowledge; 
and  though  my  di^osition  is  naturally  idle,  I  conquer  it 
when  reading  an  useful  bdok.  The  plan  which  I  pur- 
sued, in  order  to  subdue  my  disinclination  to  dry  books, 
was  thb,  to  begin  attentively  to  peruse  it,  and  contmue 
thus  one  hour  every  day:  the  book  insensibly,  by  this 
means,  becomes  pleasing  to  you,  and  even  when  reading 
Blackstone's  Commentaries,  which  are  very  dry.  May 
down  the  bo(A  with  regret. 

With  regard  to  the  Monthly  Preceptor,  I  certainly  shall 
be  agreeable  to  your  taking  it  in,  as  my  only^objection 
was  the  extreme  impttience  which  I  feelio  see  whe^^. 
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tsj  «88&3f8  have  been  soccessAil ;  but  thb  may  be  ob- 
Tiated  by  your  speedy  perusal,  and  not  neglecting  to  for* 
ward  it.  But  you  must  have  the  goodness  not  to  be^^ 
till  August,  as  my  bookseHer  cannot  stop  it  thb  month. 


I  had  a  ticket,  given  me,  to  the  boxes,  on  Monday 
night,  for  the  benefit  of  Campbell,  from  Drury-Lane, 
and  there  was  such  a  riot  as  never  was  experienced  here 
before.  He  is  a  democrat,  and  the  soldiers  planned  a 
riot,  in  conjunction  with  the  mob.  We  heard  the  shout- 
ing of  the  rabble  in  the.street,  before  the  plai/  was  over ; 
the  moment  the  curtain  dropt,  an  officer  went  into  the 
front  box,  and  gave  the  word  of  command ;  imme£ately 
about  sixty  troopers  started  up,  and  six  trumpeters  in  the 
pit  played  **  God  save  the  King.'"  The  noise  was  as- 
tonishing. The  (^cers  in  the  boxes  then  drew  their 
swords,  and  at  another  signd  the  privates  in  the  pit  drew 
their  bludgeons,  which  they  had  hitherto  concealed^  and 
attacked  all  indiscriminately  that  had  not  an  uniform : 
the  officers  did  the  same  with  their  swords,  and  the  house 
was  one  continued  scene  of  confusion:  one  pistol  was 
fired, .  and  the  ladies  were  fainting  in  the  Lobby.  The 
outer  doors  were  shut,  to  keep  out  the  mob,  and  tlie 
people  jumped  on  the  stage  as  a  last  resource.  One  of 
l&ese  noble  officers,  seeing  one  man  stand  in  the  pit  with 
^is  hat  on,  jumped  over  the  division,  and  cut  him  with 
Ills  «word,  wk(jch  the  man  instantly  wrenched  from  him, 
and  broke,  whilst  the  officer  sneaked  back  in  disgrace. 
P  3 
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Tbiey  ihefk  formed  a  f  roop,  and  haying  emptied  the  pbyr 
house,  they  scoured  the  streets  with  their  swordsj,  and 
returned  hon^  victorious.  The  players  are,  in  cooser 
queQce,  dismissed^  and  we  have  informat^ns,  in  our 
plfice^  agaiust  the  officers* 


to  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

NottiDgham,  Michaelnms-day,  1800. 
I>EA|L   NEVILLE, 

I  CANNOT  divioe  whal;  in  an  i^istolaiy  correspon- 
dence, c&n  have  such  charms  (^vith  people  who  write 
only  comm<»i-place  occurrences)  as  to  attach  a  nii^  froni 
bis  usual  affiiin,  and  make  him  waste  time  mid  paper  os^ 
what  cannot  be  of  the  least  real  benefit  to  his  correi^n* 
dent.  Amongst  relatives^  certainly  there  is  always  aQ 
incitement;^  we  always  feel  an  anxiety  for  their  welfare, 
^ut  I  have  no  friend  so  di^ar  to  roe  as  to  cause  me  to 
lake  the  trouble  of  reading  his  letters,  if  they  only  con- 
tained an  account  of  his  health*  aad  the  mere  nothings  of 
the  ds^;  indeed  such  an  one  wpiiLd  be  unworthy  of 
friendsh^>.  What  th^  is  requisite  to  m^ke  one's  cor- 
respondence valuable  1  I  answer,  sound  sense. — Nothing 
more  is  requisite ;  as  to  tbe  style,  one  isaay  very  readily 
excuse  its  iaults,  if  repaid  by  the  si^tii^^nts.    You  h^ve 
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helter  mftural  abOkies  tbaa  tn^y  y(Kttli»  but  itbfriUai 
f  egret  I  see  that  you  will  not  give  youneif  tte  troidile  of 
writing  a  good  letter.  There  i^  )iardty  aoy  cpecies  cf 
•composition,  (in  my  c^inion),  easier  than  the  epistolary ; 
but,  my  friend,  you  aever  found  any  art,  however  trivial, 
that  did  not  require  some  application  at  first.  For,  if  9m, 
artist,  instead  of  endeavouring  to  surmount  the  difficu^ 
ties  which  presented  tbemselvesi,  were  io  rest  eonteated 
^ith  mediocrity,  how  could  he  possibly  ever  arrive  jft 
excellence? — ^Thus  'tis  with  you;  instead  of  that  indefa- 
tigable perseverance  which,  iq  other  case^,  is  a  leading 
4rait  in  your  chamcter,  I  bear  you  say,  '•  Ah,  my  poor 
i)rains  were  never  formed  for  letter  writing-:— I  shaU 
sever  write  a  good  latter,''  or  some  such  phraK^ ;  and 
thus,  by  despairing  of  e¥er  arriving  at  eK<iellence,  you 
TCnder  yourself  hardly  »tolemble^  Yoiji  may,  perhaps, 
think  this  art  beneath  yoar  notice,  or  unworthy  pf  your 
pains;  if  so,  you  are  assuredly  mistaH^u»  for  there  is 
bardly  any  thing  which  would  contribute  more  to  the  ad* 
4vaneement  of  a  young  man,  or  which  is  luore  engaging. 

You  read,  I  believe,  a  good  deal ;  no^kang  could  be 
^niore  acc^table  to  me,  or  m^re  improving  to  you,  than 
making  a.  part  of  your  letters  to  consist  of  your  senti- 
tnents,  and  opinion  of  the  books  you  perusi^ ;  you  have 
jio  idfea  how  beneficial  tins  would  be  to  yourself,  and  that 
;you  are  aWe  to  do  it,  I  aiii  certain.  One  of  the  greatest 
impediments  to  good  writing,  is  the  tlitiddng  too  much 
before  you  note  down.  This,  }  think,  you  are  not  en- 
tirely free  from.  I  hope,  that  by  always  writing  the  first 
r4i 
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iifea  that  (Hresents  itself^  you  will  soon  conquer  it;  my 
letters  are  always  the  rou^  first  drafts  of  eourse  there 
vte  many  alterations ;  these  you  will  excuse. 

I  have  written  most  of  my  letters  to  you  in  so  negli* 
gent  a  manner  that«  if  you  would  have  the  goodness  to 
return  all  you  have  preserved  aeaUd^  I  will  peruse  them; 
and  all  sentences  worth  preserving  I  will  extract  and  re- 
tmn. 

Tou  ohserve»  in  your  last^  that  your- letters  are  read 
with  eootempt, — Do  you  speak  as  you  think  1 

You  had  better  write  again  to  Mr.  -- — — t — .  Be- 
tween friends,  the  common  forms*  of  the  world  in  writuig 
letter  for.  letter,  need  not  be  observed ;  but  never  write 
three  without  receiving  one  in  return,  because  in  that 
case  they  must  be  thought  unworthy  of  answer. 

We  have  'been  so  b^sy  lately,  I  could  not  answer  yours 
sooner. — Once  a  mouth  suppose  we  write  to  each  other* 
If  you  ever  find  that  my  correspondence  is  not  worth  the 
trouble  of  carrying  on,  inform  me  of  it,  and  it  shall 

cease. 

%        *        ♦,        «        *        * 


P.  S*  If  aoy  expression  in  this  be  too  harsbt  excuse  it. 
•^I  am  not  in  an  ill  humour  recollect. 
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TO  mS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

Nottrngbam,  11th  Aprils  1801. 
StEAR   NEVILLE^ 

ON  opening  yours,  I  was  highly  pleased  to  find  two  and 
a  half  sheets  of  paper,  and  nothing  could  exceed  my  joy 
at  flo  ap})arently  long  a  letter;  but  upon  finding  it  con- 
isisted  of  sides  tilled  after  the  rate  of  five  words  in  a  line, 
and  nine  lines  in  a  page,  I  could  not  conceal  my  chagrin ; 
and  I  am  sure  I  may  very  modestly  say  that  one,  of  my 
ordinary  pages  contains  three  of  yours ;  if  you  knew  half 
the  pleasure  I  feel  in  your  correspondence,  I  am  confident 
you  would,  lengthen  your  letters.  You  tantalize  me 
with  the  hopes  of  a  prolific  harvest,  and  I  find,  alas !  a 
thin  crop,  whose  goodness  only  makes  me  lament  its 
scantiness. 


I  had  almost  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  have  obtained 
the  first  prize  (of  a  pair  of  Adams's  twelve- inch  globes, 
value  three  guineas),  in  the  first  class  of  the  Monthly 
Preceptor.  The  subject  was  an  imaginary  tour  from 
London  to  Edinburgh.  It  is  printed  consequently,  and 
shall  send  it  to  you  the  very  first  opportunity.  The  pro- 
posals stated  that  the  essay  was  not  to  exceed  three 
pages  when  printed — mine  takes  seven  ;  therefore  I  am 
astonished  they  gave  me  the  first  prize.  There  was  an 
extraordinary  number  of  candidates,  and  they  said  they 
never  had  a  greater  number  of  excellent  ones,  and  they 
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it  (in  a  letter)  addressed  to  N-    »■  "  >,  meaning  yourself. 


Warton  is  a  poet  from  whom  I  have  derived  the  most 
exquisite  pleasure  and  gratification.  .  He  abo^inds  in  sub- 
Jimity  and  loftiness  of  thought^  ^  well  as  expression* 
His  '^.  Pleasures  of  Melancholy"  is  truly  a  sublime  poeni^ 
The  following  passage  I  particularly  admire^ 


^'  Nor  iiadelightful  in  the  solemn  noon 
Of  night,  where,  tiapjy  wakeful  from  my  couch 
I  start,  to,  all  is  motionless  around ! 
Hoars  mot  the  nisiiing  wind ;  tlm  sons  of  men^ 
And  every  beast,  in  mute  oblivion  lie ; 
All  Nature's  busli'd  in  silence,  and  in  sleep* 
Oh,  tlicn,  how  fearful  is  it  to  reflect 
That  thi'o*  the  still  globe's  awful  soUtud^ 
No  being  wakes  but  me." 


How  affecting  are  the  hitter  lines ;  it  is  impossible  to 
.  withstand  tlte  emotions  which  rise  on  its  perusal^  and  I 
envy  not  that  man  liis  insensibiltty,  M'ho  can  read  them 
with  apathy*  Many  of  the  pieces  of  the  Bible  arc  writ- 
ten in  this  sublime  manner:  one  psalm,  I  think  the  18th» 
.  is  a  perfect  mast^-piece,  and  has  been  imitated  by  many 
poets.  Compare  these,  or  the  above  quoted  from  War- 
ton,  with  the  fine^st  piece  in  Pope,  and  then  judge  of  the 
rank  which  he  hold^  as  a  poet.  Another  instance  of  the 
sublime  in  poetry,  I  will  give  you  from  Akenside's  ad- 
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arirabk  *'  Pleasures  of  Imaginatioil/'  where,  speaking  of 
Cod,  he  says,  he 

^<  Rides  ^n  tbe  folley'd  lighrning  thro*  «be  heavens, 

And  yok'd  M^ith  whirlwlods,  and  the  northern  blast, 
.    Sweeps  the  long  tnu;t  of  day." 

Mauy  of  these  instances  of  sublimity  will  occur  to  you  ia 
Thomson. 

James  begs  leave  to  present  you  with  Bloomfield's 
Farmer's  Boy.  Blbomfield  has  no  grandeur  or  height, 
he  is  a  pastoral  poet,  and  the  simply  sweet  is  what  .you 
are  to  expect  from  him;  nevertheless,  his  descriptions 
jare  sometimes  little  mferior  to  Thomson* 


How  pleased  should  I  be,  Neville,  to  have  you  with  us 
at  Nottingham.  Our  fire>side  would  be  deiiglitflil. — I 
should  profit  by  your  sentiments  and  experience,  and 
^FOii  pojssibly  might  gain  a  little  from  my  small  bookish 
faiowledge.  But  I  am  afraid*  that  time  will  never  come ; 
four  thne  ^  apprenticesliip  is  nearly  expired,  and  in  all 
appearance,'  the  small  residue  that  yet  remains,  will  be 
passed  fai  hated  London. .  Wlien  you  are  emancipated, 
you  will  have  lo  mix  tn  the  bustle  of  the  world,  in  all 
probability  also,  fiir  from  home ;  so  that,  when  we  have 
just  kamt  how  happy  we  might  nautually  make  our- 
ielves,  we  find  scarcely  a  shadow  of  a  probability  of  ever 
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baviDg  the  opportunily.    Well,  well,  it  is  b  vaiD  to  re* 
sist  tiie  ixnmutable  decrees  of  fate. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

Nottingham,  April,  1801* 
DE^AR   NEVILLE, 

AS  I  know  you  will  participate  with  me  in  the  plea* 
^re  I  4-eceive  from  h'terary  distinctions,  I  hasten  to  in- 
form you,  that  my  poetical  essay  on  Gratitude  is  printed 
in  this  montli's  Preceptor — that  my  Remarks  on  Warton 
are  promised  insertion  in  *  the  next  month's  Mirror,  and 
that  my  Essay  on  Truth  is  printed  in  the  present  (April) 
Monthly  Visitor.  The  Preceptor  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
send  you  until  the  end  of  this  month.  The* Visitor  you 
will  herewith  receive.  The  next  month's  Mirror  I  shall 
consequently  buy.  I  wbh  it  were  not  quite  so  expensive, 
as  I  think  it  a  very  good  work.  Benjamin  Thompson, 
Capel  Loft>,  Esq..  Robert  Bloomfield,  Thomas  Dermody, 
Mr.  Gilchrist,  under  the  signature  of  Octavius,  Mrs. 
Blore,  a  noted  female  writer,  under  the  signature  of 
Q.  7L.  are  correspondents ;  and  the  Editors  are  not  only 
men  of  genius  and  taste,  but  of  the  greatest  respectability* 
As  I  shall  now  be  a  regular  contributor  to  this  work,  and 
as  1  think  it  contains  much  good  matter,  I  have  half  an 
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irtclmatioii  to  take  it  in,  more  especialk  as  you  have  got 
the  prior  volumes;  but  in  the  present  state  of  my 
finances,  it  wilt  not  be  prudent,  unless  you  accede  to  a 
proposal  which,  I  think,  will  be  gratifying  to  yourself. 
It  is  to  take  it,  in  conjunction  with  me,  by  which  means 
we  shall  bo&  have  the  same  enjoyment  of  it,  with  half 
the  expence.  It  is  of  little  consequence  who  takes  them, 
only  he  must  be  expeditious  in  reading  them.  If  you 
have  any  the  least  objection  to  this  scheme,  do  not  sup- 
press it  thro'  any  regard  to  punctilio.  I  have  only  pro- 
posed it,  and  it  is  not  very  material  whether  you  concur 
or  not;  dniy  exercise  your  own  discretion. 

You  say,  (speaking  of  a  passage  concerning  you  in  my 
last)  *'  this  is  compliment  sufficient,  the  rest  must  be 
flattery/' — Do  you  seriously,  Neville,  tliiuk  me  capable 
9f  flattery? 

As  you  well  know  I  am  a  carping,  critical  little  dog, 
yop  will  ijpt  be  surprised  at  my  observing  that  there  is 
one  figure  in  your  last  that  savours  rather  of  the  ludi- 
crous, where  you  talk  of  a  "  butterfly  hopptng  from 
book  to  book." 

As  to  the  something  that  I  am  to  find  out,  that  is  a 
perpetual  bar  to  your  progress  in  knowledge,  6cc,  I  am 
inclined  to  think.  Doctor,  it  is  merely  conceit.  You 
iaocy  that  you  cannot  write  a  letter — you  dread  its  idea ; 
you  conceive  that  a  work  of  four  volumes  would  require 
the  labours  of  a  life  to  read  through;  you  persuade 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


yourself  that  you  cannol  retain  what  yon  rtad>  vmd  fef 
despair  do  uot  attempt  to  conquer  these  Tkdouary  ifti* 
pediments.  Confidence^  Neville,  in  one's  own  abilitiesy; 
it  a  sore  fbrerunner  (in  similar  etrcumstanoes  with  the 
present)  of  sutcess*^  As  an  illustration  of  thk,  i  beg  lemref 
to  adduce  the  exsonple  of  Pope,  who  had  so  high  a  seiide^ 
in  his  youth,  or  rather  t^  Ms  infaney,  of  hi«  own  capa^ 
city,  that  there  was  nothing  of  which,  wh^  onoe  sef 
about  it,  he  did  not  think  bhnself  capable ;  and  as  Dr. 
Johnson  has  observed,  the  natural  consequence  of  this^ 
mhiute  perception  of  his.  own  powers,  was  his  arriving  aV 
so  high  a  pitch  of  perfection  as  it  was  possible  f^  d  eteny 
with  his  few  natural  endowments,  to  attain. 


When  you  wish  to  read  Johnson's  Lives  of  the  Poet% 
send  for  them.  I  have  lately  purchased  them.  I  have 
now  a  large  library.  My  mother  allows  me  ten  pounds 
per  annum  for  clothes.  I  always  dress  inf  a  re^ctahle^ 
and  even  in  a  genteel  manner,  yet  I  can  make  much  less 
than  this  sum  sufiice.  My  ^ther  generally  gives  me  one 
coat  in  a  year,  and  I  make  two  serve.  I  then  receive 
one  guinea  per  annum  for  keeping  my  mother^s  books  T 
one  guinea  per  annum  pocket  money;  aud  by  other 
means  I  gain,  perhaps,  two  guineas  more  per  annum :  so 
that  I  have  been  able  to  buy  pretty  many,  and  when  yotf 
come  home  you  will  find  me  in  my  study,  surrounded 
with  books  and  papers.  I  am  a  perfect  garretter:  great 
part  of  my  library,   however,  consists  of  professional 
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books.    Have  yoH  lead.Burk^  en  tlie  Sablime]  Knox^^ 
Wiater  Evening — can  lend  them  to  you,  if  you  have  not«t 

Really,  Neville,  were  you  fully  sensible  how  much  my 
time  is  occupied,  principally  about  my  profession,  as  a 
primary  concern,  and  in  the  hourft  neciessarily  set  apart  to 
relaxation  on  polite  literature,  to  which,  as  a  hobby  horse, 
I  am  very  dewrouii  of.  pacing  some  attention,  you  would 
not  be  angry  at  my  delay  in  writing,  or  my  short  letters. 
It  is  always  with  joy  that  I  devote  a  leisure  hour  to  ypu, 
as  it  affords  you  gratification;  and  rest  assured  that  I  al- 
ways participate  in  your  pleasure,  and  poiguantly  feel 
every  adverse  incideni  which  causes  you  pain. 

Permit  me,  however,  again  to  dbserve,  that  one  of  my 
sheets  is  equal  to  two  of  yours,  and  I  cannot  but  consider 
tliis  as  a  kind  of  fallacious  deception,  for  you  always 
diink  that  your  letters  contain  so  much  more  than  mine, 
because  they  occupy  more  room.  If  you  were  to  count 
the  words,  the  difference  would  not  be  so  great»  You 
must  also  take  in  account  the  unsealed  communications 
to  periodical  works,  wliich  I  now  reckon  a  part  of  my 
ktter,  and  therefore  you  nmst  excuse  my  concluding,  on 
the  first  sheet,  by  a^ivring  you  that  I  still  remain. 
Your  friend  and  brother, 

H.  K.  WHITE, 

P.  S.  A  postscript  is  a  natural  appendage  to  a  letter.— 
I  only  have  to  say^  that  positively  you  shall  receives 
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fij^  or  (!{ght  sbeet  fetUr,  and  Uiat  wrHt^  legibl>»  ere 
long. 


TO  BIR.  BOOTH. 

Nottkii^hMB^  Avgast  itih,  18&f  * 
BEAR  SIR, 

I  MUST  beg  leave  to  apologize  for  not  having  re- 
turned my  sincere  acknowledguient»  to  yourself,  and  Mrs. 
6ootb,  for  your  very  acceptable  presents  at  an  earlier 
period.  I  now,  however,  acquit  myself  of  the  duty,  and 
a^ure  you,  that  from  both  of  the  works  I  have  received 
much  gratification,  and  edification,  but  more  particularly 
from  one  on  the  Trinity*,  a  production  which  displays 
much  erudition,  and  a  very  laudable  zeal  for  the  ti-ue 
interests  of  religion*  Religious  polemics,  indeed,  have 
seldom  formed  a  part  of  niy  studies ;  though,  whenever 
I  happened  accidentally  to  turn  my  thoughts  to  the  9iib« 
ject  of  the  protestant  doctrine  of  the  Godhead,  and  com- 
pared it  with  AriaiT  and  Socinian,  many  doubts  inter- 
fered, and  I  even  began  to  think  tliat  the  more  nicely 
the  subject  was  investigated,  the  more  perplexed  it  wobld 
appear,  aind  was  on  the  point  of  forming  a  resolution  to 


*  Jones  on  the  Trimty. 
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gato*  heaven  m  lay  om  waj^  wtlboul  meddUdg  or  ip*;. 
yolving  myself  in  tbe  inextricable  labyrinth  of  contjpfH 
versial  dispute,  when  I  received  and  perused  this  exce)^ 
lent  treatise,  which  finally  cleared  up  the  mbts  which  my 
Ignorance  liad  conjured  around  me»  and  clearly  pointed 
out  the  red  truth.  Hie  intention  of  the  author  pr^ 
eluded  the  possibility  of  his  employing  the  ornaments 
and  graces  of  composition  in  his  work ;  for  as  it  was 
meant  for  all  ranks,  it  must  be  suited  to  all  rapacities ; 
but  the  arguments  are  drawn  up,  and  arranged  in  so 
forcible  and  per^cuous  a  manner,  and  are  written  so 
plainly,  yet  pleasiugly,  that  I  was  absolutely  charmed 
with  them. 

,     ;    •  '    '    •  ■  r 

.  The  "  EvapgeHcal  Clergyman''  is. j^  ifery  s^iarl  piece ; 
the  author  possesses  a  considerable  portion  of  sarcasUc 
;^irit,  and  no  Uttte  acrimony,  perhaps  not  coo.slstefit  witV 

,  the  christian  ^meekness  which  he  wishes  to  inculcate.  I 
consider,  however,  that  Loudon  would  not  have  many 

^graces,  or  attracUpof»  if  despoi^  of  all  the  amusei^ents 

to  which,  in  one  part  of  his  pamphlet,  he  objects.     lu 

theory,  the  destruction  of  these  vicious  recreations,  is 

.  very  Aie;  but,  in  practice,  I  am  afraid  he  would  find  it 

.quite  difierei^.       *       *       *    /  The  other  |)arts  of  this 

;  piece  are  very  Just,  apd  such  as^very  person  must  sub- 
scribe to.  Clergymen,  in  general,  are  pot  what  they 
ought  to  be ;  and  I  think  Mr. —  ha»  pointed  out 

<  their  duties  yery  accurately.  But  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be 
deemed  impcTrtinent  and  tiresome,  In  troubling  you  wifh 
ill-timed  and  obtrusive  opinions,  and  beg  leave,  therer 

VOL.  I.  G 
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ftre^  to  codclucfe,  with  respects  to  yourself  and^Hfrs* 
Bootfr/  by  ^uritig  you  tiiat  I  am,  accordbg  to  c&stom, 
from  time  immemorial,  and  m  due  form, 
•   '  '  Dear  Sir,  ' 

Tour  obliged  htimble  Serranl, 

HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


TO  MR.  CHARLESWORTH, 

Nottingham,  — ^— -  180!^. 


DEAB  SIR, 
I  AM  sure  you  will  excuse  me  for  not  having  im- 
^ediatdy  answered  yoor  letter,  when  I  relate  the  eause. 
' — I  waft  preparing,  at  that  moment  when  I  reoetv^ 
yours,  a  volume  of  poems  for  the  press,  which!  shall 
shortly  see  published.  I  finished  and  sent  them  off  fot 
'  London  last  night  -  and  I  now  hasten  to  acknowledge 
your  letter. 

I  am  very  happy  that  any  poem  of  mine  should  meet 
with  your  approlmtion.  I  prefer  the  cool  and  dispa^ 
sionate  praise  of  the  discriminate  /ftr,  to  the  boisteroils 
upplause  of  the  crotbd. 

Our  professions,  neither  of  them  leave  much  leisure 
for  the  study  of  polite  literature ;  I  myself  have,  how- 
ever, coitud  time,  if  you  wiH  allow  the  metaphof^  and 
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.  .iNUle.  I  huve  made  fuch  a  pfpfiqieDcy  iq  4>e Jaw^  s^  bas 
ensared  me.lh^ere^sard  of  my  gwemw^x  I  ^vef^f)  ag|y 
secret  devoirs  to  the  ladies  of  Helicon.  My  draughts, 
at  tiie  <'  fountain  Aretbuse/^  it  is  true,  have  been  princi- 
pally made  at  the  hour  of  laidoight^  when  cyen  the  gi^ar- 
diaAirfoiphsjO^lfaQ  weltn|ay1>e  si^pos^  tobavoflfpl; 
they  are»  consequently*  stolen  and  forced.  I  do  nc^sc^ 
any  thing  in  the  confinement  of  our  situations,  in  the 
meantime,  which- should  separate  congenial  minds.  A 
literary  acquaintance  is,  to  me,  always  valuable;  and  a 
Jrkndf  whether  lettered  or  unlettered,  is  highly  worth 
cultivation.  I  hope  we  shall  both  of  us  have  enough  lei* 
sure  to  keep  up  an  intimacy,  which  began  very  agreeably 
for  me,  and  has  been  sufiered  to  decay  with  regret 

I  am  not  able  to  do  justice  to  your  unfortunate  friend 
Gill;  I  knew  him  only  superficially,  and'  yet  I  saw 
enough. of  his  unassuming  modes|y,  and  simplicity  of 
manners,  to  feel  a  ccmviction  that  he  bad  a  valuable  heart. 
The  verses  on  the  olfaer  side  are  perhaps  beneath  medio- 
crity ;  they  are,  ^cerely,  the  work  of  thirty  minutes 
this  mornmg,  and  I  send  them  to  you  with  fdl  their  im- 
perfections on  their  bead. 

Perhaps  they  will  have  sufficient  merit  for  the  Notting- 
Jiam  paper,  at  least  their  locality  wiU  shield  them  a  little 
in  that  situation,  and  give  them  an  interest  they  do  not 
\)0tberwise  possess. 

Dp  you. think  calling  the  Naiads  of  the  fountains 
G2 
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**  Nynqptis  ot  Paeon,'*  is  an  allowable  liberfyT    'the  alhi« 
sion  h  to  their  heidthy  and  bracing  qualities. 

The  Idst  line  of  the  seventh  stanza  contains  an  apparent 
pkanasm,  to  say  no  wone  oHt,  and  yet  it  was  ii#t  writ- 
ttn  as  such.  Hie  idea  was  froth  the  shriek  of  Death 
(personified),  and  the  scream  of  the  dying  man. 


ELEGY 

OcMtiomd  by  the  i:>iath  of  Mr.  GiUf  who  croi  drowned  in  the 
river  Trent,  while  baihing,  9th  August,  1802. 


HE  sank— tb'  impetuous  river  roU'd  aloqg. 
The  SBllen  wave  betniy'd  his  dying  t)reath  * ; 

And  rising  sad,  the  rnstUng  sedge  among, 
The  gale  of  evening  tonch'd  the  cords  of  deatlr^ 

.2. 
NymfA  «f  the  Trent !  vvfay  didst  not  tfaon  appear 

To  snatch  the  victhn  from  thy  felon  wave? 
Alas !  too  late  thou  cam'st  to  embalm  his  bier,' 

And  deck  with  water  flags  his  early  grave. 


*  This  Une  may  appear  somewhat  obscure. — It  alludes  to  the 
last  bubbling  of  the  water,  after  a  person  has  sunk,  caused  by  the 
final  expiratioo  of  the  air. from  the  lungs;  inhalation,  by  intro. 
duchig  the  water,  produces  suffocation. 
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Trimnphaiit,  ridiog  o*er  itt  tmnid  prey, 
Rplls  the  red  stream  in  sangnimry  pride ; 

"While  anxioiM  cronds,  in  vain,  expectant  stay. 
And  ask  the  vnclta  cone  from  the  mirdering  tide. 


The  stealmg  tear-drop  stagnates  in  the  eye. 
The  sadden  si^  by  friendship's  bosom  prov'd, 

I  mark  tiiem  rise — I  mark  the  general  sigh ; 
Unhappy  youth !  and  wert  thoa  so  belov'd? 


On  thee,  as  lone  I  trace  the  Trent's  green  brink, 
^  When  the  dim  tviUght  shunbers  on  the  gfaide ; 
On  thee,  my  thoiight&  shall  dwell,  nor  Fuicy  shrink 
To  hold  mysterioof  converse  witii  thy  shade. 

6. 
Of  thee,  m  early  I,  with  vagrant  feet, 

Hafl  t^  grey-sandaTd  mom  in  Colwick's  vale, 
Of  thee,  my  sylvan  reed  sha]l  warble  sweet. 

And  wild-wood  echoes  shall  repeat  the  tale. 

7. 

And  oh!  ye  nymphs  of  Paeon  I  ^o  preside 
O^er  mniiing  riQ  sind  safaitary  straam, 

Onard  ye  in  fatmie  well  tiie  Halcyon  tide, 
fVdm  the  md^  Death-shriek  and  the  dying  scream. 


G3 
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TO  fflS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 


if.:;      ■ 

Nottingham,  10th  Febrnaiy,  ;L803. 


PEAR   NEVILLE, 


NOW  with  regard  to  the  subscription,  I  shall  cer- 
tainly agrees  to  thi»  mode  of  publication,  and  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  you  for  what  you  say  regarding  it.  But 
we  must  wait  (except  among  your  private  friends)  until  we 
get  Lady  Derby's  .answer,  and  Profosds  are  printed*  I 
think  we;  shall  i«adily  .rai^  350,  though  Nottingham  is 
the  worst  pkice  imaginable  for  Anything  of  that  kind. 
Even  envy  will  interfere.  I  shall  send  proposals  to 
Chesterfield,  to  my  uncle ;  to  Sheffield,  to  Miss  Gales's, 
(booksellers),  whom  I  saw  at  Chesterfield,  and  who  have 

lately  sent  me  a  pressing  invitation  to  S ,  accom* 

panied  #ith  a  desire  of  Montgomery,  (the  Poet^Paul 
Positive),  to  see  me;  to  Newark —Allen  and  Wright,  my 
friends  there,  (the  latter  a  bookseller),  and  I  think  if  they 
were  stitched  .up  with  all  the  Monthly  Mirrors,  it  would 
promote  the'  -fflibscription.  Yomjare^  upt  to.  take  any 
money ;  that  wo^M  be  absolute  begging :  the  subscribers 
put  down  theup'  names^  and  pay  the  bo<due)kr  of  whom 
they  get  the  copy. 
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:  1^0  ffiS  BROTHER  NETUiLE.     / 

'-    '  NottinglMm,  10th  Mardi,  1803,       ^ 

DEAR   NEVIVLE,     .  v  .  «. 

I  AM  cured  of  patrouage  hunting ;  I  will  not  expose 
myself  to  any  more  similar  mortifications,  but  shall  thank 
you  to  send  the  mauustiipts  to  Mr.  Hill,  with  a  note 
stating  that  I  had  written  to  the  Duchess,  and  receiving 
110  answer,  you  had  called,  and  been  informed  by  t  ser* 
vant  that  in  all  probability  she  never  resnl  the  letter,  as 
she  desired  to  know  what  the  book  was  left  there  fort 
that  you  bad,  in  consequence,  come  away  with  the  ma* 
nuscripts^  under  a  conviction  that  your  .brother  :^ould 
give  her  Orace  no  furrier  trouble.  State  also  that  you 
Lave  received  a  letter  from  me,  -expressinjg  i|  desye  that 
the  publication  mi^t  be  proceeded  on,j  without  any  fur* 
ther  solicitation  or  delay. 

A  naine  of  eminence  was,  nevertbeles!^  a  most  desira- 
ble thing  to  me  in  Nottiiigham,  as  it  would  attach  more 
Tespectability  to  the^,  s^bscrjiptbn ;  but  I  see  all  further 
efforts  will  only  be  productive  of  procrastination. 


,  J  think  you  may  as  well  begin  to  obtain  avbscribers 
^oBgst  fjcif  nds,  now,  though  the  proposals  may  not  be 
issued  at  prea^it. 

tf  4 
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I  htcft  got  twvitt^^tliree,  wMiout  making  the  «ffiiir' 
pobKe  at  all,'  ainoag  ihy  iininedUilie'acquailltttiee:  and 
mind,  I  neither  solicit  nor  draw  the  convehatioD  to  tho 
subject,  bu^  arui^our  has  got  abroad^  and  has  been  re« 
ceived  more  favourably  than  I  expected. 


'    C      J.- 


.  TO  ]^  BROTS^  NEVIIXE. 

.>    Jihrni^mm  f iMl  May.  W5. ,    . 

1  HAVE  |iist  gained  a  piece  of  ialdlijgence  which 
much  vexed  me.    tlo6iUsdn,'llie' bookseller,'  knows  tUat  - 
I  have  Hrritten  to  the  Dacbessof  Devonshire,  mnd  he 
took  the  libi^rty  (certahiYy  anr  unwarrantable  one)  to  men« 
tion  ft  to      ♦      ♦      ♦      •,  whose      ♦      ♦      t      *-. 
Ivas  iiiscribetf  to  her  Grace.    Mt.  *    ♦  *  ♦  said,  that  ^ 
unless  I  had  got  a  Aiend  to  deKter  the  poems,  pers&md'^ 
ty,  into  the  handt  of  her  Grace',  itwas  ahundred  to  one 
that  they  ever  reached  her  y  *  that  the  porter  at  the  loc^  > 
bums  scores  of  letters  ind  pacquets  a  day,  mnd  parlicu^  . 
hrly  ail  letters  h^  the  twopenny  post  are  coneigned  to  ^ 
the  fire.    The  rest,*  if  they  are  not  particularly  except^^ 
«s  inscribed  with  a  foss  name  on  the  back,  are  throii^ 
jnto  a  4;loset,  to  be  recla!med  at  leisure.    He  said,  the 
way  he  proceeded  waithisfs^He  left' ttr  card  at  her 
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doar,^^hew%%4ky  aikd,  and  M(i)MMtle4^  .1^' 
Grace  ihtn  giive  bim^  pemuatibii,  :#Wi4lig  j^oviib,  tt^t 
the  dedicatioQ  was  as  short  as  possible^  and  cootahned^no. 
compUmeots,  sa  the  Duke  had  taken  ofieoce  at  some 
such  complimeats. 

Now,  as  my  letter  was  delivered  by  you  at  the  door,  I 
have  scarcely  a  doubt  that  it  is  classed  with  the  peuny 
post  letters,  and  burnt.  If  my  manuscripts  are  destroyed, 
I  am  ruined,  but  I  hope  it  is  otherwise.  .However,  I 
think  you  had  better  call  immediately,  and  ask  for  a  par- 
cel for  Mr.  H.  White,  of  Nottingham.  They  will,  of 
course,  say  they  have  no  such  parcel ;  and  then,  perhaps, 
you  may  have  an  opportunity  of  asking  wheltier  tf  pac- 
quet,  left  in  the  manner  you  left  mine,  (bad  any  probaM* 
^y  of  rea^cfaing  the  Duefaess.  If  you  obtaio  no  sati4iie- 
lion,  there  remains  no  way  of  re^Hbtainiug  my  volume,  buir 
this,  (and  I  feaE  you  will  never  agree  k>  put  it  in  eseeuw 
tion):  to  leave  a  card,  with  your  name  inscribed,  {Mr.  J. 
N.  White),  and  call  the  next  day.  If  you  are  admitted^ 
you  win  state  to  her  Grace  the  purport  of  your  eirand, 
as  foV  a  volume  of  poems  in  reaMiscrqil^  sent  by  your 
brother  a  fortnight.ago,  with  a  letter,  (say  from  Notting- 
ham, as  a  reason  why  I  do  not  wail  ^on  hei),  requesting 
permission  ^f  dedication  to  her;  and  that  as  you  foanc) 
her  Grace  haul  not  received  them,  you  bad  taken  the 
liberty^  after  many  enquiries  at  her  d^or,  to  reqi»»t  to 
see  b^  in  penon, 

-   I  bQ|>e-yaar  diS<knceiviUttotbepattolliistest;  t 
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hapi  yoiiiriB  ^  Iht  poetm^.H'ilbQnr  trouble;  at  ^rbeg« 
psg  patKOMge^  J  aiii  tk^  (0  the  90i|l  of  bi  and  iImU  ^^ 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

NotHngfaaidy  1805.    - 

OBAB  9SVIL|^B,  . 

>  I  WRIT£  yoii»  4¥itb  iot^Uigence  of  a  very  imjiortaiit 
natare*  You  lOaiQ,  tin^e  ago  hadaq  uiUination  of  my 
wHi  to  eater  t||e  cburclvip  case  my  deafness  was  oot  re- 
moved.«T About  a  week  ago  I  became  aeqi^aiiited  with 

the  Rev.w-^ rri  J^te  of  St,  John'a  College,  Cam- 

Jtpddge^  and  in  ^i^ofequence  of  what  he  has  said,  I  have 
iStmiif  >deteriimied  to  .^ter  myself  of  Trinity  Colle^e^ 
CaBibfidgs»  with  th^  af^robation  of  all  my  friends.  ^ 

,  Mr.      '  ,^' says  that  it  is  a  shame  to  keep.me 

away  from  the  Ui^versity,  and  that  circumstances  are  of 
BO  imppHancf.  Hesayi^  tbatif  lam entered.of Trinity^ 
Yifh^ra  th^y :  a^a  aV  ie/^^  men^  I  must  jurcetMin/y^,  with 
my  abilities,  arrive  at  preferment.  He  s^ys  he  will  be 
answerable  that  the  first  year  I  shall  obtain  a  Scholarship, 
pr;  m  9id9ilPlMMi*a4fq9^eto  my  ^i^ort,    Thai  by  the 
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titaiel  baVii  becntyf  fi?^  jttais^suiimg,  1  sMU  of  coufse^ 
become  a  fellim^  (t0Dl.  ayear);  that  widi  the  Fellow- 
^ip,  I  may  bold  a  Professorship^  (5Q0l.  per  aoBum);  and 
a  living  or  curacy  until  better  preferments  occur*     Hj9 
says,  that  there  is  no  uncertainty  in  the  church  to  a  truly 
piods  mauy  and  a  miin  of  abilities  and  doquence.    That 
those  who  are  unprovided  for,  are  get^ralty  men  who. 
having  no  interest,   are  idle  drones,  or  dissolute  de« 
banchees,  and  therefore  ought  not  to  expect  advance- 
menC    That  a  poet^  jnrpartacular^  luw  the  means  of  pa- 
tronage in  his  pen;  and  that,  in  One.word«  no  youn^ 
man  can  enter  the  church  ^except  be  be  of  family)^  with 
better  prospects  than  myself.    On  the  other  h^tad,  Mr* 
Eniidd  has  himself  ofkn  observed*  diat  my  ifeafness 
1^  be  an  insuperaUe  obstacle  to  me,  as  an  attorney,  ahd 
has  said  ho^.  Unfortunate  a  thing  it  Ws^  f<^r  me  not  to 
have  kno^iin  of  the  growing  defect,  in  my  organs  of  hear* 
ing,    before  I  Articled  myself.    Under  these  cireattir 
stances,  I  coAceive  I  should  be  culpable  did  I  let  go  so 
good  an  opportunity  as  now  occurs.     Mr,  ' 

will  write  to  all  hisT  university  friends,  and  he  says  there 
is  so  much  liberality  there,  that  they  will  never  let  ^ 
yottfig  itian  of  talents  be  turned  from  his  studies  l^y  want 
of  cash.  ' 

Yesterday  I  ^oke  to  Mr.  Enfield^  and  he,  with  tin^ 
exiimj^d  gaterosity,  said  that  he  saw  dearly  what  an  ad- 
Ti^ti^geoiis^  thing  it  would  be  for  me;  that  I  must  be 
se^9)ie  wbit  a  giieat  lossrhe  atid  Mr*  Cddham^ould 
stdTtr;  but  that  be  was  eert^*  iidtlier  be»  nor  Mr. 
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^as  sb  much  lo  my  advantage.     Wten  Mr.  C- 
i^turns  fr^m  London,  the  matter  will  be  settled  widi  my 
mother. 

All  mjf  fiiotber's  ftkods  seemtalhiDktb«anticteHeDl^ 
thing  for  me«  md  will  do  ^11  ia  their  pdwer  to  forward 
me. 

Now  we  collie  U  a  vwy  iitfportaot  part  of  Ihe  hm-i 
ness— fAe  means.  I  shall  go  with  my  firiend  Robert,  ini 
the  tapaetty  of  «tar,  to  whom  the  expense  is  not  more 
than  60l.  per  annam.  >  Towards  this  Sma,  my  mother 
will  eotttrfbiite  20L  being  what  she  allows  me  now  f6r 
clothes;  (by  this  means  she  will  save  my  bgsai);  ^nd, 
for  the  residue,  I  must  trust  to  getting  a  Scholarship,  or 
Chapel  Clerk's  post.  But,  in  order  to  make  this  residue 
certam,  I  shall,  at  the  expiration  of  twelve  months,  pub- 
lish a  second  vdhitne  of  poems  by  subscription. 


My  friend,  Mr. ,  says,  that  so  fer  as  his  means 

will  go,  I  shall  never  ask  assistance  in  vam.  He  has  but 
a  small  income,  though  of  great  family.  He  has  just 
lost  two  rectorks  by  scruples  of  Conscience,  and  now 

preaches  lU  :— -  for  80l.  a  year.    The  following 

letter  he  put  into  my  hand  as  I  was  leaving  him,  after 
having  breakfasted  with  hhn  yesterday.  He  put  it  into 
my  band,  and  requested  me  not  to  read  it  until  I  got 
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home.    Il  »  a  l»reach  of  trust  lettiog  you  see  it»  but  I 
wish  you  to  know  hift  charaeter. 

"  My  dear  Sir, 
*<  I  sincerely  wisfa  I  had  it  in  my  power  to  render  you 
**  any  essential  service,  to  facilitati^  your  passing  through 
"CoUqje:  Jjelifive  rae,  I  haye  the  id//,.. but  i^ot  the 
"  mean9., .  Should  the  cpclosed  be  of  any  service,  either 
"  to  purchase  books,  or  for  other  pocket  expenses,  I  re- 
^'.qmest  your  acceptance  of  it ;  but  must  mtreat  you  nojt 
**  to  notice  i1»  either  to  mjftelf,  or  any  living  creature :  J[ 
''.pray  podthat  you  may  efl)|>loy  those  talents  that  b^ 
*'im  given  you,  to  his  glory,  and  to  the  benefit  of  his 
*'  people.  I  have  great  £ears  for  you ;  the  temptations 
**  ^f  College  are  great.    Believe  me, 

.      .    ,  "  Very  sincerely  yours. 


The  enclosiire  was  2l.  2s.  I  could  not  refuse , what 
was  so  delicately  offered,  though  I  was  sorry  to  take  it : 
he  is  truly  an  amiable  character. 


1;  ^ 
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TO  fflS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

Nottinigliaiiliy  ;iiB<?3*' 

DEAR  KEVILLE,    '        '  '      ^     ' 

VOU'umy  eonceive  with  what  emotions  I  feadjour 
1>rotlietly  ktt<er;  I  fed  a  very  grcact  degree  of  avienidb 
to  buitbeniBg  my  family  any  mor^  than  I  have  dome,  asd 
DOW  de ;  but  an  offer  so  delicate  aiid  affectionate  i  daii* 
not  refuse,  and  if  I  should  need  pecuniary  assistance, 
Ti^hich  I  am  in  faopft  I  shall  not,  at  least  after  the  firit 
2fear^  I  shall,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  apply  to^  my 
brother  Neville. 

My  college  schemes  yet  remain  in  a  comademble  de- 
gree of  uncertainty ;  I  am  very  uneasy  thereabouts.  I 
have  not  heard  from  Cambridge  yet,  and  it  is  very  doubt- 
ful whether  there  be  a  vacant  Sizarship  in  IVinity ;  so 
that  I  can  write  you  no  further  information  on  this  head. 


I  suppose  you  have  seen  my  Review  in  this  month's 
Mirror,  and  that  I  need  not  commit  upon  it ;  such  a 
review  I  neither  expected,  nor  in  fact  deserve. 

I  shall  not  send  up  the  MiiVor  this  month,  oa  tbb  ac- 
count,  as  it  is  policy  to  keep  it»  and  you  have,  no  doii^l, 
revived  one  from  Mr.  Hill. 
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Tbe  ^rroii  in  the  Greek  qu6latsoii  I  perceivec)  tlie 
iaotieeai  i  got  «bwii.tbe  first  <opie8>  «nd  altered  thfilni»  in 
most,!  witk  the  pen;  they  are  very  unlucky;  J  iiaire  sc^il 
uptthm  eopies  for  the  reviews myaelfy  la^ordei^  that Imig^ 
tnake  the  cbrrsctioii  ia  thenu 

(  I'  halv«  ^t  noiv  to  write  letters  to  all  the  Reviewers^ 
and  hope  3^0  -  will  exeuse .  my  abrupt  con^lusioa  of  tUl 
kftteronthatsocNre. 

I^am, 

Dewr  Ne?tlte, 

AffiM^tiooa^tely '3f0urs» 

H.1L  wHrra 

I  dial!  write  to  Mr.  HOI  now  tb^  first  thing;  Lowe 
jnucfa;tolmn«< 


TO  MR.  B4  UADVOCIi. 

NottlBf^itllly 


#  .  ■     -  # 


ANi^  BOW,  my^dear  Ben,  I  must  confess  your  ktter 

'  ^^e  Me  much  palin  ;  there  is  a  tone  of  d^pondenee  in 

.  it  which  I  must  cotidemo,  inasmuch  as  it  is  occasioned 

by  circumstances  which  do  not  involve  your  own  esKcr- 
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tlobs^  bat  wbidi  are  atteriy  bdependtfnt.of  yourself:  if 
you  do  yoarduty,  why  temeut  that  it  is  not  prodm^m? 
lu  whatever  sitiia^oB  we  may  be  placed,  there  i*  a  duty 
we^  owe  to  Grod  and  religioB ;  it  »  resignatUin, — aay,  I 
may  say  contentment  AU  things  are  in  the  hands  of 
God ;  and  shall  we  mortals  (if  we  do  not  absotately  re- 
l^lne  at  his  dispensations^  be  fretful  mider  themi  I. do 
beseech  you/ my  .dear  Ben, « summon  up  the  christiaii 
within  you,  and,  steeled  with  holy  fortitttde,  go  on  your 
way  rejoicing!  There  is  a  species  of, morbid  sensibility 
to  which  I  myself  haye  often  been  a  victim,  which  preys 
upon  my  heart,,  and,  without  ^ving  birth  to  one  actively 
useAil,  or  benevolent  feeling,  does  but  brood  on  selfish 
sorrows,  and  magnify  its  own  misfoitunes.  The  evils  of 
*^uch  a  sensibility,  I  pray  to  God  you  may  never  feel,l>ut 
I  would  have  you  beware,  for  it  grows  on  persons  of  a 
certain  disposition,  before  ihey  are  aware  of  it. 

I  am  sorry  my  letter  gave  you  pain,  and  I  trust  ray 

suspicions  were  without  foundation,   l^me,  my  dear  Ben, 

is  the  discoverer  of  hearts,  and  1  feel  a  sweet  confidence 

that  he  will  knit  ours  yet  more  closely  together. 

»  -    ^ 

I  tielieve  my  lot  in  life  isnea^y  fixed;  amoqth  will 

tell  me  whether  I  am  to  be  a  miniver  of  Christ,  in  the 

established  chtirch,  or  out.    One  of  the  two  I  am  now 

^finally  resolved,  if  it  please  Gi>d,  to  b^:   I  knoW^  my 

own  unworthiness;  I  feel  deeply  that  1  am  fiir  from 

.  tieing  that  p^fe  and  uodefiled  teitiple  of  tlie  Holy  Ohoal, 

that  a  minister  of  the  won!  of  life  ought  to  be ;  yet  still.  I 
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htve  an  uoaGcountable  hope  that  die  Lord  will  sanctify 
my  efforts,  tbat  he  will  purify  me,  and  that  I  shall  be- 
come his  devoted  servant. 

I  am  at  present  under  afflictions  and  contentions  of 
spirit,  heavier  than  liiave  yet  ever  experienced.  I  thinks 
at  times,  I  am  mad,  and  destitute  of  religion.  My  pride 
is  not  yet  snbdued ;  the  unfavourable  review  (!n  the 
*  Monthly")  of  my  unhappy  work,  has  cut  deeper  than 
you  could  have  thought;  noi  in  a  literary  point  of  view, 
but  as  it  affects  my  respect^ility.  It  represents  me 
actually  as  a  Ttegf^dr^  going  about  gathering  money  to 
piit  myself  at  college,  when  my  book  is  worthless;  and 
this,  ^vith  ^ry  appearance  of  candour.  Tbey  have 
leen  sadly  misinformed  Vespecting  me ;  this  Review  goei 
before  me  Wherever  I  turn  my  steps;  it  haunts  me  ii^ 
cessantiy,  Imd  I  am  persuaded  it  is  ad  instrument  i^  the 
hands  of  Satan  to  drive  me  to  dlstradiob;  I  muH  leave 
Mottmgluim.  If  the  answer  of  the  EUand  Society  be 
tm&vourabl^  I  purpose  writmg  to  lUe  Marquis  of  Wet* 
ledey^  to  offer  myself  as  a  student  at  the  academy  he  hiis 
instituted  at  Fort  William,  in  B^gal,  and  kX  the  proper 
age  to  take  orders  there.  The  missionaries,  at  that 
jdace,  have  done  wonders  already,  and  I  should,  I  hope, 
be  a  valuable  labourer  in  the  vineyurd.  If  the  Marquis 
take  no  notice  of  my  application,  or  do  not  accede  to  my 
propio^Y,  t  shall  place  myself  in  some  other  way  of 
making  a  meet  preparation  for  the  holy^  office,  either  in 
the  Calyinistic  Academy,  or  in  one  of  the  Scotch  Uui- 

VOL.*  i.  H 
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versitief,  where  I  ishall  be  aUe  tp  live  at  scarcely  anj 
^cjfpence.* 


TO  MR.  R.  A- 


NottisghaiDyiaih  Aprfl,  1804. 

MY   DBAU' ROBERT, 

I   HAVE  just  received  your  letter.    Most  fervently 

dol  return  tban£s  to  God  for  this  providential  opening ; 

it  has  breathed  new  animation  into  me,  and  my  breast 

Expands  with  the  prospect  of  becoming  the  minbter  of 

Christ,  where  I  most  desired  it ;  but  where  I  almost 

feared  all  probability  of  success  was  nearly  at  an  end. 

Indeed,  I  had  begun  to  torn  my  thoughts  to  the  dis- 

f  centers,  as  people  of  whom  I  was  destined,  not  by  choice^ 

but  necessity,  to  become  the  pastor.    StiU,  although  I 

knew  I  should  be  happy  any  where,  so  that  t  were  a 

profitable  labourer  in  the  vineyard,  I  did,'  by  no  means^ 

feel  that  calm,  that  mdescribable  satisfaction  which  I  do, 

when  I  look  toward  that  church,  which  I  tiiink,  in  the 

main,  fohned  on  the  apbstoite  model,  and  from  which  I 

'atu  decidedly  of  opinion  there  is  no  positive  grounds  for 

di^nt.  -i  return  thanks  to  God  for  keeping  me  so  long 


*  This  letter  was  not  seen  by  the  editor  till  after  tlie  prefktoiy 
memoir  was  printed.  ■ 
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Id  saspehse^  for  I  kiiow  it  has  been  ben^cifd  Iq  my  souI^ 
and  I  fed  a  coiisiderable  trust  that  the  way  is  now  about 
to  be  made  clear,  and  thatmy  doubts  and  fears  on  tUi 
head  y/'Hl,  in  due  time,  be  removed, 

CoiUd  I  be  admitted  at  St.  John's,  I  conclude,  from 
what  I  have  h^d,  that  my  provision  would  be  ade- 
quate ;  not  otherwii^.  From  my  mother  I  could  depend 
on  1$  or  20L.  a  year,^  if  isbelive,  toward  college  expenees, 
and  I  could  spend  the  l<mg  vacation  at  Jhome.  The  20L 
]^r  annum  from  my  brother  would  suffice  for  dothes ,  &c. 
so  that  if  I  could  procure  20l.  a  year  mwe,  as  you  steni 
to  think  I  n^ay,'  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Martyn,  I  coin 
ceive  I  mighty  with  economy,  be  supported  at  CoUege: 
of  tius,  however,  you  igre  Uie  best  judge* 

You  may  opm^ve  how  much  I  feel  obliged  by  Mr. 
Mart]^,  on  this  head,  as  well  as  to  you,  for  your  un- 
wearying exertions.  Truly,  friends  have  risen  up  to  me 
in  quarters  where  I  cou)d  n^t  have  expected  them,  and 
they  have  been  raised,  as  it  were,  by  the  finger  of  God, 
t  haye  reason,  above  sdl  me^^  to  be  grateful  to  the  fa- 
tbor  of  all  mereies,  for  his  loving^tiadness  towards  me : 
surety  no  one  am  have  bad  more  experience  of  the  fiither- 
ly  concern  with  which  God  watches  over,  protects,  and 
succours  hb  chosen  seed,  than  I  have  had ;  wi  sur^. 
none  could  have  less  expected  su<^  a  mluiisfestalion  of  his 
grace,  and  none  could  have  less  nierited  its  continuance. 

♦  ♦  ♦   .    .     . 

H2 
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/In  imiittasDceoCyoiv  iiyiiactioii)  I  ihali  la^i  aside  Gro^ 
Ititt^  and  tak  up  Cicero  and  iivy»  or  Taeitat »  In  Qrcdi^ 
{  must  letf  cootentedy  for  the  ensuing  Courteendajs,  with 
the  Testament ;  I  shall  then  have  conqotred  the  soS|ids» 
and  if  things  go  on  smootlily,  the  Acts.  I  shall  then 
cead  I^dmer,  and  p^aps.Pktito'sPhsfidon,  which' I  lately 
picked  up  at  a  Stall.  My,  dasaic^l  knowledge  js  irerj 
iKfierficiat.;  il  haa  rery  little  depth  or  solidity.:  .  bat  I 
^Ye  reaUy  so  amall  a  portion  of  leisure,,  that  I  ^;««>nder 
Ht  tbe^  prq^rcsft  I  do  make.  I  believe  I  must  copy  tfie 
old  divine9>  in  riaiog  at  four  o'clock,  for  my  evenk^  art 
fo  much  tdten  up  with  visitbg  the  sicfc,  and  with  young 
men  .who  cone  for  religiout  convevsation,  that  there  is 
bat  little  tkae  for  study.  , 


■  TO  MB.  B.  MADDOCIL 

.J^<M,tiagtaim  £4th  April,  1804.      , 
MT  BBAR  BSK| 

TRULY  I  an  grieved,  that  whenever  I  undertake  t« 
he  the  messeqger  of  §^adtidii^  I  should  frustrate  my 
thwn  design,,  and  conmuncate^to  my  good  mtelhgence  a 
taint  of  sadness^  as  it  were  by  contagion.  Most  joyfoUj 
dkl  I  jat  down  to  write  my  last,  as  Lkoew  I  had  wbere^ 
with  to  administer  comfort  to  you ;  and  yet,  after  all,  I 
find  that  by  gloomy  anticipations  I  have  converted  my 
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Msam  into  Intteffieiag  and  baye  !>y  no  me«M  ^spotted 
that  unmixed  pleasure  wbich  I  wiahed  to  dt>« 

Fdrdb^dJB^i  and  dismal  calcuIatiOBs  are,  I  am  con* 
Tinoed,  wry  useless,  and  I  thmk  very  pemiciottt  a^eoa* 
ktions— ''  Si^ieat  for  tbe  day  is  tbe  evil  ttoeof/'-^ 
And  yet  how  apt  are  w^,  when  imninent  Iriids  molest  u^ 
to  increase  the  bartheo  by  mtlandM^y  mitainations  Oil 
future  evib — evib  which  exist  oMy  in  oilr  own  imi^;»ia« 
tions — and  which,  should  they  be  realized,  itiU  cert«iiil^ 
arrive  in  time  to  oppress  us  sufficiently,  without  our 
adding  to  their  'existence  by  previous  sqppreheasion,  tnd 
ftus  voluntarily  incurring  the  penalty  of  mislbrtunes  yal 
in  proqpeative^  and  trials  yet  unborn;  Let  us  guard 
then,  I  beseech  you,  s^gainst  these  ungrateful  divinaliofif 
kto  the  womb  of  futurity — we  know  our  afiairs  are  ia 
the  hknds  of  one  who  has  wisdom  to  do  fbr  us  beyond 
our  narrow  prudence;  and  we  cannot,  by  taking  thougfaC 
avoid  any  afflictive  dispensation  which  GUKfa  providence 
may  have  in  store  for  us^  Let  us  tbevefore  eqfoy  with 
thankftilness  the  present  sunshine,  without  advertiof  1^ 
the  coming  storm.  Few  and  transitory  are  the  iatervab 
of  calm  and  ^ttled  day  with  wbieh  we  are  cheered  m 
tiie  tempestuous  voyage  of  life;  we  ought  therefcfe  to 
enjoy  them,  while  they  last,  with  unmixed  delight, ^md  ntX 
turn  the  Messing  into  a  curse,  by  lamenltif^  that  It  cannot 
^dure  without  intermpliott.  We,  my  belov^  ^end^ 
are  united  in  our  afiections  by  no  conunon  bands— 'banft 
wUdi  I  tvusC  ^re  too  strong  to  be  easily  4mKt9xtd^€t 


Digitized  by 


Google 


102 

%e  fcHDW  Ml  wimlGod  mty  Mtttul  «ritk  reaped  l^m/nor 
liAve  live  any  buflAfeest  to  etfqittre-^we*thould  v^^n  tfie 
inerey  of  our  Father,  who  is  in  heafen — and,  if  we  ave  to 
flnUdpaftey-  we  ahootd  hope  tbe  bMt;  I  slaiid  tdf4i^ 
tnued  therefore  for  my  prurient,  and,  I  may  say,  nre* 
Hgioma  fears*  A  prudent  foresight,  a»  it  may  guard  ua 
from  many  impending  dangers.  Is  lauddrfe;  but  a  mor« 
bid  propenstly  to  seize  and  brood  over  future  ills  is  ago* 
nising,  while  it  is  utterly  useless,  and  therefore  oVght  to 
be  repressed*      - 

I  faaiFe  received  intelligence,  rince  writing  the  above, 
which  nearly  setUes  my  fiittare  totination*-  A*-  '*'*.  -in* 
JTorms  me,  that  Mr.  Martyn,  a  feUow  of  St.  Joim's,  has 
about  201.  a  year  to  dispose  of,  towards  keqiing  a^it^ 
ftoUs  man  at  college — and  he  seems  convinced  tbe(t,^:if 
sny  mother  allows  me  20l.  ayear  more«  Imay  Kveal  Si. 
JokH%  provided  I  could  gain  admittanoe,  wUd^  at  tbil 
;c(4iege,  is  difficult,  unless  you  have  previously  stood  in 
the  list  Ut  a  year.  Mr.  Martyn  thinks,  if  I  propose  myself 
iaomediately,  I  shall  get  upon  die  foundittioD,«id  by  t^ 
ida/a  post  1  baye  transmitted  testiiaonialft  of  my  claiaical 
acquitementk.  In  a  few  days,  therefore,  h  liope  la-heir 
<thatl  am  on  tiie  boavds^of  St.  John's. 

.  '-  Mr.  Dashwood  has  infonned  me,  that  he  abo  lias  re- 
vived a  letter  fr<mi  a  gentleman,  a.  magistrate  near  Gam- 
;brid^,  offering  me  aU  the  assistance  in  his  :power  to- 
3vards  gidtting  Uirough  college,  so  aa  there  be  jio.  oMig»^ 
tion.    My  way  therefore  iuipw  pretty  clearer     - 
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/  Ilittfe  jtt^menfroiaiiiylnetf,  ntaniBg  tbuibto 
^t .  krnmAf'  Father  for  this  providential  opemog^iogr 
Imrtis  ^oite  fiiU.  Help  me  to  be  grateful  to  him,  and 
pnqFilNttiBlay  be  a  Aithftd  minister  of  his  wont     . 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVtLLE.' 
,  Nottini^iap* 

^  - 1  S^'dowQ  with  uirfagned  pleasnie  to  write;  in  com- 
pRaiice  with  youi*  request,  Ifaaik  would  eitpfaiiii  to  you 
th^m^doetrili€i»  «(tiie  church  of  En^d^  orwbatis^e 
saitielliSng^oftheBiMe.  Thesdbjectlsmostm^rttiit, 

'  liisi^Ailc^'  tn  it  affects  that  part  of  man  which  is  jncor- 
tnplible,  and  iHiichmniSt  exist  forever— his  soul.  When 
Ooil  made  ^  btvite  crei^R/  he  mer^y  embodied  the 
dust  of  lite  eaHh/  and  gave  it  the  ^w«^  of  locomotfon,  or 
'ef  moving  about,  aend  of  existing  m^  a  certiria  sphere;  In 
'Ot^der  to^iordnniteairimds  arnle  of  action,  by  which 
they  might  be  kept  alive,'  he  im|^nted  in  them  certain 
instincts  from  which  they  can  never  depait.  Such  is  that 
'^f  sdf^presettation  and  the  selection  of  |)roper  food.^ — 
Bui  he  not  only  endued  man  widi  these  powers,' bnt  he 
gaVt^m'mtW,  or  spirit^afkcdhy.  which  enatrfes  him  to 

'fatMnaie  on  the  objects  wUdi  he  does  not  see-^tb  eom« 

•pare  impresrions— to  invent— alvd  to  foel  pteaisure  ind 

H4 
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pirn,  when  their  causes  are  either  gone  or  pwH,'  or  fit  ni 

the  future,    lib  is  what  cbnstitutes  th^  huinaii  spol.    it 

is  an  tmmaterial  esseDoe—^no  one  kaows  whatit  cboshli 

of,  or  Inhere  it  resides ;  the  brain  and  the  beait  are'.tti 

organs,  which  it  most  seems  to  affect ;  but  it  would  be 

absurd  to  infer  therefrom,  1that  the  material  organs  of 

the  heart  and  the  brain  constitute  the  soul,  seeing  that 

the  impressions  of  the  mind  «ometimes  afiect  one  organ 

and  sometimes  the  other.    Thus,  when  any  of  the  pas^ 

sions — ^love,  fy^pe^  ^r,  pleasure,  or  pain  aiie  excited,,  we 

feel  them  at  our  heart.    When  we  discuss  a  topic  of  cool 

reasoning,  the  process  is  carried  on  in  the  brain,  yet  both 

parts  are  inr  a  greater  or  less  degree  acted  upon  on^  dl 

Qccasiofeis,  and  we  may  therefore  conclude^  that  the  apnl 

Besides  in  neither  individually,  but  is  an  immaterial  spirit 

«*-wbidi  ecca^ionally  impresses  the  <Hie  and  occasional^ 

fbt  f^Hi^Xu    That  the  soul  is  immaterial,  has  been  proved 

to  a  tnathematiqd  ^einonstration.    When  we  strike,  wt ' 

lift  lip  qur  arm —when  we  walk,  we  |»otrude  our  legs  al- 

l^lBnitdy, — but  when  we  thiidc,  we  move  np  organ:  the 

te^flfin,  depend^  on  no  aclbu  of  matter,  but  seems  as  H 

iWjere  to  hoyeir  over  us,  to  regulate  the  machme  of  oor 

tHf^&^,  «nd  U>  meditate  and  q[)eciiliite  on  things  abstract 

Aft  weU  ;as  sinqple,  extraneous  as  well  as  connected  with 

imt  i^dividuaK  wel&re,  without  having  luiy  bond  whicb 

can  imitei  it  wkh  our  gross  corporeal  bodies.    The  fledi 

iiJaBe  the  temi^orary  tabernacle  whicb  the  soul  inhabilB^ 

IjOTieijto,  and  regulates ;  but  as  it  does  not  consist  in  any 

orgimiaation  of  matter,  our  bodies  may  die  and  return 

t»  ihe  du^  from  whcnde  tbey  were  taken,  while  our  sool^ 
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jpcpq^crf:  esa^icps — are  incapable  of  deatk  and  aQni? 
Uiatioq. .  The  spirit  is  that  portion  of  God's  own  imr 
|niMts4  oatttfe,^  whkh  he  foreatlied  into  our  day  at  our 
bQtb>  and  which  therefore  cannot  be  destroyed^  but 
wiil  cpotinil^  to  exist  when  its  earthly  habitation  is  min- 
ted with  its.p^i^ut  dust.  We  must  admit  therefore, 
mkaX  all  ages  and  nations,  savage  as  well  as  civilized, 
have  acknowledged^  that  we  have  souls,  and  that  as  they 
are  iocorpore?il  they  do  not  die  with  our  bodies,  but  are 
necesii^ly  immortal.  The  question  then  naturally  arises^ 
what  becomes  of  them  after  death  1  Here,  man  of  hif 
wm  wisdom  must  stop: — but  God  has  thought  fit,  in 
his  mercy,  \o  reveal  to  us  in  a  great  measure  the  secret 
of  Qim  ^tures,  4|nd  in  the  Holy  Scriptures  we  find  a 
plain  and  int^lHgibie  account  of  the  purposes  of  our  ex;- 
ist^^Qce;,  at)d  the  things  we  have  to  expect  in  the  worl^ 
to  come.  And  here  I  shall  just  remark,  that  the  authen* 
ticity  and  di^ui^  inspiration  of  Moses  are  estabKshe^ 
bejioqd  a  doubt ;  and  that  no  learned,  man  can  possibly 
'dtny  tb^r  authority.  Over  all  nations,  even  among  thf 
Sayafes  of  America,  cut  out  as  it  were  from  the  eastern 
morhi,  there  are  traditions  extant  of  the  flood,  of  Noah, 
]|||oie9|  and  other  f^triarchs,  by  names  whidi  come  so 
fli^r  the  proper  Qnes,  as  to  remove  all  doubt  of  their 
i^tity^  .  You  know  mankind  is  continually  encreasing 
in  aum^er,  and  consequently,  if  you  make  a  calculation 
it^w^^  the  numbers  m,uit  continue  lessening,  and 
lessenmg,  until  you  come  to  a  point  where  tliere  was 
only  one  man.  Well,  according  to  the  most  probable 
49lcul$iti<)ni  -ttiis  p^jnt  will  be  found  to  be  about  5,S00 
years  bad^  vis.  the  time  of  the  creation,  inaking  alloir- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


^106 

iHiee  tw  the  floock  Moreover,  (here  are  appenrweei 
upon  the  suifiiic«  ^the  globe,  which  denole  the  manBcr 
in  which  it  wa»  Ibniided,  and  th<  proems  thus  ilevelopei 
will  be  fpond  to  agree  very  exactly  with  Ihi  JtgWPtOmt 
account  of  Moses.— -(Of  this  I  sh^  treat  in  a  subset 
quent  letter.) — ^Admitting  then  that  the. books  dfthr 
•Pentateud^  were  written  by  divine  mspiration,  we  sec 
laid*  before  us  the  whde  history  of  our  caee,  aod  lachMl- 
ing  the  prophets,  and  the  New  Testament,  the  wh^ 
achetne  of  our  future  existencei  we  learn  in  the  fint 
pfaice,  that  God  created  man  in  a  state  of  perfect  faa|^ 
new,  that  he  was  placed  in  the  midst  of  every- thing  tiiat 
could  delight  the  eye  or  fascinate  the  mind,  and  that  lie 
had  only  one  command  imposed  upon  htm>  wUcb  be 
was  to  keep  under  the  penalty  of  death,  TUs  eomnmod 
God  has  been  pleased  to  cover  to  our  eyes  with  laipeaiQ- 
trable  obscurity.  Moses,  in  .the  figurative  lai^iage  ^f 
the  East,  calls  iteaUngthe  fruit  of  theTreeof  Kdowtod^ 
of  €U>od  and  EviL  But  this  we  c«fi  underslMid,  that 
man  rebelled  against  the  command  of  his  Maker,  and 
pluiiged  himsdf  by  that  crime,  from  a  stateof  UisB.to  a 
alate  of  forrow,  and  in  tlie  end,  of  death. — ]^  death 
liere  is  meant,  the  exclusion  of  the  soul  from  future  hap- 
piness. It  followed,  that  if  Adam  fell  from  bliss,  his 
posterity  must  £ill,  for  the  fruit  Iknist  be  like  the.^rsBt 
stock,  and  a  man  made  as  it  were  dead  must  likewiie 
bring  forth  children  under  the  same  curse. — Evil  emmot 
beget  good.  *. 

But  the  benign  Fktiier  of  the  uiuverse  had  |iity  ofMn 
Adam  and  his  posterity,  and  knowing  the  frailty  of  our 
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ntor^lM^^idiiotwuli  to  assume  tlie  ribdit  fjenon- ct 
fmjimi  ftngtatkce.  Still  Qod  is  a  being  who  is  iafiuilvly 
JfMf ;  as  well  as  infinitely  mereijw,  and  therefore  his  deu 
cv^ai*  jiot  to^be  dispensed  with,  and  his  ofieuded  jus- 
tice must  hare  exfriation.  The  case  of  mankind  was  de- 
plorable s^'-^yriads  yet  nnbora  were  implicafted  by  the 
eHme  of  their  common  progenitor  iil  general  ruin.  But 
ftie  nercy  of  God  pilevailed,  and  Jesus  C^irist,  the  Mes- 
rias,  of  whom  all  ages  talked  before  he  came  down 
amoitgttt  men,  offered  himself  up  as  an  atonement  foV 
mim'l  crimes. — ^The  Son  of  God  himself,  infinite  in 
m^cy,  offered  to  take  up  the  human  fortir,  to  undergo 
ike  aetemi  pains  of  humiin  IHe,  and  the  severest  pangs 
^  dc«^h ;  be  offered  to  lie  under  the  power  of*  the 
grate'  for  a  certain  period,  and  in  a  word  to  sustain  all 
die  fwrnishment  of  our  primitive  disobedience  in  the 
juteadaf  matk^  The  atonement  was  infinite,  t>ecuU9e 
4dM'«  Juilice  is  infinite ;  and  nothing  but  such  an  atone- 
ment eoeld  hate  saved  the  fkllen  race. 

•Hie  death  of  Christ  then  takes  away  the  stain  of  ori- 
giairi  9&,  and  gnresmah  at  least  the  powhr  oyaltaihing 
et^nal  bKss.  Still  our  salvation  is  conditional,  and  we 
lAive  certain  requisitions  to  comply  with,  ere  we  can  be 
secare -of  heaven. — Tlie  next  question  then  is.  What  are 
tfae<^enditioilis  on  which  we  are  to  be  saved?  The  word 
«f*Ood  here  comes  in  again,  in  elucidation  of  otir  duty ; 
the  chief  point  insisted  upon  is,  that  we  should  keep 
God's  Law  contained  in  the  Ten  Commandments,  but  as 
^k»  oMHtsioflr  or  breach  of  ont  article  of  tlie  twelve  tables 
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18  a  crime  just  of  as  great  a  magnitude  as  the  ordinal 
sin^  and  entails  tlie  jf^enalty  on  us^  as  much  as  if  we  had 
infringed  the  whole ;  God,  seeing  our  frailty,  provided  a 
means  of  effecting  our  salvation,  in  which  nothing  shoiikl 
be  required  of  us  but  reliance  on  his  truth. — God  senf 
tlie  Saviour  to  bear  the  weight  of  our  sins ;  he,  there* 
fore,  requires  us  to  believe  implicitly,  that  through  hi« 
blood  we  shall  be  accepted.  This  is  the  succedaneum 
tvhicb  he  imposed  in  lieu  of  the  observance  of  the  moral 
law.  Faith !  Belibve,  and  ye  shall  be  saved. — - 
He  requires  from  us  to  throw  ourselves  upon  the  Redeemeri 
to  look  for  acceptance  through  him  alone,  to  regard  our* 
selves  as  depraved,  debased,  fallen  creatures,  who  can  dp 
nothing  worthy  in  his  sight,  and  who  only  hope^  mercy 
through  the  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ.  Faith  is  the 
foundation  stone ;  Faith  is  the  superstructure ;  Faith  i* 
|iU  in  ^11.—"  By  Faith  ar«  ye  saved;  by  Faith  are  ye 
justified.'' 

How  easy,  my  dear  Neville,  are  the  conditions  God 
imposes  upon  us.  He  only  commands  us  to  feel  the  tie 
jof  common  gratitude,  to  trust  in*  the  mediation  of  hi« 
Son,  and  all  shall  be  forgiven  us.  And  shall  our  pride^ 
our  deluded  imaginations^  our  false  philosophy,  interfere 
to  blind  our  eyes  to  the  beauties  of  so  benevolent,  sa 
benign  a  system ! — Or  shall  earthly  pleasures  engross  idl 
our  thoughts,  nor  leave  space  for  a  care  for  our  souls!—: 
God  forbid !  As  for  Faith,  if  our  hearts  are  hardened^ 
aud  we  cannot  feel  that  implicit,  that  fervent  belief^ 
which  the  scripture  requu-es,  let  us  pray  to  God,  t)ia|t 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


109 

be  will  send  his  Holy  Spirit  down  upon  us»  that  he 
will  enlighten  our  understandings  with  the  knowledge 
of  that  Truth  which  is  too  vast,  too  sublime,  for  hu- 
man understandings,  unassisted  by  Divine  Grace,  to 
comprehend. 

I  have  here  drawn  a  hasty  out-lincf  of  the  gospel 
fdan  of  salvation.  In  a  future  letter  I  shall  endea- 
vour to  fill  it  up.  At  present  I  shall  only  sayv  think 
on  these  things  !^--^They  are  of  moment  iuconcen^ 
able.— rRcad  yoiur  bible,  in  order  to  confirm  yoursdf 
in  these  sublime  truths,  and  pray  to  Grod  to  sanctify 
to  you  the  instructionei  it  contains.  At  present  I 
would  tiyn  your  attention,  exclusively,  to  the  New 
Testuveot  Read  also  the  book  which  accompanies 
diia  letter ; — it  is  by  the  great  Locke,  and  will  serve 
to  shew  you  what  so  illustrious  a  philosopher  thought 
•f  revelation. 
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TO  MR*  K.  A — -.  ^  , 

.     Nottingham,  May  T'fch,.  1804. 
DBAH  ROBBICT, 

YOU  doa't Icnow  bow  I  ldn«;  to  hear  how  jovit  ded^^^ 
maSdon  w«»  received;  and  "  alliabout  it,''  as  we  say  ia 
these  parte.  I  hope  to  see  it,  wheu  Isee  its  anthcir  aud 
pionoiuiQer.  Theinistocie«,  116  douhf ,  received  diie  praise 
from  ^0^  for  his  valour  and  mAtlety;  but  I  trust  yod 
poured  down  a  torrent  of  eloquent  indignatson  upon  the 
riding  principles  of  his  actions,  and  the  motive  of  bis 
conduct  {  ifb&t  you  exalted  the  mitd  and  unassumiifig 
virliies  of  lus  more  amiable  rival.  The  object  of  The^ 
iQwtOQies  was  the  aggnmdisemeiit  of  himself,  that  of' 
Aristides  the  wdlfare  and  prosperity  of  the^sl^te.  The' 
oie  eucteavoured  to  swell  the  ghry  of  his  country;  the 
other  to  promote  its  security,  external  and  internal,  fo-' 
reign  and  dbraestic.  M^le  you  estimated  the'  services 
which  Themibtdcles  rendered  to  the  stale,  in  opposition 
lo  those  of  Aristides,  you  of  c«>urse  remembered  that 
the  former  had  die  largest  scope  for'aclion,  and  that  he 
influenced  his  couutryaieQ  to  fall  into  all  hb  plans,  whOe 
they  banished  his  competitor,  not  by  his  superior  wis- 
dom, or  goodness,  but  by  those  btrigues  and  factious 
artifices  which  Aristides  would  have  disdained.  Themb* 
tocles  certainly  did  use  Mi  means  to  a  desirable  ehd:  ' 
and  if  we  may  assume  it  as  an  axiom,  that  Providence 
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will  forward  the  designs  of  a  gobd,  sooner  ttnm  those  of 
a  bad'  m^n,  whatever  inequality  of  abilities  there  may  be 
betweeeo.  the  two  ctiaraclers,  it  will  follow,  that — had 
Athens  remained  under  the  guidance  of  Aristides,  it  would 
have  been  better  for  her.-  The  diflference  between The- 
mistocles  and  Aristides  seem  to  me  to  be  this:.  That  the 
former  was  a  wise  and  a  fortunate  man,  and  that  the 
latter,,  though, he  had  equal  wisdom^  had  not  equal  good 
fortune.  We  may  admire  the  heroic  qualities  and  the 
crafty  poliljy  of  the  one,  but  to  the  temperate  and  disio* 
tecest^  patriQti^t  the  good  and  virtuous  dispositioAis 
of  the  other,  we  can  alone  give  the  meed  cf  beartiMt 
praise. 

■  ^  * 
.  J  only  mean. by  this,  that  wie  must  not  infer  Tbemli^ 
tociet  to  have  been  the  letter  ax  the  greater  man,  %^ 
cause  he  sendered  more  esscsotial  services  to  the  atale^ 
t^aa  Aristides,  nor  even  that  his  ^stein  was  the  most 
judicious, — but  only,  that  l^  decision  of  chanMtov  and 
by  .good  fortune,,  bis  measures  succeeded  best  ^ 


T^irvles  <^  composition. are,  in  my  opinioo,  very 
few.  If  we  have  a  mature  acquaintance  widi  our  sub- 
ject, there  is  little  foar  of  our  expressing  it  as  we  ought; 
provided  we  have  had  same  /t^life  experience  in  writing. 
The  finttfaii^  to  be  aimed  at  js  per^fucuity.  that  is  the 
great  point,  which,  once  attained,  will  mdke  all  other  ob» 
ftades:  im^th  to  us.    In  ord^  to  write  persj[McuousIy^ 
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ve  siiould  have  si  perftet  kliowledge  o^  the  tOf»c  ofi 
nvhifh  we  are  about  to  treat,  in  all  its  bearings  and  de* 
pendencies.  We  shouM  think  well  beforehand,  what 
^iil  be  the  clearest  method  of  conveymg  the  drift  of 
onr  design.  This  is  similar  to  what  piainters  call  the 
Inassing,  or  getting  the  effect  of  the  more  prcMnineal 
lights  and  shades  by  broad  dashes  of  the  pencil.  When 
our  thesis  is  well  arranged  in  our  mind,  and  we  have 
predisposed  our  arguments,  reasonings^  afid  illustralionsi 
so  as  they  shall  all  conduce  to  th<^  object  in  ^ew,  in  re-^ 
gular  sequence  and  gradation,  we  may  sit  down  and  ex- 
press our  ideas  in  as  clear  «  manner  as  w«  can,  always 
using  such  words  as  are  most  suited  to  our  purpose;  and 
when  two  modes  of  expression,  equally  luminous,  present 
themselves,  selecting  that  which  is  the  most  harmonious 
«nd  elegant.    • 

I 
It  8om<;times  happens  that  writers,  in  amiii^  at  per- 
tpieuily,  #ver-readi  themselves  by  employing  too  m«iy 
words,  and  perplex  the  mifid  liy  a  nmltiplicity  of  illasK 
trations.  Thb  is  a  very  fatal  error.  Circumlocutiou 
seldom  conduces  to  plainness;  and  you  may  take  it  as  a 
maxim,  that,  when  once  an  idea  is  clearly  eji^^ssed,, 
every  addktonal  stroke  wiB  only  cpafiise  the  mind,  and 
diminish  tiie  effect. 

When  yon  have  once  karaed  to  express  youxsdf  4fill| 
Klearoess  and  pfoprieCy,  you  will  sowi  arrive  at  elegimfie* 
Every  thing  else,  m  fhi^,  wJH  foUow  atjuf  eowiew}  Bui 
I  warn  yptt  not  to  mvert  the  order  of  Huags^  and  be 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


lis 

paying  your  addretees  to  the  graces,  virben  yod  oi^Iit  to 
he  studying  per^icuity.  Toung  writer^  m  general,  art 
too  solicitous  to  round  off  tfaehr  periods,  and  regulate  tbe 
cadences  of  thleir  style*  Hence  tbe  £reble  pleonastns  and 
idle  repetitions  which  deform  their  pages.  If  you  woukl 
have  your  compositions  vigorous,  and  masculine  in  their 
tone,  let  every  word  tbll;  and  when  you  detect 
yourself  polishing  off  a  sentence  with  expletives,  regard 
yourself  m  exactly  the  same  predicament  with  a  pk>et 
who  should  eke  out  the  measure  of  his  verses  with  "  i» 
turn  titum  tee.  Sir*** 

So  much  for  style— 


TO  MR.  R.  A- 


NotttDgham,  9th  May,  1804. 
VT  PSAB  FBIENP, 


I  HAVE  not  spoken,  as  yet,  to  Messrs.  Coldham  and 
Enfield^ ,  Your  injunction  to  suspend  so  doing,  has  left 
me  in  a  state  of  mind,>  which,  I  think,  I  am  blameable 
tor  iudttlgmg,  but  which  is  indescribably  painful.    I  bad 

veil.  1.  "  I 
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the ,  effects  of  a  low  fever,  which  hsa  preyed  on  my 
nerves  for  the  last  six  or  seven  days.  !  I  atn  afiraod^ 
Robert,  my  religion  is  very  s»{>erfi<liatl,  I  dughttiot  to 
feel  this  distrust  of  God's  i^ovidence.  Should  I  now  be 
-prevented  from  going  to. CoOege,  I  shall  regard  it  as  a 
|iist  punishineut  for  my  want  of  faith. 

'  I  conclude  Mr.  Martyn  has  failed  in  procuring  the 
«id  he  expc^ed^    Jsilsot 


On  these  contingencies,  Robert,  ybu  mustlnow,  from 
my  peculiar  situation,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  get  to  Col- 
lege. My  mother,  at  all  times  averse,  has  lately  been 
pressed  by  one  of  the  deacons  of  Castlegate  Meeting,  to 
prevail  on  me  to  go  to  Dr.  Williams.  This  idea  now . 
fiUs  her  head,  and  she  would  feel  no  small  degree  of 
pleasure  in  the  failure  of  my  resources  for  College. 
Besides  this,  her  natural  anxiety  for  my  welfare  will 
never  allow  her  to  permit  me  to  go  to  the  University,  de- 
pending almost  entirely  on  herseff,  knowing  hot  only 
the  inadequacy,  but  the  great  uncertainty  of  her  aid. 
Coldham  and  Enfield  must  likewise  be  satisfied  that  my 
v^^ay  is  clear:  I  tremble,  I  almost  despair.  A  variety  of 
contending  emotions,  which  I  cannot  particularize,  agi- 
tate my  mind.  I  tremble  lest  i  should  hav^  mistaken 
my  call:  these  are  solemn  warnings; — but  no — I  cannot 
entertain  the  thought.    To  the  ministry  I  am  devtfted. 
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J  bdiievi^  by  God;  m  utefc  way*  must  be  left  to  bfa  pr<v 
Ttdence^ 


TO  HIS  BIU)TH£R  N£VILI£^ 

'     •  NotUogbiiD,  Joa^y  1604;  *  . 
lyfiAtt  NEYILLB, 

IN  answer  to  your  question.  Whether  the  Sizars  hare 
^y  duties  to  perform,  I  answer  no.  Somebody,  per- 
haps, has  been  hinting  that  there  are  servile  offices  to  be 
performed  by  Sizars.  It  is  a  common  opinion,  but  per- 
fectly erroneous.  The  Oxf&rd  servitors,  I  believe,  have 
many  unpleasant  duties ;  but  the  Sizars  at  Cambridge 
only  differ  from  the  rest  in  name. 


1^ 
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TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK. 

Nottiagham,  June  IStfar,  1804. 
MY  DEAR  BBNf 

I  DO  not  sit  down  to  write  you  a  long  ktter^  for  I 
fcave  been  toot  nluek  ^xhauftted  with  nuilheij^aties  to  have 
much  vigour  of^mind  left;  my  lines  will  therefore  be 
wid^r  than  they  ate  wont  to  he,  and  I  shall,  for  once,  be 
obKged  to  diffuse  a  little  matter  off r  a  broad  nr&ce« 
for  a  consolatory  lettef  I  trost  you  bave  little  need^  as 
l^y  this  time  you  have  90  dou^  l«|j?ned  toc  meet  w^ 
drftuiiess  those  temporary  prtvations  ^d  incoovenieni^ 
wbichy  m  this  life,  we  must  expect,  aad  theretee  sb^uhl 
be  prepared  to  encounter* 

•  ♦  •  - 

/ 

This  is  true — ^this  is  CkrktioM  phflosophy:  it  is  a 
philosophy,  in  which  we  must  all,  sooner  or  later,  be  m* 
sfituted,  and  which,  if  you  sledfostly  persist  in  seeking,.  I 
am  sure  God  will  assist  you  to  your  manifest  comf<»i 
and  peace. 

Therefore  sorrows,  and  there  are  misfortunes  which 
bow  dow^"  th0^  spirit  beyond  the  aid  of  all  human  com- 
foft.  Of  these,  I  know,  my  dear  Ben,  youiiavebad 
more  tfian  eommon  experience;  but  while  the  cup  of 
life  does  overflow^  with  dtaugbts  of  such  extreme  a$pe- 
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laty,  we  oagirt  to  ibrtiff  oiinelves  i^ioi8t  lesth'  t^  u 
unimportaot  to  man,  who  has  nmch  heavier  woes  to  n%r 
pect,  and  to  the  Christian,  whose  joys  are  laid  h^ndtht 
terge  of  mortal  existence.  There  ard  affliction^  thert 
ave  privations,  where  death  and  hope*  iRKBCOVisBABLir 
hhisted,  leave  no  prospect  of  retrievai«  whtfa  I  ilrooldnb 
ihore  say  to  the  mourner,  ''  Man,  wherefore  weepest 
flour  than  i  wonM  ask  the  winds  why  they  blew/  or 
IIm  tenpeal  why  it  raged«  Sorrows  like  these  are  sat- 
tied:  but  the  inferior  tr0iri>l68  of  partitd  separalkn^ 
texatioiis  .#oeupatioo,  and  of^osing  current  of  humati 
AAirs,  are  aich  a^  ought  not,  atieast,  umnoderately  ^ 
ttttctM  €hristian;  bat  rattMr  ought  to  be  conlemphit^ 
aslheneeessary  «ccid0sl»of  1^,  aiid  disreganled  while 
their  paii»  nre  most  setisiUy  felt« 

Do  not  thu^  I  beseech  yott,my  dear  Ben,  that  I  wish 
to  represent  your  sorFOWs  as  light  or  trivial;  I  know 
they  are  not  light ;  I  know  they  are  not  trivial:  btit  i 
wish  to  induce  you  to  sniii  up  the  man  within  yeu^  and 
trhUe  those  nnhappy  troubles^  which  you  oannolalleviatii 
mitttcoatioue  to  torment  you,  I  would  exhort  you.  to  rise 
superior  to  the  orossesof  life,  afid  timw  younulf  a  genuint 
disciple  of  Jesus  Christ,  in  the  endurance  of  tvlC  Without 
rqpinbg>  or  unavailable  lamenlatioBS. 

.  Blest  ms  youaie  with  Ae  good  testimoiqr  of  an  wp* 
proving  «onsci«ice,  and  happy  b  an  kitimale  communfen 
Witt  die  aH^pure,  and  all  mardAil  God,  these  iriflhig 
4imc&tm  oikpht  wot  lo  mol^  yon;  nay,  were  the  tide  of 
13 
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Advernty  to  ^lurii*  strong  against' yoa;  ifven  were  yotii 
friends  to  forsafce  you,  and  abject  poverty  to  stsn  you 
in  1]ie  face,  you  ought  to  be  abundantly . thankful  to  0o4 
for  his  mercies  to  you;  you  ought  to  consider  yourself 
8tili  as  rich;  yea,  to  look  around  you  and  say,  I'sni  ft^ 
happier  than  the  sons  of  men. 

-  This  is  a  system  of  phiidsophy  which,,  for  myself,  I 
•shall  not  only  preach,  l^t  practise.  We  are  here  fes 
BoUer  purposes  than  to  waste  the  fleeting  moments  of 
lOur  lives  in  lamentations  and  wailiogs  over  troubles 
whi<^h,  in  thjeurifidest 'extent,  do  but  alFectthe^resehl 
I  tate,  and  which,  pethaps^  only  regard  ;our  personal  ets^ 
and  proqperily.  Make  swan  outeast-r-a  beggar;  plaee 
me  a  bare*footed  pilgrim  on  th^e  top  of  the  Alps  or  tho 
Pyrenees,  and  I  should  have  wherewithal  to  sustain  the 
4>irit  within  ufe»  in'the  reflection  that  al|  tbi^  was  but  as 
for  a  moment,  and  that  a  period  would  come  when  wrong 
and  injury,  and  trouble,  should  be  np  more.  .Are  we  to 
be  so  utterly  enslaved  by  habit  and  association,  that  we 
shall  spend  our  lives  in  anxiety  and  bitter  care,  only  that 
we  may  find  a'covering  for  our  bodies,  or  the  means  of 
assuaging '  hunger?  for  what  else  is  an  anxiety  after  the 
world?  ,  Or  are  even  the  followers  of  Christ  themselves 
to  be  infected  with  the  inane,  the  childish  desire  of  heap- 
ing together  wealth?  .  Were  a  man,  in  the  way  of  mak- 
ing a  large  fortiihe,  t6  take  up  his  hat  smd  stick,  and  ^y, 
ff  I  am  ilsele^s  btfre,  and  unhappy,  I  will  go  and  abider 
with  the  G^ntpb  or  the  Paraguay,  where  I  siiall  be  haj^y 
aod'iiiefiiV' he  wOQld  be  toughed  at;  bt|t  I'ssiy  he  woiHd 
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prove  hiinsdf.  a  nnm  reiisoB^bie  aod  virtnoos  iamn  Uuiii 
him  who  binds  himself  down  to  a  business  which  he4)i^> 
likesy  because  it  would  be  accounted  strapge,  or  foolisb» 
to  dtwndon  so  good  a  concern,  and  who  faeap^up  wealthy 
|ar  which  he  has  little  relbh,  because 'the  world  acootmt9> 
jt  policy.  ;  .         I  ...  if 

:  I^wJlLrtfraJp-ftom  pmauii^  thistftgeof  reaaonipg,  F 
haom  the  wealEness  of  human natore,  and  I  knowdiiA 
we  may  argue  with  a  deal  of  force^  to  shew  the  foHy  <^ 
gckf  whea^we  ourselves  are  its. passive  victims.  But 
friieSier . strength  of  mind  prevail  with  you,  or  whether 
jou  still  indulge  in  mekmcholy /bodmgs  and.repinings,  >i 
am  stil;  your  .firiend,  nay^  your  9gfnmfaihiMing  friend* 
Hard  and  caU<^s»  and  ^^ttnfeelkig^  as  I  may  seem,.!  have 
a  lieait  for  my  ever,  dear  Bei^amm. 

HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVHiLE. 

Wilford,  near  Nottin^^iain, 1804. 

DEAR  NBVILLB, 

I  NOW  write  to  you  from  a  little  cottage  at  WUford, 

wiMre  \  have  taken  a  room  for  a  fortnight,  as  well  lor 

l)ie  beniifit  of  my  health,  as  for  the  advantage  of  unift- 

^rvpted  study.    I  Uve  in  a  homely  house^  in  a  hon^ely 

14 
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itykp  bm  am  #d  oecuped^   asd  perftcOy  at  nj 


,  And  noiir,  my  dear  Brother,  I  mutt  siocerely  beg  par* 
dan  for  all  those  manifold  qeglecU,  of  which  I  cannot 
but  accuse  myself  towards  you.  MThen  I  recollect  in-^ 
numerable  requests  in  your  letters,  which  I  have  not  no- 
Heed,  and  many  enqairiei  I  have  not  satisfied^  I  almost 
leel  aftaid  that  yon  wMi  lamgine  I  no  longer  regard  youi^ 
ktteiv  wkfa  brodiedy  fondness,  and  that  you  will  ceaie 
to  exerdse  townds  me  your  wonted  ^  confidence  and 
friendship.  Indeed,  yon  mi^  take  my  word^  they  have 
arisen  from  my  peculiar  circumstances,  and  not  from  miy 
imcbncem  or  disregard  of  your  wishes.  I  am  now 
bringing  my  affiurs  (laugii  not  at  the  word)  into  son»e''re« 
gularity,  after  all  the  hurry  and  confusion  in  wkidi  the^ 
havte  been  plunged,  by  the  distraction  of  mind  attending 
my  publication,  and  the  projected  clmnge  of  my  destma* 
lioiiinlife. 
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TO  mS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

Wilford,  (near  Nottingbam), 1^ 

DEAR   NEVILLE, 


I  HAVE  nip  very  nrach  on  tbe  wrong  nde  of  the  post 
here,  for  JgiaviBg  seat  copies  round  to  such  persons  as  1^4 
given  me  in  their  oames  as  subscribers^  w^b  compUment^ 
|be^  \ae9e  placed  tbein  to  the  accomt  of  prefects ! 


And  now,  my  dear  Ne?iUe9  I  must  give  you  the  most, 
ingenious  specimen  of  the  invention  of  petty  eovy,  you 
perhaps  ever  heard  of.  When  Addison  produced 
''  Cato/'  it  was  currently  received  that  he  had  bought  i( 
i^  a  vicar  for  401.  The  Nottingham  gentry,  knowing 
me  too  poor  to  buy  ray  poems^  thought  they  could  do  no 
better  than  place^  it  to  the  account  of  family  affectioiv 
and  lol  Mrs.  Smith  is  become  the  sole  author,  who  has 
made  use  of  her  brother's  name  a^  a  feint !  I  heard  of 
this  report  Jlr$t  covertly ;  it  was  said  that  Mrs.  Smith 
was  the  principal  writer ;  next  it  was  said  that  I  was  the 
author  of  ont  €tf  the  inferior  smaller  piec«s  only,  (**  My 
Slady;^  and  lastl|^  on  mentiomog  the  circumstaQce  to 

Mn  A ^,  he  confessed  diat  be  had  heard  several  times 

tet  "  my  sister  was  tbo  »A^  .qaitt-drifer  of  the  fenily^ 
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and  that  miuter  Henry,  in  particular,  was  rather  shallow,'' 
but  that  he  had  refrained  from  telling  me,  because  he 
thought  it  would  vex  me.  Now,  as  to  the  veiuug  me,  it 
only  bn»  afforded  me,  a.  hearty. laugh.  I  sent  my  com- 
pliments to  one  great  lady,  whom  I  heard  propagatmg 
this  ridimilous  report,  and  congratulated  her  on  her  in- 
geut^^  telling  her^v  as  a  gio^t  secret,  thai,  neither  my 
inster^^r  myself,  had  any  claim  to  any  of  the  Poems,  for 
fine  right  author  was  die  Gteat  Mogul's  cou^  germau. 
l^e  best  part  of  the  story  is,  that  my  good  fiiend  *  ^ 
found  means  to  get  me  to  write  verses  extempore,  ta 
prove  whether  I  could  ti^  rhymes  or  not,  which,  H  seems^ 
he  doubted 


TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK. 

Nottingham,  7tb  July,  1804, 


MY  DEAR  BEN, 


THE  real  wants  of  life  are  few ;  the.support  of  th«, 
body,  simply,  is  no  expensive  matter^  and  as  w^  i|ce  nA 
mad  upon  silks  and  jsadns^  ,the  cayering  of  it  will  not  be 
moce  costly.  .  The  only  superfluity  I  should  covet  would 
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be  iM>ok^  but  I  have  learned  how  to  abridge  that  plea- 
sure ;  and  bavisg  sold  the  flower  of  my  UbrTiry  for  the 
amazing  sum  of  Six  Guineas^  I  mean  to  try  whether 
meditation  will  not  supply  the  place  of  general  reading, 
and  probably,  by  the  time  I  am  poor  and  needy,  I  shall 
look  upon  a  large  library  like  a  fashionable  wardrobe, 
goodly  and  pleasant,  but  as  to  the  real  utility,  indifferent. 

So  much  for  Stoicism,  and  now  for'Monachism.-^l 
shall  never,  never  marry!  It  canndt,  must  not  be.  As 
to  affections,  mme  are  already  engaged  as  much  as  they 
witt  ever  be^  and  this  is  one  reason  why  I  believe  my 
life  will  t>e  a  life  of  celibacy.  I  pray  to  God  that  it  may 
be  so,  and  that  I  may  be  happy  in  that  state.  I  love  too 
ardently  to  make  love  innocent,  and  therefore  I  say  &re- 
well  to  it.  Besides,  I  have  another  inducement,  I  can- 
not introduce  a  woman  into  poverty  for  my  love's  salse, 
nor  could  I  well  bear  to  see  such  an  one  as  I  must  marry 
strtiggliog^  with  narrow  cii'cumstances,  and  sighing  for 
the  fortunes  of  her  children.— No,  I  say,  forbear !  and 
may  the  example  of  St  Gregoiy  of  Naz.  and  St.  Basil 
support  me. 

All  friends  are  wdl,  except  your  huniMe  scribe,  who 
has  got  a  little  too  ihuch  into  his  Old  way  since  your  de- 
parture. Studying  and  mu»ng,  and  dreaming  of  every 
Umig  but  his  hesdlh ;  still  amid  all  his  studyings,  nmsings. 

Your  true  friend  and  brother, 

H.  K.  WHITE. 
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TO  THE  EDITOR. 

Nettinc^uuBi  Jidy  9tky  1804. 


I  CAN  now  inform  you,  that  I  have  reason  to  bdiere 
my  way  through  College  is  dear  before  me.  From  whaft 
source  I  know  not;  but  through  the  hands  of  Mr^ 
Simeon,  Fam  provided  with  301.  per  annum;  and  while 
things  go  ofn  so  prosperously  as  they  do  now.  I  can  com* 
mand  201.  or  301.  more  from  my  friends,  and  thi^,  in  aQ 
probabili^,  until  I  take  my  degree.  The  fri^Mb  lo 
whom  I  allude  are  my  mother  and  brother^ 

My  mother  has,  for  these  five  years  pasK  k^  ^ 
Boarding  School  in  Nottingham;  and,  so  long  as  bar 
school  continues  in  its  present  state,  she  can  sup|riy  me 
Ivith  151.  or  201.  per  anmim,  without  incouvenience ;  bot 
should  she  die,  (and  her  health  is,  I  fdur,  but  bfirm)» 
that  resource  will  altogether  iaH.  Still,  I  think,  my  pras* 
pect  is  so  good  as  to  preclude  any  anxiety  on  my  part ; 
and  perhaps  my  income  will  be  more  than  adequate  to 
my  wants,  as  I  shall  be  a  Sizar  of  St.  John's,  where  the 
College  emoluments  are  more  than  commonly  Iar||;e« 

In  this  situation  of  my  afiairs,  you  will  perhaps  agree 
with  me  m  thinking  that  a  subseription  tbi'  a  vdmne  pf 
poems  wift  not  be  necessary ;  and,  certainly,  that  mea- 
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sare  is  one  wfaieh  wiQ  t>e  better  avdded,  if  it  may  be;  I 
Jiave  latdy  looked  over  wbat  poems  I  have  by  me  in 
BiaBuscript,  and  find  tbein  move  onmerooa  than  I  ex- 
pected ;  but  many  of  tkem  would  perhaf)s  be  styled 
M^ptsA  and  maukkk,  and  even  misautkr^fie,  in  the  laor 
guage  of  tlie  work],  tbong^i  ^om  the  latter  sentiment,  t 
am  sore  I  can  say,  no  one  is  more  <^posite  dian  I  am« 
These  poeinsy  tbetefore>  wiU  nar^see  the  lights  as  from 
ateadierof  that  woiid  which  gives  all  strength  to  the 
feeble,  more,  fortitude  and  christian  philosophy  may» 
miA  justice^  be  expected  Uian  they  dispkiy«  The  r&i- 
namdtr  of  n^  verses  would  not  possess  any  great  inte- 
rest: mere  description  is  often  mere  nonsense:  and  I 
have  acqiiired  a  strange  habit,  whenever  I  do  point  out  a 
train  of  moral  sentiment  Irom  the  contemplation  of  a 
picture,  to  givb  it  a  gloomy  and  querulous  ca^  when 
Aere  is  nothing  in  the  occasion  but  what  ought  to  inspire 
§oy  gnd  gratitude.  I  have  one  poem  *,  however,  of 
s^me  leng^  which  I  shall  preserve;  and  I  have  another 
of  considerable  magmtude  in  design,  but  of  which  only 
a  part  is  written,  which  I  am  fairly  at  n  loss  whether  to 
commit  to  the  ftimes,  or  at  some  futujre  oj^rtunity  to 
finish.  The  subject  is  the  Death  of  Christi  I  have  no 
fatmd  whose  opinion  is  at  all  to  be  relied  on,  to  whom  I 
could  submit  it ;  and  perhaps^  afler  all,  it  may  be  abso- 
lutely worthless. 

With  regard  to  that  part  of  my  provision  which  is 
*  Tims  is  probably  tlie  poem  allnded  to» 


LiiA. 
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derived  from  my  udknown  friend,  it  is  ^  comae  eoo^ 
tional ;  ai^-iis  it  is  nol  a  promoii  fyr  a  peei,  bat  for  .a 
emiida^f^  orders,  I  believe  it  is  eiqiected,  ^d  iodceci 
it  has  bcfen  Imited  as  a  thiag  adviseable,  that  I  .should 
barter  the  ^muses  fer  mathematics,  and  abstain  from 
writing  verses  at  least,  until  I  take  my  degree.  If  I  find 
that  all  my  time  will  be, requisite,  in  order  to  prepare 
for  the  important  office  1  am  des^ned.to  fill,  I  shall  cer- 
tainly do:  my  diity,  however,  severdy  it;ma5r  cosine;  but 
if  I  find  I  may  laja^ly  and  conscie^Upuiily.  rdax  m^U 
at,inte]:vaU,  wi^#!thoise  djdight&l. reverie^,, 'wliklt,  bayie 
bkherto  forme^'tbe  chi?f  pleasiure  of  niylife,;!  sbalb 
without  scruple,  indulge,  myself  in  them.     /         . 

I  know  the  ptii^uit  of  Truth  is;  a  much  mpre.  impoi^wt 
business  than  the  exercise  of  the  imagination ;  and  amid 
lall  the^quaintness,  and  sti|Fm^hpd  of  thejus^h^misitidbns^ 
.1  can  even  discover  a  source  of  chaste  and  exalted  pksgh 
^r^.  To  their  severe  but  ss^utary  discipline^  I  mui^  now 
f  subdue  the  vivid  fhap^ngs  of  my  youtbi'^aIld  thougb 
I  shall  caM:  many  a. fond  lingering  look  to  fancy's  metre 
^Ipring  paths,  yet  I  shall  berepaid  by  the  ai^icipatic^  of 
,days  when  I  may  eiyoy  tlie  sweet  satisfaction  of  being 
.useful,  in  no  ordinary  degjree,  to.  my  fellow  mprtals. 
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TO  W.  ROUGH,  ESQ. 


DEAR  S1R» 


I  think  Mr.  Moore's  love  poems  are  infamous,  be* 
cause  they  subvert  the  first  great  object  of  poetry, — the 
encouragement  of  the  virtuous  and  the  noble ;  and  roe- 
taniorphose  nutritious  aliment  into  poison.  I  think  the 
muses  are  degraded  wSien  they  are  made  the  handmaids 
of  sensuality,  and  the  bawds  of  a  bro^ef. 

'  I^irh^  it  mdy  be  tlie  o^ion  of  a  young  man^  but  I 
Ihmk  too,  the  old  system  of  heroic  attachment,  withatt 
Its  attendant  iiotions  of  liononr  and  spOtlessAess;  vins,  in 
the  end,  calculated  to  promote  the  interests  of  the  huma^ 
race ;  for  though  it  |>roduced  a  temporary  alienaii<m  of 
imind;  perhaps  bolrdering  oh  insanity,  yet  with  th^  very 
«xlMvttgaiice  and  madness  of  the  sentiments,  there  were 
inwoven  certain  imperious  piinciples  of  virtue  and  gene- 
todty,  which  would  probably  remain  after  time  had  eva- 
porated the  heat  of  passion,  and  sobered  the  luxvu-iance 
of  a  romantic  imagination.  I  think,  therefore,  a  man  of 
song  is  rendering  the'community  a  service,  when  he  dis< 
plays  the  ardour  of  manly  afi^ctbn  in  a  pleasidg  light: 
but  certainly  we  need  no  incentives  to  the.  irre^tdar  grati- 
fication of  our  appetites,  and  I  should  tbmk  it  a  proper 
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pniUBbiiieiit  for  the  poet  who  bokb  forth  the  Mfsnmeoef 
of  illicit  pleasures  io  amk^e  aad  seductive  coloursy  shouU 
his  wife,  his  sister,  or  his  child,  M  a  vietim  to  the  liceft> 
tk>ii9|ie|$  he  Iw  been  iortnuiieQtal  in  difiusi^ 


TO  MR.  B.  MADDOOC. 

WiDteringbaniy  August  M,  1804. 

BY  BEAR;  BEN,  , 

I  AM  all  anxiety  to  learn  the  issue  of  your  proposal  to 
ywxt  father.  Surely  it  will  proceed ;  surely  a  plan  laid 
out  with  such  fair  prospects  of  happiness  to  you,  as  wdji 
i^  me,  will  not  be  frustrated.  Write  to  me  the  mooienl 
you  have  any  information  on  the  sulyect. 

J  ^ink  we  shall  be  happy  together  at  Cambridge;  mai 
in  the  ardent  pursuit  of  Christian  knowledge^  tod  drjir 
iian  virtue,  we  shall  be  doubly  united.  We  were  befor# 
iriends ;  now,  I  hope,  iikely  to  be  still  m<m  emphiticrt^ 
•0.    Bvtt  I  must  not  anticipate. 

I  left  Nottmgbam  without  seeing  my  brother  Neville 
wbo  arrived  there  two  days  after  me.  This  if  a  circnnw 
stance  which  I  much  regret;  but  I  hope  be  wiU  comf 
Uris  ^^y,  when  he  goes,  according  to  his  intentioB,  to  f 
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^unttlrifig  |4ac«.  N^W^  h^  heen  n  goixi  brdtbet  io  m^ 
«mI  there  are  Bot  many  things  which  wouM  give  me 
•wnse  {deasare  than,  after  so  long  a  separation,  to  see  him 
i^b.  I  fare  nbt  hope  flmfc  I  aball  meet  you  and  him 
together,  ik  October,  at  Nottingham. 

My  days  flow  on  here  in  an  even  tenor.  They  ate, 
inde^,  studious  days,  ibr  my  studies  seem  to  multiply 
on  my  hands,  aid  I  am  so  much  occupied  with  them, 
diat  I  ambecomii^  a  mere  book- worm,  running  over  th# 
rules  of  Cheek  ver^GkAtioii  in  my  walks,  instead  of  ex-^ 
paHstfing  oq  the  beauties  of  the  surrounding  soenery* 
Wintefingfaam  is,  indeed,  now  a  delightful  place :  th# 
tfoes  are  in  full  verdiu^  the  crops  are  brouzing  th« 
fleUs,  and  my  former  walks  are  become  dry  under  foot^ 
which  I  Hsft  ttever  known  them  to  be  before.  The 
openiog  tista,  from  our  church-yard,  over  the  tiumber^ 
t»  ikt  faiHs  and  receding  vales  of  Yorkshire,  assumes  A 
dKHisand  ae^  aspects.  I  sometimes  watch  it  at  evening; 
when  the  son  is  joat  gSding  the  summits  of  the  hills,  aiMi 
the  lowlands  are  beginnmg  to  take  a  browner  hue.  Th« 
showers  partially  falling  in  the  distance,  while  all  Ls  serene 
above  me ;  the  swelling  sail  rapidly  Ming  down  the 
river;  and,  not  least  of  all,  the  villages,  woods,  and  vil-i 
las  on  the  opposite  bank,  sometimes  render  this  scene 
quite  enchanting  to  me,  and  it  is  no  contemptible  relaxa- 
tion, after  a  man  has  been  puzzling  his  brains  over  the 
intricacies  of  Greek  Choruses  all  the  day,  to  come  out 
and  unbend  his  mind  with  careless  thought,  and  negli- 

YOL.  I.  K 
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g«^  fancies,  while  be  refreshes  bb  body  with  the  fresb 
air  of  the  country.  ^  ■ 

I  wish  you  to  have  a  taste  of  these  pleasures  with  me, 
and  if  ever  I  should  live  to  be  blessed  with  a  quiet  par<« 
sonage,  and  that  great  object  of  my  ambition,  a  garden, 
I  have  no  doubt  but  we  shall  be,  for  sonie  lAprt  intervak 
at  least,  two  quiet  contented  bodies.  These  will  be  pui: 
relaxations ;  our  hmmesa  will  be  of  a  nobler  kind.  .Let 
us  vigilantly  fortify  ourselves  against  the  exigencies  of  the 
seri<His  appointment,  we  are,  with  God's  blessing,  to  ful* 
fil;  and  if  we  go  into  the  church  prepared  to  do  our 
dttjty,,  there  fs  every  reasonable  prospect  that  our  labours 
will  be  blessed,  and  that,  we  shall  be  blessed  in  them. 
As  your  habits  generally  have  been  averse  to  what  is 
called  c^^e  application,,  it  will  be  too  much  for  your 
^i^fepgth,  as  well  as  unadviseable  in  other  points  of 
view,,  to  study  very  intensely;  but  regularly  you  may, 
and  must  read ;  and  depend  upon  it,  a  man  will  work 
more  wonders  by  stated  and  constant  aj^Ucation,  than 
byunqatural  and  forced  endeavours. 
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TO  MR.  B.  MAlDDOCK.     ; 

Nottingham,  September,  1804. 
MY  DEAR  BEN, 

BY  the  time  you  will  open  this  letter,  we  shall  have 
parted,  God  only  linows  whether  ever  to  meiet  agam. 
The  chances  and  casualties  of  human  life  are  such  as  to 
tender  it  always  iqu^stionable  whether  three  months  may 
not  separate  us  for  ever  from  an  absent  friend. 


For  my  part,  I  shall  feel  a  vacuum  when  you  are  gone 
which  will  not  easily  be  filled  up.  I  shall  miss  my  only 
intimate  friend— the  companion  of  my  walks — the  inter- 
rupter of  my  evening  studies.  I  shall  return,  in  a  great 
i&easure,  to  my  old  solitary  habits.  I  cannot  associate 
wi&  ♦  *  nor  yet  with  ♦  ♦  • 
has  no  place  (n  my  affections,  though  he  has  in  my 
este^;  It  was  to  you  alone  I  looked  as  my  adopted 
brother,  and  (although  for  reasons  you  may  hereafter 
kam,  I  have  not  made  you  my  perfect  confidante,)  my 
comforter. — Heu  mihi  Amice  Vale,  longum  Vale  I  I 
hope  you  will  sometimes  think  of  me,  and  give  me  a  por* 
^on  in  your  prayers. 


Perbepfi  it  may  be  that  I  am  not  formed  for  fri«nd« 
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ship,  that  I  expect  m(»e  thao  can  ever  be  found.  1^^ 
will  tutor  me;  I  apt  a  mgtiar  beiiig,  under  a  common 
outside.  I  am  a  profound  dissembler  6f  my  inward 
feelings^  and  necessity  has  taught  me  the  art.  I  am  long 
before  I  can  unbospm  to  a  friend^  yet,  I  think,  I  am  sin- 
cere in  my  friendship ;  you  must  not  attribute  this  to 
any  suspiciousness  qf  nature,  but  must  consider  that  I 
lived  seventeen  years  my  own  confident,  my  own  friend^ 
full  of  projects  and  strange  thoughts,  and  confiding  them 
to  no  one.  I  am  habitually  reserved,  and  habitually  cau- 
tious in  letting  it  be.  seen  that  I  hide  any  thing.  Towards 
you,  I  would  fain  conquer  these  habits^  and  this  is  one 
fftej^  tpwards  effecting  the  conquest. 

I  am  not  weUi,  Ben,  to  night,  as  my  hand-writing  and 
style  will  shew ;  I  have  rambled  on,  however,  to  some 
length*;  my  letter  may  serve  lo  beguile  a  few  momentf 
on  your  wiiy.    I  must  say  good  bye  to  you,^  and  may 
God  bless  yon,  and  preserve  you,  and  be  your  j^uide  and 
director  for  ever.    Remember  he  is  always  with  you ; 
remember  that  in  him  you  have  a  comforter  in  eveiy 
^oo«n.    In  your  woeful  nights,  when  you  have  not  me 
to  tfdktp,  his  ear  will  be  bent  down,  to  your  pillo\y; 
>hat  b^tec  bosom  friend  has  a  man  than  the  merciful 
and  benignant  Father  of  all  1    Happy,  thrice  happy,  are 
you  in  the  privilege  of  his  grace  and  acceptance. 
Dear  Ben, 

I  am  your  true  frieud. 
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rre  mil  k.  swann. 

Hi^  Pavementy  October  4tb,  1804. 

DEAE   KlRKEy 

«  «  «  *  « 

FOR  your  kind  and  very  vs^uable  present  I  know  not 
how  to  thank  you.  The  Archbbhop  *  has  long  been  one 
of  my  most  favourite  divines;  and  a  complete  set  of  his 
sermons  really  "  sets  me  uf."  I  hope  I  am  able  to  ap-> 
predate  the  merits  of  such  a  collection,  and  I  shall 
always  value  them,  apart  from  tfiek  mcdl,  as  a  memento 
of  friendship, 

I  hope  tba^  when  our  correspondence  b^ios»  it  wil) 
neither  be  lax,  nor  uninteresting:  and  that,  on  bott^ 
sides,  it  may  be  productive  of  something  more  than  meif 
amusement* 

While  we  each  strive  to  become  wiser  in  those  things 
wherein  true  wisdom  is  alqoe  to  be  found,  we  may  mu^ 
toally  contribute  to  each  otiiei^s  success^  t^  tfie  commu^ 
nication  of  our  thoughts:  and  that  We  may  both  become 
proficients  in  that  amid)le  phflosopfay  which  makes  us 
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bappier  by  rendering  us  better;  tiiat  philosopby  whidt 
alone  makes  us  Wise  unto  salvation,  b  tbe  prayer  of. 

Dear  Kirke, 

Your  sincere  Friend, 

HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


TO  MR.  JOHN  CHARLESWORTH. 

'Winteiinghaiiiy  1804> 

•  AMICE  DILECTE, 

PUDERET  me  infrequentia^  nostrarum  literarum, 
nisi  hoc  ex  te  pendere  sentirem.  Epistolas  a  te  missas 
non  prius  accepi  quam  kalendis  Decembris — res  mihi 
acerba,  nihilominus  ad  ferendum  levior,  dum  me  ndii 
libi  ex  animo  prorsus  excidisse  satb  exploratum  est. 

Gavisus  sura,  ^  litteris  tuis  amico  Roberto  dicatis,  cum 
audirem  te  operam  et  dedisse  et  daturum  ad  Graecani  lin* 
guam  etiamnum  excolendam  icum  viro  omni  doctrini 
erudito. — Satis  scio  te,  illo  duce,  virum  doctissimum  et 


*  ThU  letter  is  not  to  be  cooBidered  as  a  specimen  of  Henry's 
Latinity.  It  was  iimtten  when  he  was  only  beginning  those 
classical  studies  in  which  be  aftenvards  made  sncb  progress. 
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m  optiaiaruni  artiuoi  rtudiis  dqiusitissiniura  futtmim 
esse:  hand  tamen  tris  fecultatibus  contentum^  sed  altiom 
petentem,  nempe  salutem  humaoi  generis  et  sahcta  Yerfoi 
diviiii  arcana. 

Vix  jam,  amice  I  recreor  ^  morbo^  k  qud  graviter 
legrotavi:  vix  jam  incipto  membra  languore  confectd 
in  diem  apertam  trahere.  Tactus  arid4  manik  febrts 
spatiosas  trivi  noctes  lacrymis  et  gemitA.  Vidi  com  in 
conspedu  mortis  coUocatiis  fuerim,  vidi  omnia  clariora 
fiicta^  intefiexi  me  non  fideni  Christi  satis  servasse,  non 
nt  fkinnluni  Dei  fideliter  vitam  egisse.  £gritudo  molta 
prius  celata  patefacit.  Hoc  ipse  sensi  et  onmes,  sint  sane 
religiosi  sint  boui,  idem  sentient.  Sed  ego  praecipu^ 
causam  babul  cur  me  afflixerim  et  summisso  animo  ad 
pedem  crucis  abjeceijm.  Imo  Tero  et  lacrymas  copiose 
efiudi  et  interdum  consolatio  Sancti  Spirltus  turbinem 
animi  placavit.  Utinam  vestigium  bnjus  p^riculi  sempier 
10  animo  letineam!  .  t 

Non  ^hibito  qiitn  tibi  gratum  erit  audire  de  moribus  et 
fitudiis  nostris.  Praeceptor  nobis,  nomine  Grainger,  non 
^  collegio  educatus  fuit,  attamen  doctri^^  baud  medioU 
ciis  est,  pietate  eximius.  Hypodidascaltu  fuit  in  sehoM 
viri  btius  docti  et  admodum  venerandi  Josepfai  Miteer, 
^  eum  dilexit  atque  honoravit  Mor^s  jucundi  et  ia- 
efles  junt^  urbanitate  ac  lepore  suaviter  conditi,  quanquam 
^nterdumt  in  vultu  tristis  severitas  inest.  Erga  bonos  man* 
^etus»  malis  se  durior  gent. — ^£qu^  fer^  est  Pastor 
K4 
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jSaactas  Scripturas,  apud  I^tipoa VirgiUuiD,  Ck^tmmit^ 
aliquando  ia  ludo  Terentiuiii.  Scribimus  fitjgm  f  fttinj^i 
et  constructionis  et  elegantiae  gratis ;  nihilomuius  Qadac 
£pi$tol^  test^)  Doa  ^pus  est  fUpeiidi.tihi  ^a^  {lauliiKim 
^go  ipse  proficio.  In  8Gri}>€^o  liaLtiok,  pmt^r  consuo* 
tudioem  in  lingtiii  Mg\ic^%k,  s\m  }eiit^^  pigctr^  joeptiiSi 
Verba  stillant  heu  quam  Qtio3^>  et  qpuin  t^u^dem  viai  abl 
qqam  inelegsuitial  SperQ  ^tmn  usfu  atqik^animodUH 
Renter  adbibimdo  deinde  Latinis  sermptiibiM  aliqtjaa 
»dipisci  facilitatem^  nunc  |ef^  oportet  m^  cPXAf^nmemn 
cypire  et  laborare,  paublulum  po^iundo^  nii^a  n^eiidob 

Inlelligis,  procul  dubio*  nos  yioum  kmAtste  Wiiledttg^ 
hamieoais^  ripi#  aitum  Httmberi  flumiok,  sed  nondiuw 
forsan  sep^  locum  esse  agrestera^flimis^  coUibus»arri% 
oiBoi  decore  prvenu^tutii*  Pqiqus  dostm  T«nqpto  i>di 
adjacet;  k  tergo  sunt  dulces  horti  et.t0rrmU0  0gger  ai>- 
boribus  crebr^  septus,  qu6  deambulare  solemus.  Cir- 
<ij|)|OQr<:a  su»t  |urii)es  pagi  quibusi^asp^  <:iua  olimaa  <ga- 
inus^  post  pmndium  ipius.  E^t  villa,  uomine  Wbilt#«ii^ 
iibi  k  cels&  rupe  videre  potes  ^jomen  TreotU  vasto 
Humbero  influentem,  et  pau)o  altius  Oosem  fliimen* 

lufra  sub  opaca  s^a  fooA  eit  eui  polestas  ii^ept  m  Iftpi- 
dem  materias  aUenas  converteodi ;  ab  aU]$siina  f  upe  JUir 
J>itur  in  Utus,  mmcbum,  conchas  et  fiagilior^,  timm  ai^o- 
ffum  ^  kpid^m  ti9iKimutaii$,  lo  pro^pect^  doinvs  poi^teir 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1S7 

Eboracenses  surgunt  trans  Humberutn  siti,  sylvis  et  villis 
stipatif,  nunc  solis  radiis  ridentes,  nunc  horridi  nimbis 
ac  procellis.  Vela^avkim  ventk  imfHeta  ante  fenestras 
satis  longo  intervallo  prolabuntur:  dum  supr^  in  aere 
proeelso  ^ges  ansemm  vastae  longo  damore  volitant. 
Stepe  in  animo  revolvo  Yerba  ista  Homeri: 

Mflf  Vftfr  ^Ha  voXX£»  vim  aira  x«u'  xXio-tJiuv 


Yale.    Dum  vilales  auras  carpkm, 

Tuus, 

H.K.  WHITE. 
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TO  MR«  K.  SWANK. 

Wibteringiittiiy  fOth  Ott  1804. 

DEAB  KIRKE9 
WE  are  safely  arri^,  and.  corafortabtj  setUed,  ia  tbe 
parsonage  of  Wn>termgliam«  The  house  is  mestdelight- 
fully  situated  close  by  the  churchy  at  a  distance  from  the 
Tillage,  and  with  deligfatful  gardens  behind,  and  the 
Ht|n\ber  before.  The  family  is  very  agreeable,  and 
11^  style  in  which  we.  live  is  very  sqperiof.  Ouf  tutor  is 
not  only  a  learned  man,  but  the  best  paslon  and  most 
l^easnig  domestic  man,  I  ever  met  witb.  You  will  be 
^bud  to  bear  we  are  thus  charmingly  situated.  I  liaitt 
reason  to  thank  God  for  his  goodness  in  leading  me  \A 
so  peaceful  and  happy  a  situation. 

Tbe  year  which  now  Hes  before  me,  I  shall,  with  tfat 
l^ssng  of  God,  if  I  am  spared,  employ  in  very  import* 
ant  pursuits ;  and  I  trust  that  I  shall  come  away  not  otAy 
a  wiser,  but  a  better  man.  I  bave  here  notlimg  to  inter* 
ruptme — nonoiK — no  society  to  disturb,  or  avocations 
to  call  me  off,  and  if  I  do  not  make  considerable  im?* 
provements  now,  I  do  not  know  when  I  shall. 

We  have  each  our  several  duties  to  perform,  and 
though  God  has  been  pleased  to  pkce  us  in  very  diffcr- 
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taiMralks  of  life,  yet  we  may  mutually  assist  each  ofber 
by  counsel  by  adraouition,  and  by  prayer.  My  calling 
is  of  a  nature  the  most  arduous  and  awful : .  /  need  every 
assistance  from  above,  and  from  my  companious  in  the 
flesji ;  and  no  udyice  will  ever  be  esteemed  lightly  by  me, 
which  proceeds  from  a  servant  of  God,  however  trifling, 
or  however  ill-expressed.  If  your  immediate  avocations 
be  less  momentous,  and  less  connected  with  the  world  to 
come,  your. duty  is  not  the  less  certain,  or  the  more 
lightly  to  be  attended  to — ^oti  are  placed  in  a  situatioa 
nAereio  God  expects  from  you,  according  to  your  powers^ 
m  well  as  from  ,me  in  mine :  and  there  are  various  dark 
and  .occult  temptations,  of  which  you  are  Itltte  awarc^ 
hut  into  whu^you  may  «asly  and  iniperceptiUy  ^H,  ua^ 
less  upheld  by  the  arm  of  Almighty  God.  You  stan^  ia 
need,  theiie&ir^  toicxercise  a  constant  reliance  on  the 
holy  spirit  and  its  influences,  and  to  watch  narrowly  your 
own  heart,  that  it  coiiceive  no  secret^;  for  aldiough 
your  situation  be  not  so  dangerous,  nor  your  duties  so 
difficult,  yet,  a^  the  miuks  which  Satan,  assumes  are- vari- 
ous, you  may  ttiU  find  cause,  for  spiritual  fear  and  «or* 
r^w,  tmd  o€cask>n  for  trembUng,  lest  you.  should  aot 
hate:  exeveised  your  talents  in  proportion  to  their  extents 
liis  A  valusdble  observation,  that  there  iimo resting-place 
IB  the  &|8ritttri  progress-^we  must  either  go.  backward  or 
forward,  aind  when  we  are  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  our 
motion  be  onward  or  retrograde,  we  may  rest  assured, 
Iteit  there  is  fion^tbing  waiting  which  must  be  supplk>d 
^^iaeaie  evil  yet  lurkieg  in  the  heart,  or  some  duty  slightly 
performed. 
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Yott  remember  I  heard  Mr.  ^  ^  on  the  night  previom 
to  my  departure ;  I  did  not  say  much  on  bis  manner,  but 
I  thought  it  neat,  and  the  sermon  fur  better  than  I  ex- 
pected, but  I  must  not  be  understood  to  approve  alto^ 
^ether  of  Mr.  *  **»  preaching.  I  think,  in  particular,  be 
lias  one  great  fault,  that  is  elegcmc$ — 'he  is  not  sufficiently 
plain.  Remember,  we  do  not  mount  the  pulpit  to  sigr 
fine  things,  or  eloquent  Uiings,  we  have  there  to  proclaim 
Alt  good  tidings  of  salvation  to  £illen  man :  to  point  out 
the  way  of  eternal  Ufe ;  to  exhort,  to  chear,  and  to  sup* 
port  the  sttfferipg  sinner;  these  are  the  glorious  tofHos 
irpon  which  we  have  to  eotarge^-rand  will  these  permil 
fim  tricks  of  oratory^  or  the  studied  beauties  of  elo- 
.^pieiieel— Sbfll  truths  and  couaseb  like  these  be  couch- 
itd  in  terms  which  the  poor  and  ignorant  cannot  cpmpre- 
b^d? — Let  all  eloquent  preachers  beware,  lest  they 
^  any  man's  eiUrwith  soundmg  words,  when  they  should 
be  feeding  his  soul  with  the  bread  of  everlasting  life  l*-^ 
Let  them  fear,  lest  instead  of  honouring  God  they  honomr 
tiicmselvesl  If  any  man  ascend  the  pulpit  with  the  in- 
tention of  ttltenng  ajEne  thing,  he  is  committkig  adeacUy 
mu  Remember,  however,  that  there  is  a  mediam,  and 
that  vulgarity  and  meanness  are  cautiously  to  be  slmnoed; 
but  while  we  speak  with  propriety  and  chastity,  we  oan- 
not  be  too  lamiliar  or  too  plain.  I  do  not  intend  to  ap» 
ply  these  remari&s  to  Mr.  ***  individually,  but  lo  the 
manner  of  preaching  here  aUnded  to.  if  his  manner  be 
such  as  I  have  here  described,  the  observations  witt  lAo 
fit;  but,  if  it  be  otherwise,  the  remaurks  refer  not  to  him, 
.  but  to  the  style  reprobated. 
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t  recommend  to  you,  always  before  you  begin  to 
study,  to  pray  to  God  to  enli^ten  your  understanding, 
and  gire  you  grace  to  bebold  all  things  through  the  me^ 
diuiB  of  Teligion.  This  was  aTways  the  practice'  in  the 
old  universities,  and,  I  believe,  is  the  only  way  to  profit 
by  learning. 

f  can  now  Ohljr  say  a  few  words  to  you,  since  our  re-^ 
^lar  hour  of  retiring  fast  approaches.  .  I  hope  you  are 
makhig  progress  in  spiritual  things,  proportiooably  to 
your  opportunities,  and  that  you  are  sedulotisiy  endea- 
vouring not  only  to  secure  your  own  acceptation,  but  to 
impart  the  light  of  truth  to  those  around  yon  who  stfll 
remain  in  daikness. 

Pkay  let  me  hear  firom  yon  at  your  convenience,  and 
my  brother  will  forward  the  letter;  and  believe  me. 

My  dear  Kirke, 

Your  friend,  and  fellow-traveller  in  the 

Tearful  sojourn  of  life, 

M.K- WHITE. 
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TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

'   WinferingIiain,Dec.l6fli,l8^. 
1HY  DEAR  MOTHER, 

SINCE  I  wrote  to  you  last  I  have  been  rather  ilf, 
baving  caught  cold,-  which  brought  on  a  slight  fever. 
Thanks  to  excellent  nursing,  lam  now  pretty  much  re-' 
^vered,  and  only  want  strength  to  be  perfectly  re-esta«» 
blished.     Mr.  Grainger  is^  himself  a  very  goo((  physician, 
but  wheu  I  grew  worse  he  deemed  it  necessary  to  send 
for  a  medical  gentleman  from&fton^  so  that,  in  addition 
to  my  illness,  I  expect  an  apothecary's  bill.    This,  how- 
ever, will  not  be  a  very  long  one,  as  Mr.  Grainger  has 
chiefly  supplied  me  with,  drugs.     It  is  judged  absolutely 
necessary  that  I  should  take  wine,  and  that  I  should  ride. 
It  is  with  very  great  reluctance  that  I  agree  to  incur  these 
additional  expenses,  and  I  shall  endeavour  to  cut  them 
otf  as  soon  as  pebble.    Mr.  and  Mrs.  Grainger  have 
behaved  like  parents  to  me  since  I  have  been  ill;  four 
and  five  titnes  in  the  night  has  Mr.  G.  come  to  see  me^ 
and  had  I  been  at  home  I  could  not  have  been  treated  with 
more  tenderness  4ind  care.     Mrs.  Grainger  has  insisted 
on  my  drinking  their  wine,  and  was  very  angry  when  I 
made  scruplej^:  but  I  cannot  let  them  be  at*  all  thb  addi- 
tionaf  expense — in  some  way  or  other  I  must  pay  them, 
as  the  sum  I  now  give,  considering  the  mode  in  which  we 
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are  accommodated,  is  very  trifling.  Mr.  Grainger  does  not 
keep  n  horse,  so  that  I  shall  be  obliged  to  hire  one,  but 
there  will  be  no  occasion  for  this  for  any  length  of  titae, 
as  my  strength  seems  to  return  as  rapidly  as  it  was  rapidly 
reduced.  Don't  make  yourself  in  the  least  uneasy  about 
this,  I  pray,  as  I  am  quite  recovered,  and  not  at  all  ap- 
prehensive of  apy  consequences.  J. have  no  cough, .  nor 
any  symptom  which  might  indicate  an  affection  of  the. , 
bings.    I  read  very  little  at  present. 

I  thought  it  necessary  to  write  to  you  on  this  subject 
now,  as  I  feared  you  might  have  an'  exaggerated  account 
from  Mr.  Almond's  friends,  and  alarm  yourself. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

Winteriiigham,  Dec.  27, 1804; 

MY  DEAR  BROTHSBy 

t  have  been  very  mu^h  distressed  at  the  receipt  of 
your  letlerv  accompanied  with  one  from  my  mother,  one 
from  my  sister,  and  from  Mr.  Dashwood  and  Kirke 
Swar^  all  oh  «the  same  subject :  and,  greatly  as  I  feel 
for  all  the  kindness  and  affection  which  has  |>rompted 
these  remonstrances,  I  am  quite  harassed  with  the  idea 
that  you  should  not  have  taken  my  letter  as  a  plain  ac- 
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eontit  ^  tty  illwm,  «itte«k  any  ^kb  io  bkfe  hmmyoi 
that  I  ^ad  been  iU  jiNiiewliat  aeriousljs  birt  that  I  nw 
ittdeed  betfaen 

I  can  now  asmnre  yon,  that  t  am  perfectly  reeotertd, 
an§  am  as  well  as  I  have  been  fersone  time  past  Ity 
sickness  was  merely  a  sli^  feter,  rather  of  a  nenkfau 
ktnd^  brought  dn  by  a  c^  and  soon  yieMad  to  fbtptoa 
p#r  treatment.  I  do  amore  yon,  simply  add  plsdbly>  ttaid^ 
I  am  now  as  well  as  ever» 

Witb^^  regard  to  slud>^  I  do  assure  you  Oiat  Mr.  Orrinu : 
get  will  not  suffisr  us  to  study  at  all  hard ;  our  work  at 
pres^  h  mere  play.    I  am  always  in  bed  at  ten  a'clock, 
and  take  two,  walks  in  th*  day,  besides  riding/  when  the 
weather  will  permit. 

Under  these  circumstances,  my  dear  brother  may  iset ' 
his  mind  perft^tfy  at  ease.     Even  change  of  ahr  some- 
times occasions  violent  attacks,  but  they  leave  the  pa< 
tient  better  than  they  found  him. 

I  still  continue  to  drink  wine,  though  I  am  convinced 
there  is  lie  necessity  for  it.  JVIy  appetite  is  amasingly 
lar^je^-^u^  ^aid^r  tiiav  when  sit  Nottingham. 

i^  filial  pome  to  an  amngemeat  with  Mr.  Grwnger 
im^dia^y,,ai^,  I  hope  you  wiift  not  writ^  td  him  about 
it.  j^lCA^«£ddy^  tbe^uai^on,  thinks  it  at  all  ^nedessarf 
^  mUi^  4a:ii«auaBnsliotly/ldoielare^  you^tbal  F  ^t 
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Imt  v&Batmher^  if  I  diould  form  a  faiM  of  Afe  bow,  it 
may  be  a/dindvantage  to  me  when  potsiUy  oifcunt* 
stances  may  render  it  inconvenient— as  when  I  am  at 
college* 

|tfy  spirits  are  completely  knocked  up,  by  the  receipt 
of  all  the  letters  I  have  at  one  moment  received.  My 
mcttfaer  got  a  gettti^nan  to  mention  it  to  Mr.  Dashwood^ 
andrstill  representing  that  my  iUness  was  occattoned  by 
study — a  thing  than  which  nothing  can  be  more  remote 
fr<mi  the  truth,  as  I  have,  from  conscientious  motives^ 
giyen  up  hard  study,  until  I  shatt  find  my  health  better. 

I  pi^nnot  write  more,  as  I  have  the  other  letters  to  an« 
swer.  ,:Iam  going  to  ride  to  Barton,  expressly  to  get 
advantage  of  the  post  for  this  day,  in  order  that  you 
may  no  longer  give  yourself  a  moment's  uneasiness,  where 
tbeie  is  in  reality  no  occasion. 

Give  my  affectionate  love  to  James, 
And  believe  me, 
My  dear  Neville, 

Your  truly  a^tionate  Brother, 
H.  K.  WHITE. 

One  thing  I  bad  forgot-^you  mention  my  pecuaiarj 
matters — ^you  make  roe  blush  when  }ou  do  so.  You 
-may^rest  assured  that  1  have  no  wants  of  that  kbd,  nor 
am:  l^y  ^  bave  at  present.  Your,  brotherly  love  and 
aaiii^y/'lowards  .«ae  has  sunk  deq>  into  qiy  heart;  and 
youotty^satM; yourself  widi  thi^^  that  whatever  is  i 

VPJm  I.  L 
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stry  for  »y  health  shall  not  he  spared,  and  fliat  wheti  ' 
wimt  the  meaM  of  procuring  these,  I  sbaB  think  it  my 
^ty  to  iett  yoa  so. 


.      TP  HIS  BROTHER  JMtfES.     . 

Midway  between  Wioteri|igb«naad  HoU^ 
Jta.m]^ia05.  . 

I>SAB  jAMBSi 
¥00  will  not  he  snrprisecl  at  the  style  of  thb  letter, 
when  I  teU  you  it  is^  written  in  the  Wbteiingham  Paeke^ 
on  a  heap  of  flour  bags,  and  surrounded  by  a  drove  of 
14  jiigs,  who  raise  the  most  hideous  roar  etery  time  the 
boat  rolls.  I  write  with  a  silver  pen,  and  witii  a  good 
deal  of  shaking,  so  yon  may  expeet  very  bad  swibhling. 
I  am  now  going  to  Hull,  where  I  have  a  parcel  to  send 
to  my  mother,  and  I  would  not  lose  the  opportunHy  fX 
writing. 

I  am  extremely  glad  that  you  ate  attentive  to  mat- 
ters^of  such  moment,  as  are  those  of  religion;  and  I  hope 
yon  do  not  relax  in  your  seriousness,  but  continue  to 
pray  that  God  will  enable  you  to  walk  in  the  paths  of 
Sngfateousoess,  which  alone  lead  to  peace.  He  alone^  my 
dtar  James,  is  able  to  give  you  a  heart  to  delight  in  hl| 
service,  and  to  'set  irt  nought  Ae  temptations  of'  tiie 
vrorld;  It  may  seem  ta  you,  in  the  first  beginning  of 
^odr^christian  progress,  that  rdigion  wears  a  viery  m- 
promishg  aspect,  and*  that  the  gaieties  of  the  world  a^ 
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Meed  veky  delkloi«f;  b«<  I  assiire  ymj  fifonmhiiK 
hive  Bijseif  expcnencedy  tint  the  pieasares  of  puty  nt 
nliaitd^  imxre  ei^uiiite  Ouok  those  of  faihios  and  of 
8Cfl«iai  pmiiiiU.  It  b  true,  they  are  Dot  so  violnl^  or 
so  intoxkaliDgy  (for  they  consist  m  one  even  tenor  of 
ntnd^  a  lightMst  ctf  hesli^  wai  soIm  efaecflMien^  wiich 
itoae  hat  those  who  have  cnperienccd  can  ^oneevre^ 
hot  they  leave  no  sting  behind  them^  tfaty  give  ptdliiHt 
on  rcAectionyand  will  soothe  the  mind  in  the  distant 
pfospeet.-'-And  wte  can  say  this  of  the  wodd  or  Mk 
e^oyibeiilst 

Even  tbo^  who  seem  to'  enter  with  the  nkosl  q^irlt 
into  tin'  rbteus  said  gaody  diversions  of  the  worM^-^i^ 
oftenliiowm  ta  confess  that  there  is  no  real  satisfsKHJoti 
iftttiem;  that  their  gaiety  i^  often  forced,  when  AeSr 
Malts  m€  hehi7;  and  that  tbdy  envy  those  who  lUite 
chosen  the  more:  hdnAki  biit  pkasant  palhs  «f  rstigbii 
wdvirtciei 

I  ttnrnd^  at  all  ftailicUrir  lis  to  tte  {dsee  of  woiAip 
ybn-niay  alfenc^  so  as  it  he  under  a  serious  preadlti^ 
Ifeid  6biB  yon*  attend  reguhrly.  I  sho«jdd  thkh  it  a  veiy 
goed  exercise  Jb#  yoil,  if  yoa  Were  to  get  a  blank  piq[Mar 
hoefc^  Md  were  to  write  down  in  it  my  thing  wht^b  may 
strike  yoki  iti  tiie  seirmoiis  yott'heair  on  a  Sundhy ;  fhh 
^uhf  improve  y<Nir  style  of  wqritkg,  and  teach  yon  to 
think  on  what  ^oii  he»r.  Pray  endeavoot  to  cmty  tiis 
plan  into  execution,  I  am  sure  you  will  find  it  wdKb  tte. 
trouble.    Tou  attend  the  church  now  and  then,  I  con* 
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clude^  and  if  you  do,  I  should  mil  to  direct  your  at« 
tentiott  to  our  admiraMe  liturgy^  and  aToid,  if  possibk^ 
femarking  what  nmyseoii  absurd  ia  the  maDiier  it  is  re- 
jieated. 

r  I  must  not  conceal  from  you  tlmt  lam  very  sorry  yott 
do  not  attend  sonw  eminent  minister  in  the  chiUnb,  such 
«i  Mr«  CecM«  or 'Mr.  ^:att,  or  Mr*  Crowlher,  in  pre* 
tf^tnoe  to  the  ilieeting;  since  I  am  canlrfaKed  a  man  rasB 
•iesrdatigerof  being  misledior^  bniMing'on'^faise  feaft- 
dations,  in  the  establishment,  than  <hA,  and  this  too  te 
jdnin  reasons  2 — Dissenters  are  apt  to  tMnk  they  are  re- 
4^iaus,  tee&u^  thef  are  dissentei»--*'«ibr,''  a^goeAqr^ 
«^ir  tre  had  not,  a  regsrd  Ibr  rehgion  uriiysfaooIdMie 
leave'  the  establishment  at  tfU.  The  very  act  9£  leavh^ 
ft  Aews  we  have  a  regsud >fcr  r^igion;  because  we  ma^ 
'wifaDt  fm  aversion  to  its  abases/'  .  Besides  $km,  at  the 
tiiieetit|g4iouse  you'  tte  not  likefy  to:  hcarpfadn  and  ufi^ 
welcome  truths  so  honesttylold  as  in  the  dnodi,  wheie 
Ibe  number  is  not  so  dependant  ^n  his  flodk,  and^llie 
iMyets  lu«  so  pre|Binfy  selected,  that  yoawiU«itat«n^ 
petftkms  calcidaled  for  all  y<lur  wantsybodily  andiaptft- 
tual/wfthout  befaig  left  at'  the  mercy  •f.ihe  minister' to 
prayftrwkatandmwfafftBBafflierbelikn*  Sememhtr^ 
.tiicse  nte  not  ^xffered  as  nasoM  w^  yoK  shoirid  aiwiq^s 
rlitlend  the  eburcb,  liat  to  put  yon  in  mind  .that  •these  are 
cadvant^es  there  which  yoii  should  avail  ;yoBrBelfo^  in- 
.  jtead  of  making  mvidious  comparisons  bitaieeii  the  two 
'  institutions. 
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TO  MRi  B.  MAI^DOCK. 


.   Wioteringhan,  Jan.  318^  1805. 
DRAB  BENi       -  .,  ■ 

I  HAVE  long  been  (coofinced  of  tbe  trulb  of  wbftl 
700  my,  ttspecfy^g  U»e  ^fiect9  jirf^  clo«e  rtediog  no  ji 
■MMfs  oModi  ia  a  religious  f>oiiit  of  viewy  Aod  I  am  more 
aad  loete  «;oavi»ced  tbat  iit^rature  !•  very  rartfy  the 
source  of  salisfiiction  of  mind  to  a  Ciuristiaik  I  woalfl 
widi  yoB  to^leer  clear  of  too  ab^racted  and  subtle  a 
mode  of  tbiokiiig^iid  reasoaing^  a6d  you  wiUso  be  bqn 
fier  than  your  frieiid.  A  vel^  for  books  will  be  a 
iweet-soBfee  of  amu^nBeBt,  and  a  sahiUuy  rdaxation  to 
you  tlmH^boat  life ;  but  lei  it ^loibe  more  tbau  a  r^lkk, 
if  ^m^valueiyoBr  own  peaoe»  •  I  think,  howe?«-,  that  you 
ou|^t  tb  8lfdigthen.your  jDiud  a  ^ttie  wiih  logic,  and 
llirtitts  pui^ose  I  woidd  advise  yon.to  go  through  Eu- 
^iM^with  Jediiik>u8.and  serious  attaition,  and  IScewise  to 
tead  Duncan  .through*  You  are  too  desultory  a  reader, 
ind-regard  iiaisse»e»e  too  much;  if  you  wish  your  read* 
.  11^  iu'good  earnest  to  amuse  youy  when  you  aeeol^Bs 
mtHk  SB  BOW  in  your  youths  you  will  take  care  to  fom^  a 
taste  for  substantid  and^sound^authors,  and  wilt  b(A  be 
the  less  eager  to  study  a  woA  because  it  requires  a  Uttle 
labour  to  Bttderstaud  it 

After  you  have  read  Euclid,  and  amused  yourself  with 
L  5 
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Lockers  sublime  speculatioDS,  you  w3l  derive  much 
pleasure  from  Butler^s  Analogy,  without  exception  the 
most  unanswerable  demoostratioD  of  the  folly  of  infidelity 
that  die  world  ever  saw. 

Books  like  these  will  give  you  more  strength  of  mind 
and  consistent  firmness,  than  either  you  or  I  now  pos«- 
seis;  while  on  the  other  faamd,  the  eflferainate  Pmutda 
«f  if agames,  lUis,  aad  the  Iribd  of  pemiy«eatching 
piMjphiffti,  of  whiob  dttiiltory  readers  are  so  fend,  oaly 
teiMkto  enervale  UietMod,  and  incapacitate  it  toft  ev^ 
spades  of  naaly  exeilioB. 


I  MitiiMM  (0  be  belter  ia  beaUv  abhoagblha  weatbsr 
k  #  fraal  obstacle  to  «^  taking  a  proper  proportion  of 
nmm^  I  hate  had:  i  top  la  Hull  of  late,  and  i^w 
Ae  fiunooa  painter  Kt  ■  there,  with  vyhoiti  X  had  a 
good  4aal  of  Isdk.  Ha  k  a  pious  man,  pa/^  a  great 
•StfQMmerl  bat  m  maaMis  aad  i^ipearaoce,  a  complete 
aitiit*^  I  lalber  think  he  is  incUned  to  Hatohinsonian 
pmeiplfSk  and  eatsrlaiqs  no  great  reveraiee  for  J^  Isaac 
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,     ,  TO  MR.  B.  JklADDOCK. 

WmtcriDghaiii,  Ist  l^ardi,  1805, 
MY   DBAK   BEN, 

f        *        *        *        m        4    '  ■     '   ' 

1  HOPE  atid  trost  tiuit  yoa  haipe  at  lengtiialmed  at 
that  ba{^  lemperameut  of  ditsposilloi^  that  altboiigh 
yon  have  mudi  caiuc^  of  sadneM  Mthiaj  ywh  aiie  yet 
wfllmg  to  be  amui^d-with  tiie  tikl^ttd  aeeoeet  atovad  ^ 
you,  and  to  join,  when  oeeasioti^  pre«ieiit  themselves^  in 
knoceiit  diiith.  Thus,  in  th^  course  of  your  pere^ 
iiation^,  occurrences  must  coiitiudally  arisen  which,  to  ^ 
mihd  wiAing  to  mske  the  best  of  ^ery  thiogi  w9l  affixrd 
siinusemeut  of  the  chasl^  kiiid.  Meo^tmd  mann^fs  arfe 
a  lieter^failiog  source  of  wodd^  aild  sUiprise,  as  they 
fheseiH  ttetiisdves  In  Uielr  irarious  phftset^  We 'nay 
t^  inndcenHy  lau^  at  th«  brogue  of  a  Somersel  piNi«' 
s^t-^-aud  I  ^hoild  ^ink  HM  person  both  eyiiical  «sd 
sorfy  who  could  {mss  by  k  group  of  laughing  €JaSUifeA 
without  ttertidpttting  in  th^r  de)^^  and  j^^iniiig  m  their 
hugh.  It  is  a  truth  most  undenhibk  and  most  mehn^ 
choly,  that  ther^  is  too  miich  in  humau  lif^  which  extorts 
tears  and  groans,  rather  than  smiles.  This,  however,  is 
ct]uany  cMain,  that  our  giving  way  to  unremittioig  flad- 
Uess  on  these  accounts^  so  far  from  ameliorating  the 
condition  of  mortality,  only  adds  to  the  aggregate  of 
human  msery,  and  throws  a  gloom  over  Uiose  momsBl^ 
L4 
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when  a  ray  of  iigfatn  penaitted  to  tiab  Ibe^tok  vaUqr* 
of  life,  and  the  heart  ought  to  be  ittiaking  the^hest  of  ite. 
fleeting  http^miess.    Laadseape  loO|  ougfat  to  bem  souree 
of  delight  to  you;  ine  buMings;  objeeta  of  natipn^ 
afid  a  thousand  things  wlHch  k  would  be  tcdioui  to . 
naanen  *I  should  aitt  ^  mm,  ^ho  could  sune^  sudi 
things  at  these  iwitbout^^  beii^-  a&eled  wijdi  pleasore^ 
^(fbet  tittty  weatinuaided  and  foolish  peison,  oroneof  > 
DO  ffiiitd  at  M.  .To'be  al^sqrtf  sadfand  ai«a^  p^ideii^ ; 
on  iirtehial  griefs/  is  what  I  eail  fitter  setfshaessfi  wouk^o 
not  gi^  two»peii€»  feur  a  being  who  is  hM:Md.up  \oM& 
own  suflfenbgs,  andii4H>se  heart,  cannot  rcspoi^cl  tetiiei 
eiduhtratihg  cry  of  ^irtune>  or  rejoice  because  he  aetau 
others  rejoice:  *^be  kwd  suid  imaninKMis  chirping  of  ^ 
the'birdsofia  fine  sonny  morning,*  {leases  me^  bcoaoscr 
line  they  ^Hre  hapfpy;  md  I  fthottld  be V^ sellMi^  did' 
I  not  participate  in  th^ir  seenoiiog  joy.    DonoCboww^ 
ever,  suppose  that  I  mean  iKy  exclude  a  nnu/s  owi»  sor^ 
rows'fr<^  bis  thoughts^  since  that  i$  an  inipos^bil%y 
a^d  were  it  possiMe,  would  be  prejudicinl  fo  the  htnaw^ 
heart.    I  only  mean  that  the  whole  mitad  is^not  to^  be 
idceasantly  engrossed  wi&  its  cares^  buft  with  eheerftd 
elasticity  to  bend  it^f  occa^onally  to  <^cumslanee8/ 
and  give  way  wiAoat  hesitation  to  plea9ing  emotions*' 
To  be  pleased  v^&  little  is  one  of  the  greatest  blessings. , 

Sadness  b  itsetf  sometimes  infinitely  more  (leasing 
than  joy,  but  this  sadness  must  be  of  the  expansive  imd 
generous  kind,  rather  referring  to  mankind  itt  large,  than 
^iikimduai;  and  this  k  a  fte)^g,  9ot  incompatible' 
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w|kb  ekeerftdocBB  mad  «  eoiitf»tiB4  spiiil.  Thert  .is-cliffi^  ^ 
caiiy^  ho«veyer,  m  acttiBg  botinds  lo  ^  p^v^  cUsposi^ 
t»»^  I  have  felfc  H,  and  I  bftve  felt  tbat  I  am  n^t  alway^^ 
a<|eqiiale  to  the  tadE.  I  daOed  fr#iii  HuU  tp  Barton  ih^ 
day  beforr  ye$tapday«  ob  a  fid^K  aod  wimily  <%,  ia  a 
venal  flkd  witti.  a  uiarcbkig,  r^^meot  of  soldiers;  tb^v 
baml  fbyed^^nebjr*  and  I  was  eajo^ring  jdie  ipaiiy  pleasing 
emotions  which  the  water,  sky,  winds,  and  nuisicat  in? 
stnunents  excited,  when  my  thoughts  were  suddenly 
ci^ed  away  to^  more^iosdiaocholy  subjects.  A  girl  gen- 
teciy  dfeased,  and  with  a  countenance  which,  for  ita 
lovdiaeas,  a  painter  might  have  copied  for  Hebe,  witb 
arftond  iaugh  seised  me  by  the  great  cqat^  and  asked  me^ 
^4eo<l  it  jber;  she  was  one  of  those  unhappy  creaturey^ 
M^  .depend  on  the  hrntfU  and  lijo^tious  for  a  bitter^ 
livdihood,  and  was  now  following  in  the  tram  of  one  of 
the  oftetnu  I  was  greyly  affected  by  her  appear- 
ance and  situation,  and  more  so  by  that  of  another, 
f^iaate  who  was  with  heiv  and  whoi  with  less  beaoty,*bad, 
a  wiU  S(Hrn>wfiilness  in  her  iace,  which  shewed  she  knew 
h^  situation*  This  incident,  apparently  trifiin|^  induced 
sk  train  of  reflecticnis,  which  occupied  me  fully  during  a 
walk. of  m  or  seven  miles  to  our  parsonage.  At  first  X 
wished  that  I  had>  fortuqe  to  erect  an  asylum,  for  all  t()e 
misqAhle  and  destitute : — and  there  was  a  sol<lier's  wife 
with  a  wan  and  bagged  foce,  and  a  little  infant  in  her 
ajcms,  If  bom  I  would  also  have  wished  to  place  Jn  it. — 
Ithen  grew  out  of  humour  with  tt|e  world,  because  it 
was  so,  unfading  and , so  miserable,  and  because  therci 
w^^no^cure  for  its  miseries;  and  I  wished  for  a  lodgii^g. 
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la  the  i^^dmiaess)  where  In%ht  llear  oamoreef  Wfbi^ 
jstfictioiiy  OT  vice;  btit  ;^r  all  my  ^pteofaitkm^  I  fbotfd 
there  i^as  a  reason  for  these  tUags  m  the  Oo^«f 
jFesus  Cbrbn  and  that  to  Ooee  who  sc^ugbt  it  thet«  fiat 
also  a  cure.  So  I  baoidied  wkj  vain  neditadomi  afid 
knowing  that  God's  providence  is  better  aMe  to  dii«et 
the  afiairs  of  men^  than  our  tirisdom — I  kavethem^  in 
Usbttids.  1 


70  ifis  Monr^R.    ' 

Wintetlii||teia^5tb  Fe^  laos.  >* 
BEAR  MQTH^Bi 

THE  spectacles  for  my  fether  arc,  I  hope,  such  as 
wilt  enable  him  to  read  with  ease,  dthaugh  they  art  nai 
set  in  silver.  If  they  hurt  him  through  stiffness  I  think 
tlie  better  way  will  be  to  weiar  them  with  the  tufO  end 
jeints  shut  too,  and  with  a  piece  of  ribbon  to  go  round 
the  back  of  the  head,  &c.  The  Romaine's  Sermons  and 
the  cheap  tracts,  are  books  which  I  thought  might  be 
useful.  You  may  think  I  am  not  yet  privileged  to  make 
presents,  since  they  will  in  the  end  come  out  of  youir 
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pockety  but  I  am  not  in  want  of  cash  at  present,  ami 
Iia?e  reason  to  bdieve,  from  my  own  calculations,  I  shall 
not  have  occasion  to  call  upon  you  for  what  I  know  you 
can  so  ill  spare*  I  was  quite  vexed  afterwards  that  I 
did  not  send  you  all  the  volumes  of  the  Cheap  Reposi- 
tory, as  the  others,  which  are  the  general  tradUi^  and 
sadi  as  are  more  entertaining,  would  have  been  well 
adapted  to  your  library.  When  I  next  go  to  HtUl,  I 
purpose  buying  the  remaining  volumes,  and' when  I  next 
have  occasion  to  send  a  {mrcel,  you  will  recmve  them* 
The  volume  you  have  now  got  contams  all  the  Sundaiy 
ftading  tracts,  and  on  that  account  I  sent  it  separately. 
As  I  have  mai^  things  to  remind  me  of  my  sister  &nith» 
I  thought  (though  we  neither  of  us  need  such  mementos) 
that  she  would  not  be  averse  to  receive  the  sermons  of 
the  great  and  good,  though  in  ^some  reacts  ungulaiv 
Romoine,  at  my  bands^  as  what  old  fashioned  peoplt 
«rould  cMa  token  of  a  hrother'e  love,  but  what  in  mori 
oourdy  phrase  is  denominated  m  Wiemento  ofqffectian. 
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TO  WM.  ROUCm,  ESa 

innteringMun,  irth  Feb.  180S. 

IfY   DBAR  SIR» 
I  BLUSH  wheD  I  look  back  to  the  date  of  your  too 
long  uDamwered  letter^  and  were  I  not  satisfied  that  the 
contents  of  my  sheet  of  post  most  always  be  too  uonn^ 
portant  to  need  apology,  I  should  now  make  one. 

.  The  fine  .and  spirited  song  (song  in  the  noblest  tfenae 
of  the  word)  whicli  you  sent  me,  on  the  projected  inva*- 
shn,  demands  my  best  thanks.  The  fervid  patrratisnl 
which  animates  it  would,  I  think,  find  an  edio  in  every 
bosom  in  England ;  and  I  hope  and  trust  the  world  has 
\nol  been  deprived  of  so  appropriate  an  exhor^tidn.  1 
pj^rceive,  however,  onesthing,  whieh  is,  that  yobr  fi^  has 
been  crampt  by  the  **  crambo'^  of  the  riiyitie,  at  all 
times  a  grievous  shackle  to  poets,  and  yet  canable  of 
such  sweet  and  expressive  modulation,  as  makes  us  hbg 
our  chains  and  exult  in  the  hard  servitude.  My  poor 
neclected  muse  has  lain  absolutely  unnoticed  by  me  fbr 
the  last  four  months,  during  which  period  t  have  been 
digging  in  the  mines  of  Scapula  for  Greek  roots ;  and, 
instead  of  drinking  with  eager  delight  the  beauties  of 
Virgil,  h^ve  been  cutting  and  drying  his  phrases  for 
future  use.  The  place  where  I  live  b  on  the  banks  of 
the  Humber :  here  no  Sicilian  river,  but  rough  with  c6ld 
winds,  and  bordered  with  killing  swamps.     What  with 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


157 

iiegkcl,  arid  what  With  the  climate,  so  dongeoiai  to  mrat 
medkatioQ,  I  ftar  ray  good  Genius,  who  was  wont  to 
visit  me  with  niglitly  visians  **  iawood^  and  brakes,  and 
by  the  riverV  marge/'  is  sow  dying  of  a  fen-ague ;  and 
I  shaU  tims  proliably  emerge  from  my  retreat,  not  a 
hair-brained  son  of  Imagination,  but  a  sedate  black-let- 
tere^  book- worm,  with  a  head  like  an  etymologicon 
nmgDurn. 

Forgive  me  this  flippancy,  in  which  I  am  not  very  ap^ 
jto  indulge,  and  let  me  offer  my  best  wishes  that  it  is  not 
ynSik  your  muse  as  with  mine.  Eloquepce  has  always 
been  thought  akin  to  poetry  :  though  her  efforts  are  not 
J90  e&ctually  perpetuated,  she  is  not  the  less  honoured, 
or  her  memory  the  less  carefully  preserved.  Many  very 
plausible  hypothec  are  contradicted  by  facts,  yet  I 
wihould.im^ine  that  the  genius  which  prompted  your 
**  Conspiracy^*  would  be  no  common  basis  on  which  to 
erect  a  superstructure  of  oratorical  fame. — *^  Est  enim 
oratori  finitimus  Poeia,  numeris  adtsrictior  paulo,  ver- 
.bonun  autem  licentl^  hberior,  muUb  vero  omandi  gene« 
ribus  socitts,  ac  pene  par:'*  ^c«  You  no  doubt  ate  well 
iHH)uain|ted  with  this  passage,  in  the  1st  Dial.  De  Orat* 
4K>  I  shall  not  go  on  with  it ;  but  I  encourage  a  hope  that 
iL  shall  one  day  see  a  living  proof  of  the  truth  of  thb 
liosition,  in  you.  Do  not  quite  exclude  me  from  a  kind 
.«f  fellow-feeiiog  with  you  in  your  oratonqal  pursuits,  for 
jfoii  kiv>w  I  must  make  myself  a  fit  herald  for  the  impor« 
lont  message  I  am  ordained  to  deliver,  find  I  shall  be- 
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ilk(m  some  p$Sm  to  A\a  eud.  No  iiiik^eiiieit  mlMMt 
•hould  prtvail  oil  me  to  edier  kilo  orders;  if  I  were  not 
tiMMTOttgUy  convinced  of  the  truth  of  the  Rel^ioa  I  fMro* 
les^  9s  contamed  in  the  New  l^statDeot;  and  I  hop^ 
thsU  wbafterer  I  know  to  be  the  Truth  T  shall  not  hesitatlf 
tO' .ptochim*  however  muck  it  inay  be  di^iked  ordnk 
sfMsed.  The  discovety  of  Truth,  ^  h  notorious^  6v^ht 
to  be  object  of  all  tme  Philosophy ;  and  the  attainment 
of  tills  end  must,  to  a  philosopher,  be  the  greatest  of  all 
fiQssible  Idesringj.  If  then  a  man  be  ^tisfiedthalfhe 
has  arHved  at  the  Ibunniin  head  of  piire  Tmth,  and  yei; 
because-  te  gumraKt]^  of  men  hold  different  sentiments; 
daires  not  aVew  it,  bot  tacitly  gives  dissent  to  falsehood^ 
be-irithbolds  from  men  wba^  according  to  his  princ^cs; 
it  is  ibr  their  good  to  know— he  prefers  his  persmud 
gotfd  t0  IVutfar— and  he  proves  tlwl,  whatever  he  may 
porofeav  he  is  not  imbued  with  the  spiril  of  frtce  Phiki*' 
e^pby. 

}  have  some  intention  of  becoming  a  candidate  for  Sir 
WiUiam  Brown's  medals  this  year ;  and,  if  I  shooAd,  il 
would  be  a  great  satisfaction  to<  me  to  mbject  my  aib> 
tempts  to.  so  good  a  classic  as  I  understand  you  to  b«^ 
In  the  mean  time,  you  will  confer  a  real  favour  on  me  if 
you  will  transcribe  some  of  your  Latin  verses  for  m^  m 
I  am  anxious  to  see  the  general  character  of  modem 
Latin,  as  it  is  received  at  Cambridge ;  and  elegant  verses 
always  give  me  great  pleasure,  in  whatever  language  I 
read  them.    Such  I  know  yours  will  be. 
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Id  this  remote  corner  of  the  world,  where  we  have 
neither  lK>oks  nor  booksellers,  I  am  as  ignorant  of  the 
afiairs  of  the  literary  world  as  an  inhabitant  of  Siberia* 
Sometimes  the  newspaper  gives  me^ome  scanty  bints; 
but,  as  i  do  not  see  a  review,  I  cannot  be  said  to  hold 
converse  with  the  Republic.  Pray  is  the  voice  of  the 
Muses  quite  suspended  in  the  dang  of  arms,  or  do  they 
yet*  sing;  tho'  unheeded  1  All  litecary  iafonniili^o  ^1  be 
lo  loe  ^te  new  and' interesting ;  but  do  not  suppote  I 
bape  to  intrude  on  your  more  valuable  time  with  theses 
tbin^  Wboi  you  shall  have  l^uce  I  )m^  t»  hear 
from  you;  and  wliatever  you  say«  comiog  bom  yQu,.il 
cannot  £iil  to  intfj^est. 

Believe  me, 

Dear  Sir, 

Very -sincerely,  yours, 

H.K.  WHITE. 
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TO  MIL  K,  SWANN. 

WiBteringhaniy  16th  Mfaah,  1805* 

BSAB  KIBK£» 

'  ♦  ♦  «  '        ■ 

I, WAS  affect^  by  the  death  of  young  B .    He 

once  dilkd  upon  rtie,  with  Mr.  H r,  when  I  was  veiy 

illy  and  on  that  occasion  Mr.  H— —  said  to  us  botli» 
"  YiuHg  meHf  JumMhmeym  Mhpack  (g^to  Ushpn^ 

fw  you  want  last  long  tf  ymt  stay  here.*'    Mr.  H 

was  then  about  to  set  out  for  Hamburgh ;  and  he  t<dd 
me.  afterwards,  that  he  nevet  expected  to  see  me  again, ' 
for  that  he  thought  )  was  more  desperately  gone  in  con* 

sumption  than  B ^.    Yet  you  see  how  tho^^ood  pro* 

vidence  of  Ood  has  qpared  me,  and  I  am  yet  living,  as  I 
trust,  to  aerve  him  with  all  my  strength.  Had  T  died 
then,  I  should  have  perished  for  ever ;  but  I  have  noir 
hone,  through  the  Lord  Jesus,  that  I  shall  see  the  day  of 
death  with  joy,  and  possibly  be  the  means  of  rescuing 
others  from  ^  similar'  situation.  I  certainly  thm^ht  of 
the  ministry  at  first  with  improper  motives,  and  wy 
views  of  Christianity  were  for  a  long  time  very  obscure  i 
tut  I  have,  I  trust,  gradually  been  growing  out  of  dark- 
aeils  into  light,  and  I  feel  a  well-grounded  iA>pe,  that 
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Oodjms  saactiBed  my  hesitjt  for  great  tiul  valuabk  par* 
potes.    Woe  be  unto  me  if  I  frwtnite  his  detignt. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

Winteringjiam,  Aprily  180£k 


DBAS  NSTILL^ 


'  YOU  wrote  me  a  long  sbeft  this  la3t  time»  and  I  have 
tiVff^^Xt^n  Xq  be  satisfied  Mrithit,  j^et  I  somelimes.w^sh 
I^^d  n^ike  you  write  closer  and  smaller.  Since  your, 
mmd  must  necessmly  be  pow  much  taken  up  with  other  . 
tUi^  I  dare  D6t  press  my  former  ioquiries  oo  ^ubj^cts 
o^fjadiug*  When  your  leisure  se^jspn  comes»  I  shall  be. 
happy  lo  l^ar  froqi  you  on  these  topics. 

{t  is  a  lem^k  of  an  ancient  philosop^iical  poet,, 
(Ifpirace)  that  every  man  thinks  his  neigblnjur's  condition. 
ha|ipier  than  his  own;  and  indeed  common  experience 
shews,,  ith^t  we  are  too  apt  to  entertain  romantic  notions 
of  al)8c»[it,  and  to  thii^k  ifieanly  of  present,  things ;  to  ex- 
tol .Hfhat  juj^  hjiye  had  no  exp^ience  of,  aiid  to  be  dis- 
contented with  what  we  possess.    The  man  of  business 

TOL.  I.  M 
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a^  for  tfiftmMlaef  leisure^  die  pe»oii>  wbo,  vAAm 
taite  for  rttding,  Ima  few  ofiporUmities  for  it,  Oiioks'lhiit 
nan's  life  the  sum  of  bliss,  who  has  nothing  to  do  hot 
to  study.    Yetit  ofteh  happens  that  the  conditioD  of  the 
enyier  is  happi^  than  that  of  the  envied.    You  have 
read  Dr.  Johnson's  tale  of  the  poor  Tallow-Chandler, 
who,  after  sighing  for  the  quiet  of  country  life,  at  lengtli 
scraped  money  enough  to  retire,  but  found  hid  long* 
sought-for  leisuce  so  insupportiible,  that  .he  made  a 
voluntary  ofier  to  his  successor  to  come  up  to  town  every 
Friday,  and  melt  tallow  for  him  gratis.    It  would  be  so 
with  half  the  men  of  business^  who  sigh  so  earnestly  for 
the  sweets  of  retirement;  and  you  may  veceiva  it;a»  one 
of  the  maturest  observations  I  luive  been  able  to  make  on 
human  life,  that  there  is  no  condition  so  happy  as  thiit 
of  hhn  who  leads  a  life  of  fell  and  constant  employment. 
His  amusements  have  a  seest  whidi  raeti  of  pleasm^' 
would  gladly  undergo  aH  his  drudgery  to  eiperienoe,  aiVcK 
the  regular  succession  of  business,  provided  his  situation' 
be  not  too  anxious;  drives  away  irom  his  bniki  those 
harassing  speculations  which  are  continually  assaulting 
the  man  of  leisure  and  the  man  of  reading.  The  studfens 
man,  though  his  pleasures  are  of  the  most  refined  species, 
finds  cares  and  distnrbkig  thoughts  in  study.    To  tbiQk 
much  and  deeply,  wilt  soon  make  a  man  sad.     Hit 
thoughts,  ever  on  .the  wing,  often  carry  him  where  he 
shudders  to  be  even  In  imagination.     He  is  like  a  man 
in  sleep — sometimes  his  dreams  are  pleamg,  but  aft 
other?  horror  itself  takes  possession  of  hb  imagination'; 
and  tbb  inequality  of  mind  is  almost  inseparable  fremi'' 
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BMitli  ueMiO^  and  iBdnta!  exercise;  Fpom  thk  eanst 
j|olk»'li«pp<$98,  tbat  kttaed  and  philosopfaieal  men  art 
peeviih*  ill  tktr  temptfs,  and  aultere  in  ftieir  uaaiaeru 
Tbe  cafei^^e  I  would  draw  from  these  renotaiiu,  u 
gencfaily  tbis^  tbat  akboiigli  every  nnm  carries  abool 
bim  tbe  seeids  of  liappioeas  or  nkiaery  lit  his  own  bosom, 
jel  ft  18  a  tmlb  not  liable  to  many  exceptions,  tbat  men 
irer  more  equally  free  from  ansiety  and  care  in  propor^ 
lion  as  tbey  recede  firom  the  more  refined  and  menld^ 
to  ihe  grosser  and  bodHy  employments  and.  modes  of 
litt,  but  that  the  hapfnest  condition  is  placed  in  the  mid- 
dkt,  between  the  extreBses  of  bodi.  Thus  a  person  wiHi 
aaoodenrte  love  of  reading  and  few  of^ortonities  of  in* 
dttlgi^  k,  would  beiooHncdtoenvy  one  in  B^  situation^ 
betaiMe  such  a  one  has  nothmg  to  do  bill  to  read ;  butf 
^&dd  tnU  him^  that  though  my  stadions  f^easore^are 
vMre  ^mpveheasive  than  his,  they  are  not  nMHre  extpA* 
sfte,  and  ifcai  ^an  occasional  banquet  gmt  mope  dei^kt 
tban  a  coaling  feast.  Reading  diouM  be  deaier  to  yoa 
Umart^mt,  because  I  alwi^s  read  and  you  but  seldcMO. 

-.  Abttoid  and  I  todi  a smiA  boat  on  Monday,  mul  sal 
#iitSar  Hair  adistauae  of  thhteen  nile^  as  some  oonas 
pBte  i^  thoi^  o^rs  mdbe  it  less.  We  weal  very 
wmtily  wkb^a  good  pair  <^  oars,  unlil  we  came  withni 
four  miles  of  Hull,  when^  owh^  to  some  hard  worianf^ 
we  were  quite  exhausted ;  but  as  the  tide  was  nearly 
down,  and  the  shor^soft,  w^  could  n6t  get  to  any  villages 
on  tiie  ba^Es.  At  length  we  made  EtuU,  and  just  ar^ 
M  2 
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rived  in  time  to  be  grounded  in  tlie  middte  of  the  bar-^ 
bour,  without  any  possible  means  of  getting,  ashore  tilt 
the  flux  or  flood.    As  we  were  h^lf  famished^  I  deter- 
mined to  wade  ashore  for  {provisions;  and  had  the  sati»> 
laction  of  getting  above  the  knees  in  mud  almost  eVery 
step  I  made.    When  I  got  ashore,  I  recollected  I  had 
given  AUnond  all  my  cash.    This  was  a  terrible^ilemnta^ 
— ^to  return  back  was  too  laborious^  aqd  I  expected  the 
tide  flowing  every,  minute.     At  last  I  determined  to  go^ 
to  the  inn  where  we  usually  dine  when  we  go  to  Hull, 
and  try  how  much  credit  I  possessed  there,  and  I  h^ 
pily  found  no  difficulty  in  procuring  refreshments,  which 
I  carried  off  in  triunqpli  to  the  boat^    Here  ilew  diffiool^^ 
ties  occurred ;  for^  Ae  tide  bad  ikwed  in  considerably 
during  my  abseuse,  although  not  sufficiently  to  move  tfaes 
boat,  so  that  my  wade  was  much  worse  badc.than  tt  had 
beien  before.    On  our  return,  a  most  phicid  and  talia 
day.  wiRS'  converted  mto  a  doiidy  one,  and  we  had  a'bridi^ 
gale  in  our  teeth.     Knowing  we  were  qoilesaf^r.we 
striK^k  across  from  Hull  ^o  Balrbn,  and  when  we^weni 
off  Haxel  Whelps,  a  plac^  which  is  always  rough,  we 
bad  some  tremebdous  swells^  which  we  weathered.kd* 
mirably,  and  (bating  our  getting ,  on  die  wrosg  «de'o€ 
m  bank,  owing  to  the  deceitful  appearance  of  th^  coast) 
we  bad  a  prosperous  voyage  borne^  havhig  9^#ed  iviftniy^ 
«ix  n&iles  in  less  than  five  iiours* 
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TO  MR.  K,  SWANN. 

Winteringbam,  April  6th,  1805^ 


MY  DEAR  KIHKB, 


YOUR,  eomi^aiat  of  the  lukewanpness  of  your  affec- 
tions towards  ^ritual  things^  is  a  very  common  one  with 
christiaos.  We  all  feel  it ;  and  if  it  be  attended  with  an 
earnest  desire  to  acquit  ourselves  in  thisrespect^  and  to 
lecovier  our  wonted  fervour,  it  is  a  com^daint  indicative 
of  our  £ii&fulness.  In  case^  of  cliristian  experience,  I 
ettbnlit  my  own  ofNuion  4o  any  bod/s,  and  have  too 
serious  a  «bstrust  of  it  myself  to  offer  it  as  a  rule  or 
mtamof:  unquestional^  authority ;  b)it  1  have  found, 
mtd  tUnkj  that  the  best  remedy  against  lukewarnmess,  is 
aa  iDbotiiMle  peiisktkigM  in  prayer,  untS.  our  affections .  be- 
poiml;  and  a  re^kir  hahitof  going  to  rd^usduties  with 
a  pdi^epared  ^and^  meek  hearty  thinking  more  of  obtaining 
communion  wjth  God,  than  of  spending  so  many  minutes 
in  seeking  it.  Thus,  y/hm  we  pray,  we  must  not  kneef 
down  with  the  icka  that  we  are  to  spend  so  many  minutes 
ID  supplication,  and  after  the  usual  time  have  elapsed, 
go  about  our  regularbusiqess :  we  must  remind  ourselves 
tliat  we  have  an  object  in  prayer,  and  that  until  that  ob* 
*       m;  3 
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ject  be  attaioedy  that  is»  until  we  are  satisfied  timt  oar 
Father  bears  us,  we  are  not  to  conceive  that  our  duty  k 
performed,  although  we  may  be  in  the  posture  of  prayer 
for  an  hour. 


TO  ms  MOTHER. 

Wkitanifham,  left  April,  laoi. 
MY  DEAR  MOTHER, 


I  HAVE  coti3tnicted  a  {rianelftrium  gr  on^ety;  of  m 
Yery  simple  kind,  Ivhich  cannot  fail  to  give  even'cliidma 
an  idea  of  the  order  and  course  of  the  heaveoly  bodies* 
I  shall  write  a  few  plain  and  simple  lectures  upon  it, 
vith  lessons  to  be  got  off  by  heart  l^  the  childreo,  so 
that  you  will  be  able  without  any  diiSiculty  to  teieb 
Ihem  the  rudiments  of  astronomy.  The  machine,  mm^ 
pie  as  it  may  seem,  is  such,  that  yon  cannot  fail  to  nnd^iw 
stand  the  planetary  system  by  it,  and  were  it  not  that  I 
cannot  afford  the  additional  expence,  I  could  make  it 
much  more  complete  and  interes^g.  You  must  not  , 
expect  any  thing  striking  in  the  instrument  itself,  as  it 
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eoly  coDsisU  o(  an  iudex  plate,  vvitb  rods  and  balls. — ^It 
Will  €X{daui  the  situation  of  the  planets,  their  courses, 
tlie  motion  of  the  earth  and  moon,  the  causes  of  the 
seasons,  the^diftredt'  leagtbi  of  day  99d  night,  the 
reason  of  eclipses,  transits,  &c.  When  you  have  seen  it, 
and  read  the  explanatory  lectures,  you  will  be  able  to 
judge  of  its  plainness ;  and  if  you  find  you  understand 
it,  you  may  teach  geography  scbobfs  its  use.  $i^uld  it 
fail  in  other  points  of  view,  it  will  be  useful  to  Maria 
and  Catharine. 


'  Efemeiidikit  i»  keiep  up  Ijbci  f^l^^^  %^  ^fw^bip  op 
fluodays^  vnik  stncfeieas  «iitil  I,  <4mn»  ^^  it  ^  |ir%> 
htik^  pdive.tbe  way  for  still  Cirth^impmetaeoty,  whic|i 
'f  may  perhaps  ^liaire  an  opportunity  ^f  oiling  wfiife  J 
utMj  vriAi  you*  Let  Maria  and  Catfiani^  be  wore  p^ 
-ti^uittly  laught  to  regard  Sunday  as  ^  daj  set  ap^nt 
^r0m^  all  worldly  oocttpationa» — IM  ihem  have  f  very 
UiiMg  piepaored  ftr  ike  Sabbalih  eo  tibe  preopdiog  day^ 
'4uid  be  aoe&tty  wanoed  on  ^1^^  4ay  in  particular  to 
ittvoid  fMUfiog  too  gn»it  an  .attention  to  dress.  J  know 
^tiow  jtfnpoitalliiahits  JUbe  thes^  will  hp  fb  their  iutuns 
iiftppiness  ev«n  ixx  tids  w^rM,  aad  I  tberefore  jpress  ^ 
^th  earnestness. 


M4 
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TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVUXR. 

Winterioghami  20th  May,  1865. 
KY   DtAR  NRVILLE,. 


MY  first  business  must  be  to  thank  jdu  Tor  the  *  * 
*  *  which  I  received  by  Mr/K.  Swann;  you  must  n^t 
suppose  that  I  feel  reluctance  \o  lie  under  obligations  to 
%0  aflSM;ti^ate  abrOCher^  when  I  say»  thai  1  hare  felt  un- 
'ksiisy  every^mce  on  more  accoants  than  one.  I  am  con* 
Vinced  in  the  fitst  place,  diat  you  have*  Utde  to  s^Mure, 
^nd  I  fear  in  the  Second  that  1  shaU^pitite  ail  hiadw^ 
to  iEi^ineas'ure  widch  I  know  to  be  liecesiaiyfor  your 
-^iiealtb,  I  mean  y6ur  going  to  some  widering-frfacie  Ibr 
\he  benefit  of  sea-bathbg.  i  am  aware  of  the  natum,^ 
^ii^uries  received  at  the  joints,  especially  theknee^  airiif 
'ifm  sure  nothing  will  strengthen  your  knee  more  for  the 
present,  and  prevedt  the  recurrejice  of  disease  in  il;  for 
'the  future.  I  would  have  you,  therefore,  if  by  any 
means,  you  can  be  spared  in  London,  go  to  one  of  the 
neighbouring  coasts,  and  take  sufficient  timeto  rec)>ver 
your  strength.  You  may  pitch  upon  some  j^easant 
place,  where  there  will  be  siifficient  com]rany  to  ainuse 
you,  and  not  so  much  as  to  create  bustle,  and  make  a  toil 
of  reflection,  and  turn  retirement  into  riot.    Since  you 
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your  .health,  I  shall  fed  assured,  if  you  do  not  go,  that  I 
.am  the  cause,  a  consideration  I  would  gladly  spare 
myself.  .    . 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

NottinghaiDy  June,  1805. 
MY   DEAR   BROTHER, 

.  I  WROTE  you  a  long  letter  from  Winteringham 
s^»f  laoae  ago,  which  I  now  apprehend  you  have  never 
received,  or  if  you  have,  some  more  important  concerns 
have  occupied  your  time  than  writing  to  n^e  on  general 
subjects.  Feelings  however,  rather  weary  to-night,  I 
have  ^determined  to  send  thb  sheet  to  you,  as  a  proof 
that  if  I  aw  not  zjpv^nctual,  I  am  certainly  far  from  a 
^ceiemonious  correspondent 

*.  Our  adventure  on  the  Humber  you  should  have  learnt 
fitom*  K.  Swann,  who,  with  much  mmnteness,  filled  up 
tl^ree  sides  of  a  letter  to  bis  friend,  with  the  account. 
The.  matter  was  simj^y  thb :  He,  Almond,  and  myself, 
m^de  an  excursion  about  twelve  or  fourteen  miles  up  the 
Humber,  on  our  return  ran  aground,  were  left  by  the 
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tide  on  a  ^afid-^v^k,  90A  wet^  ^iged  to  Mnafai  aik 
liours  k  att  open  boat»  exposed  to  a  lieavy  ftAa,  kigh 
wind,  and  pierdng  col4,  uatil  the  Aiie  rote,  wbeii  t^m 
men  brought  a  boat  to  our  assistance.  We  got  komt 
about  twelve  o'clock  at  nigbt :  no  evil  consequences  en- 
sued»  owing  to  our  using  every  exertion  we  could  think 
of  to  keep  warmth  in  our  bodies. 


TO  MR.  JOHN  CHARLESWORTH. 

KottiD^m,  27tk  Jane,  ie05. 

MY  DEAR  FllIfiK}>> 

IT  is  some  time  since  I  wrote  to  ybu,  and  still  imgck 
tinee  I  heard  from  you ;  but  you  are  acquainted  Wflfa 
my  unceremonious  dbposition»  and  will,  t  hope,  patdob 
me  for  obtruding  an  unbidden  guest  on  your  notice,  t 
iiave  a  question  to  ask  of  you  in  the  first  place,  and  I 
shidl  then  fill  up  my  letter  with  aU  the  familiarity  of  a 
man  talking  by  your  side,  and  saying  any  thing,  rather 
than  be  accused  of  saying  nothing.  My  leisure  w3l 
scarcely  permit  me  to  write  to  you  again  while  I  abi 
here»  and  I  shall  therefore  make  the  best  use  of  the  pre- 
•ent  occasion. 
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/  W«  httm  beed  iiggtog  tbnmgli  IMlm's  Micfeiit  hb» 
1^  ftttd  ftoflie  Qtbeir  iiistorical  bMk6,  «s  I  bdiefe,  to  ii6 
gftjfeil  pvrpiMie^  Roilfoi  it  t  iral«able  nod  truly  pioui  wrix 
i^,  fcut  90  cMmmed  attd  gafuiihed  v^h  veAtddbn^,  that 
510U  kMe  tkt  nh\MA  ^f  Ihd  fitoryi  wfei;ie  \h€  pdor  man  i^ 
^•dng  about  th«  moraHty  of  it  r  wfa«n  too,  after  alh  the 
ttorsd  is  fo  obnioud  as  tkt  to  tumk  itunfttiug  iipou.  Yott 
may  giva  fliy  compHfitei^  to  your  good  friends  Oalen, 
Hii^ocrstfts,  and  Pamtidsud^  and  tell  them  I  had  much 
latfa^  |Niy  therm  my  deroirs  at  a  distance,  than  come 
iKto  close  conta<A  tii^  them  or  their  cathartics.  Me* 
di6al  Gtadk  and  Medical'  Latin  Broukl  act  ad  a  sudorifie 
i^n  ai^  man,  who  shoidd  hea#  didr  Mrem^iidous  tecb-- 
mkais  pronounced  with  the  true  ore  rotiMdo  of  a  Scotch 
Fhydcian. 

And  aowy  my  dear  Sir,  we  tvill  cry  a  iruee  to  ftp<* 
ffUk^f — I  faaVe  neither  time  nor  inclination  to  hidulge  in 
k  to  excess.  You  and  1  ^ve  been  ^ome  time  asundeir  > 
jii  tfse  punuit  of  our  several  studies,  you  to  the  Utrely 
asd  bo«f  seat  of  gaiely>  ikshion,  and  folly --I  to  the  re^ 
lircd  iiaonftB  of  a  secluded  village^  and  the  studious  walk 
ef  a  akol  and  ancient  parsonage.  At  first  sight  one 
^mdd  think  that  my  lot  hiid  been  most  profitable,  as 
Bodanbtedly  it  is  most  secure)  but  when  we  come  to 
ciknsider  the  present  ^tate  of  things  in  the  capital,  the 
ftouodlesr  opportmiities  of  spiritual  improvement  which 
offsr  thttttselves^  and  the  very  superior  society  which 
every  serious  man  may  there  join  with,  the  tables  seem 
turned  in  ymr  favour.    I  hope  and  trust  this  b  really 
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t{pe,  caise,  ajQd  thait  ^kb  philoscii^bicat  strength  ef  niiild^ 
yoa  have  tuniefj  an  unregardiog^ar  to  tiie*v«ice9f  foUj#i 
^d  cofitinu^  $;{#d  vpQo  die  sefenrr  and  for  sn^r^  ex-^ 
%uisite  occupations  pf  a  re^ons  l^,^  I  hay«^  J^i^ 
cultivating  in  r^reQ^ent,  by  slow  awl  unperoq^iUo 
degrees,  a  ^loiier  communion  wUhGod;  buA  yoj^bavse.' 
been  led,  as  it  M^re,  in  triumpb  by  tbeene^eticdibt* 
courses  of  the  many  good,  men  .whom  yoq  hftv^  Aad  ^tm 
<^po|iiuii|y:  of  hearing,  tp.beigbts  4Hf  ie%ioijtt4ttNsiarQr 
tion,  which  I  c^a  ^  present  oi^y  s^h  lor.  U  a  d^tanccu 
I  ^peal  to  jroM,  ^betl^  the  Grnc^ eitGfifi hMt  Aft. 
a^rce^/ex^^giis^jeiyoyipeatsl  Whal  tan.b^  mole.tk^ 
l4;hfful  .thaQ  jt^  ^weie^  and  placid  4!|dm  wbiolifit  catit 
cp^^  onfi's  .911^ J^.jOr.  than  the  tead^messit  flbeds  ^bcoaA 
in  our  hearts,  both  with  regard  to  God  and^oiir/pMt 
H^low-labourers.  Even  worldly-minded  men  confess 
t^  this  iife^is,  at  best,  but  a  scene  of  anai^i.aad  da^ 
yp^lDft?ntt  and  distress.  How  absurd  tben;  waAiay 
consist^t  must  be:  tbeu*  conduct,  >rben,  in  ^[rile  o^tkia. 
so.g^nei^  and  eonfiriaed  aJU  experience,  they  ip^eot 
wliat  can  alone  ^eyiate  the  s<»crows  of  this  life,  andpto^ 
vide  for  the  happiness  of  the  nei^t.  How  mmk  more  ift 
be^  to  l>e  envied^  wh.o  can  ^ndaim  MA  St.  Paol«  "  TAta 
world  is  crucified  vn^ooe,  md  I  unto  the  uwM'*  *^  I 
I^ve learnt,  m  whfl^vfrfUUe  lam,  ikeretlntA  tahetom*. 
imtJ*  "  The  world  passeth  awa^,  amd  the  biH  ikertitft 
tut  ^  that  dmtk  the  wUl  of  God  oHdtOh  for  everJ'i 
Th^re  is,  in  truth*  an  iudi^ribable  salbfaetion  intte. 
service  of  God;. Us  giace  imparts  such  composuiekr 
lime  of  trouble,  and  such  fortitude  in  the  antki^tion  of 
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it,  at  the  sfme  time,  that  it  increases  our  pleasures  by 
makiog  Hiem  hmocent,  that  the  chirtstiaD  viewed,  either 
as*  militant  ^ihh  troublbus  scene,  or  as  a  traveller  who 
ishastfes^  by  a^  difficult,  but  sb6rt  jourhey,  to  a  better 
ootiiilry,'is  a  most  enviable^tid  hap]:^  character.  The' 
nam  who  lives  without  God  in  the  world,  on  the  otiier' 
Inoid,  has  neither  rest  here  nor  cer^nty  or  hope  for  the' 
futOre.  His  reflections  must,  at  all  times,  be  dubious 
and  dark,  notto  say -distressing:  and  his  most  exquisite' 
etifoyments  must  have  a  stiug  of  fear  and  apprehension 
m  themi  which  is  felt  wh^i  Hie  gay  hour  is  over,  and  tits 
joys  no  more  remembered.  Mai^  wicked  and  dissipsded 
nen  ^h  in  secret  for  the  state  of  the  righteous,  buV 
^key  conceive  there  are  insuperable  obstacles  in  the  way 
o^f  r«%iot9^  and  that  they  must  amend  their  lives  before 
1^  cbtt  hope  for  ^ceptance,  or  even  dare  to  seekstt** 
ccfyHoM^  with  God.  But  wlmt  a  misemble  dehisi<m  iif 
}iml  If  tbkPwere  tmly  the  case,  how  awful  would  b^ 
the  eoodi^on  of  the  sinner;  for  we  know  tiiat  our  hearts 
«e  so  depraved  smd  so  obstinately  addicted  to  sin,  thai 
Hi^  cannot  fc^sake  it  without  soib«  more  than  mortal 
power  to  cat  asunder  the  bonds  of  innate  corruption^ 
aad  loosen -the  affections  from  this  sinful  bondage.  I 
was  talkmg'  a  few  day»ago  wiUi  a  young  surgeon,  who 
il  just  i«liif«edftom  the  East  Indies,  and  wasexpostu-^ 
talii^  with  hhn  on  his  dissolute  habits:  "  Sir''  said  he; 
**  I  know  you  are  happy,  and  I  would  give  worlds  to  be 
alileto  siibdur  my' passions;  but  it  is  impossible,  it  never 
emk  t«  ^leoe:  I  have  made  resohrtion  upon  resolution; 
Wdlhetmfy  effi^et  has  b«eii,  that  I  have  plunged  deeper 
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lOtD  vice  U»li  ^^^tf"  What  could  be  i|  atreager  Ulintni*^ 
tiod  of  the  Scriptuie  Unitb>  Tb«l  in^a'^  ^rt  h  9atiiff«tty: 
cpmipt^  ml  desperately  wicked*  Skm  yf'm^vttmm  U-.' 
ivmxy, 4:9» ^veconceivo  tM  9n itf*g!9od'|UBu|  bonfftoktii: 
Q04  would  have  oi%iii«%  «stBiln>  iii««i  with  twb  % 
dispo^itioiil  ft  ]»  m  whiob  bfis  mad^  the  «toi4d  «  fitir 
of  tcavs.  H  V  the  power  of  tbf  pi96^i^  J^sm  ChtwIS 
^00^  that  caa  redeem  iw  frow  ow  ndi»m\  depraviiycT-: 
'5  Yes,"  v^  frieiid,  "  Ifit  Isi^  od  ivA^ii  we  hilt  IHK 
Ijeved;  ^  vipe  av^  pt i^uacMx  tb«t.  he  i^ab)^  to^ iMpb 
that  which  wf  have  eoioaiitted  iiiit;^  hm  ^gmet  tim 
great  day/'  When  |  occasioimUy  le^eet  911  the  hiitocjt 
ef  1^  tunca  when  the^  gpwat  J^edeen^erappeaM,  behoM 
Qi^d  'pvepariog  h«  way  belbiw  hjai^  muljng  aU  the  wi^ 
lived  world  in  09e  kix^guage  (G|e^)i  Aht  the  speedier 
di^feiiMDating  of  the  blessed  Grospel;  aiid  tb«^  nhea  | 
^vapare  hit  precepts  witb  these  of  ik^va^^fmw^^^ 
wcieot  $age9»  sind  Piedil^  Mr  hii  K^»  hid  mj^niits^  lAi 
wi^Sm^^  smd  eruet  deathi  I  am  lose  ift  wofidei^  hma 
,«fid}  gr^ititiide.  Sudi  a  J^nsft  of  evhieiiii^aj|l«ade4hiii^ 
es  91^  PQwev  but  thai  of  the  de?il  iPo«M  wilhiiimA.^  HJi 
doc^ioeSk  i^empttred  with  the  mofalil^  (tf  tfac^thm  worii^f 
imenk  indeed  to  hsraedropt  down  fvova  liea¥e«.  Ummeikii 
wm,  bis  divine  ecwipiiisioMi  and  pily forbid  fw^iffmnmm 
ol  his  bittefest  eueiwes^'CQiiTkices.iM  that  Jie  was  indeeil 
the  Word»  tet  he  wfta  whal  faepmfessedto  bi^  Cbad^ 
10*  bis  80B,  ieeoiHJii«f  the  wortd  to  hiiBself*.  Tl^se 
thoughts  open  my  eyes  to  my  own  wretuhed  it^gralllMdir 
and  disc^g^  of  aoaiMidifid  attdccoo^siioiiate'a  nasttn 
mdw  such  i«))fesrions»  I  coiitdr  urdeiMly  hn^  t#  hs 
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sgpMAi^  altoffitba'  from  Ihe  aAirs  of  Ibis  life,  and  Uvt 
alone  to  my  Redeemer.    But,  alas!  this  does  npl  la^ 
long — the  pkasiog  outside  of  the  delusive  world  entices 
w^  liffurt  wmyi  t^eauty  smiles  one  lata  a  disgust  of  re* 
ligtoV  ai;idr  the  fear  9f  siogularily  frowns  me  into  the 
t^mce^meoUt  of  it.    Haw  artfuHy  does  the  arcb-deceiver 
jnaJiiuatfibims^iBtp  oar  hearts!  He  tells  us,  that  them 
is  a  deal  of  nnqecfssaiy  moroseoess  io  religion,  a  de^ 
ioo  many  humiliaUBg  conditions  in  the  s^>^l,  ai^  many 
igntfaiU  ateurcli^  in  its  professors;  while  on  the  other 
lAtid'tti^l^te  worifi  is'so  cheerful  and  frieasinfj,  so  f^U 
of  ham»Iess  gaie^  and  refined  elegance^  that  we  cannot 
but  love  it.    Ilm  is  an  insidious  species  of  reasoning. 
Could^  we  hut  see  thin^  in  their  true  colours;  were  bui^ 
A»,ftdiMe  vmmifih  off^  the  socie^  of  the  go^l  woukL 
wsmot  aajaseembiy  ofangela,  ^bat  of  the  worid  a  ^&ag»^ 
^Oina  of  devils:  but  it  is  thr  best  way  noi  to  vqisoi^ 
vAh  thB  Tempter^    I  have  a  Talkoiaiv  ifbicb  at  <mce 
l^uts  to. flight  aU  his  arguments^;  il  i^tbenam^  of  vag^ 
SMioirw  and  against  that  the  gates  of  hell  thfU  n^  pve^ 
1^    Thai  is  wy  andtoc  and  my  confidence;  I  can  go- 
y^b  that  to  tbB  bed  of  d^e^  and  lift  up  the  eyes  of  the 
dt^ipg  and  dcs^Mwing  wretch  to  the  great  Intercessor;  I ^ 
g»  with  thisr  into  the  society  of  the  cheerfeU  and^ 
awi^  ^latk  lightness  of  heart  and  entertaininent  of 
In  every  cweuemslance  of  life  I  can  joinwith^ 
leh,  tvho,  abose  £oMirtQeo  hundred  yesnrs  before  Jesus. 
€hsi^  exellttms  iiei  the  fervof  of  holy  autieipatioir^  ^  I 
hmam. that  mj Eodeemer  Haetib^  m^  that  hesfapll stand 
«t  the  latter  dsy  .upoit  the  earth;  ai>d  though  after  mr 
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skin  worms  destroy  this  body,  yet  in  my  flesh  shall  I 


seeGod.** 


The  power  of  the  gospel  was  never  more  Wrongly 
illustrated  than  in  the  late  mission  to  Greenland.  These 
poor  and  unlettered  tribes,  who  inhabit  nearly  the  ex- 
tremest  verge  of  animal  existence,  heard  the  discourses 
of  the  Danish  missionaries  on  the  being  of  a  God  with 
stupid  unconcern,  expressed  their  ^sent  to  every  thing 
that  was  proposed  to  them,  and  then  hoped  ta  extort 
some  present  for  their  complacency.  For  ten  years  did 
a  very  learned  and  pious  man  labour  among  them  with* 
out  the  conversion  of  a  single  sbul.  He  thought  thathe 
must  prove  to  them  the  existence  of  a  God,  andtho 
original  stain  of  our  natures,  before  he  could  preach. the 
peculiar  doctrines  of  the  ^ospel^  and  he  could  never  get 
over  this  &rst  step;  for  they  either  could  not  undersUnd, 
it,  or  would  not,  and  when  no  presents  were  to  be  had, 
turned  away  in  disgust.  At  length  he  saw  his  error,  and 
the  plan  of  operations  was  altered.  Jesus  Christ  waft 
preached  ^ih  simplicity,  without  any  preparation.  The 
Greenlanders  seemed  thoughtful,  amazed,  and  confound- 
ed; their  eyes  were  opened  to  their  depraved  and  lost 
state.  The  gospel  was  received  every  ^here-with  ardent 
attention.  The  flame  spread  like  wild-fire  over  the  icy 
wastes  of  Greenland ;  numbers  came  from  the  remotest 
recesses  of  the  Northern  Ocean  to  hear  the  word  of  life,;! 
and  the  greater  part  of  the  population  of  that  extensive 
country  has  in  time  been  baptized  in  the  name  of  the  / 
Father,  and  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost. 
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I  hav^  now  filled  my  sheet — ^Pardon  my  prolixity> 
and  believe  me,  my  prayers  are  o£fered  up>  frequently, 
for  your  continuance  of  the  path  you  have  chosen.  For 
myself,  I  need  ffmer  prayers — ^may  we  be  a  mutual 
assistance  to  each  Mher,  and  to  all  our  fellow-labourers 
in  the  Lord  Jesus. 

Believe  me. 

Your  sincere  friend, 

H.K.  WHITE. 


TO  MR.  JOHN  CHARLESWORTH. 

Nottingham,  6th  July,  1805. 
DEAR  CHARLESWORTH,  • 


I  BEG  you  will  admire  theelegance  of  texture  and  shape 
of  the  sheet  on  which  I  have  the  honour  to  write  to  you, 
and  beware,  lest  in  drawing  your  conckisions,  you  conceive 
that  I  am  tamed  exciseman ;  for  I  assure  you  I  write 
altogether  in  character  ;~a  poor  Cambridge  scholar, 
with  a  patrimony  of  a  few  old  books,  an  iuk-hom,  and 
«omesiuidry  quires  of  paper,  manufectured  as  the  enr 
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velope  of  pounds  of  tea,  but  converted  into  repositories 
of  learning  and  taste. 

The  classics  are  certainly  in  disrepute.  The  ladies 
bave  no  more  reverence  for  Greek  and  Latin,  than  they 
have  for  an  old  peruke,  or  the  rutfles  of  Queen  Aime. 
I  verily  believe,  that  they  would  hear  Homer's  Greek 
without  evidencing  one  m^rk  of  terror  and  awe,  even 
though  spouted  by  an  university  orator,  or  a  Westminster 
stentor.  O  tempora,  O  mores !  the  rural  elegance  of 
the  twanging  French  hatJi,  and  the  vile  squeak  of  the 
Italian  fiddle,  are  more  preferred  than  all  the  energy 
and  all  the  sublimity  of  all  the  Greek  and  Roman  orators, 
historians,  poets,  and  philosophers,  put  together.  Now, 
Sir,  as  a  classic,  I  cannot  bear  to  have  the  honorable 
fame  of  the  ancients  thus  despised  and  contemned,  and 
therefore  I  have  a  controversy  with  all  the  beaux  and 
belles.  Frenchmen  and  Italians.  When  they  tell  me, 
that  I  walk  by  rule  and  compass,  that  I  balance  my  body 
with  strict  regard  to  the  centre  of  gravity,  and  that  I 
bave  more  (jfreek  in  my  pate,  than  grace  in  my  limbs  i 
I  can  bear  it  all  in  sullen  silence,  for  you  know  it  must 
be  a  libel,  since  I  am  no  mathematician,  and  therefore 
cannot  have  learned  to  walk  ill  by  system.  As  for  grace, 
I  do  believe  since  I  read  Xenophoo,  I  am  become  a 
very'  elegant  man,  and  in  due  time  shall  be  able  to  spout 
Pindar,  dancing  in  due  gradation  the  advancing  retro- , 
grade  add  mediiun  steps,  according  to  the  regular  pro- 
gress of  the  strophe,  anti^trophe,  and  epode.  You  and 
I  wiii  be  very  fashionable  men,  after  the  manner  of  the 
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Greeks ;  we  will  iMStitute  an  otcbestra  for  the  exerciae 
of  tlw  ars  saltandi,  and  wiU  recline  at  our  mesds  on  the 
legRimate  Xriclinium  of  the  ancients — only  hanisfi  ail 
modern  beans  and  belles,  to  whom  I  am  a  professed  and 
declared  enemy. 

So  mu^  for  flippancy — 

yaleIS.R.V.B.E.E.Q.V. 

H.K- WHITE. 


TO  WILLIAM  ROUGH,  ESa 

\ 

Brigg,  near  Winteringfaaniy  July,  180^. 
MY  BEAR  SIR, 

I  HAVE  just  missed  you  at  Lincob,  where  I  bad 
some  expectations  of  seeing  you«  and  had  not  circum- 
stances prevented,  I  had  certainly  waited  there  till  to- 
morrow morning  for  that  purpose^  This  letter,  which  I 
wrote  at  Brigg,  I  shall  convey  to  you  at  Kiiton,  by  some 
person  going  to  the  session;  many  of  whom,  I  have  no 
doqbt,  are  to  be  found  in  this  litigious  littie  town. 

Tour  mis-directed  epistle,  to  my  great  sorrow,  neve'r 
reached  my  hands.  As  I  was  very  anxious  to  get  it,  I 
made  many  enquiries  at  the  post-ofiices  round ;  but  they 
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#|re  idiifi  tab*  I  consider  tbb  as  a  resU  loss,  i^i 
hope  yoa  Will  i^^rd  me  «s  still  under  the  presauie  of. 
i^xadcMi,  until  I  receive  seme  Mibstitule  from  your  hands^  . 

Had  I  any  certain  expectation  of  heariag  you  address 
the  Court,  or  Junf  swam,  at  Kirton^  no  circumstances 
should  prevent  me  from  being  present;  so  do  I  long  to 
mark  the  dawnings  of  that  eldquence  which  will  one  day 
ring  t&i^oA^  everjf  court  in  the  Midland  Circuit.    I  think 
the  noise  of  ***,  the  overbearing  petulance  of  ♦•*, 
and  the  decent  assurance  of***,  will  readily  yield  to 
that  pure,  chaste,  ^nd  mahly  eloquence,  which,  I  Imve 
no  doubt,  you  chiefly  cultivate.    It  seems  to  me,  who 
am  certainly  no  verf  competent  judge,  thiat  there  b  an 
uniforih  mode,  or  art,  of  pleading  in  our  courts,  which  is 
io  itself  fiiulty,  and  is,  moreover,  ^  bar  to  the  higher  ex- 
cellencies.   You  know,  before  a  barrister  begins,  in  what 
manner  he  will  treat  the  subject ;  you  anticipiate  hTSB^poH* 
ikeness,  his  complete  confidence  m  the  stabiity  6f  hi» 
ease,  bis  contempt  of  bis.ppponent,  bis  voltible  ex^^jge^ 
ration^  and  the  vehemence  bf  his  indigiiation.    All  these 
ire  as  of  cailrie.    It  is  so  master-  What  sprt  of  a  £ice  tiw 
business  asiume :  if  M|r.  ■■   .  ■  "  -  be  all  knpetuosiiy ,  ^tslo* 
nishment  add  mdignatm  on  one  side,  we  kqpw  I^  would 
not  have  beia  a  wli^  less  in^^etuousy  less  astomsh^dy  or 
less  indignant,  on  the  other,  had  he  happened  to  have 
been  retained.    It  is  true,  this  assurance  of  success^  this 
eont^iipl  of  an  ^pooent,  and  dictatorial  decision  in 
speaking,  ire  calculated  to  have  effect  oq  the  minds  cf  m 
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jury ;  and  if  it  be  tlie  business  of  a  coiinid  to  ^btiuQ  his 
ends  by  any  means,  he  is  right  to  adopt  them ;  but  tbe 
misfortuoe  is>  that  all  these  things  are  mechanical,  and 
as  much  in  ihe  power  of  the  opposite  conniel  as  in  your 
own ;  so  that  it  is  not  so  much  who  argues  best,  as  who 
speaks  last,  loudest,  or  longest*  True  eloquence,  on  the 
other  hand,  is  confident  only  where  there  is  real  ground 
for  confidence,  trusts  more  to  reason  and  facts  than  to 
imposing  de^mnticHi,  and  seeks  rather  to  iconvince  than 
dazzle.  The  obstreperous  rant  of  a  pleader  may,  for  a 
while,  intunidale  a  ju^%  hut  plain  and  manly  argument, 
delivered  in  a  candid  and  ingenious  manner,  will  more 
effectually  work  upon  their  understandings,  and  will 
make  an  impression  on  which  the  froth  of  declamation 
will  be  lost.  I  think  a  man,  who  would  plead  in  this 
manner,  would  gain  the  confidence  of  a  juiy,  ^^  would 
fiad  the  avenues  pf  their  hearts  much  more  open,  than  a 
inan  of  more  assurance,  who^  by  t^o  much  confidence 
mhext  there  is  much  doubt,  and  too  ipiicb  vehemence 
where  there  is  greatef  need  of  ceoloes«.  iff^  bis  hearers 
(Bontinually  m  mind  that  he  is  pkadii^  ft>r  h|re.  There 
seems  to  me  so  muth  beauty  in  truth,  that  I  could  wish 
our  barristers  woiidd  m^e  a  distinction  between  cases,  u| 
their  opinion  \i|rell  <ir  ffl  founded,  embi^rkh^  their  v^hole 
heart  and  soiri  in  the  one,  and  coatei^g  tfaemsdvef 
with  ia  perqFMcuo^  and  UadiAe  statevMfH  of  thar  ^ent"! 
We^  in  the  other.  . 

Purdcm  my  raa^lins*    Th*  ^mm*hf$  ^haH  mp 
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anly  be  used  by  indidgence,  and  we  hate  aU  a  propeni^ty 
to  talk  about  thiogs  we  do  not  understand. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVUXE. 

^IK^terioghain,  Aug.  20th  1805. 

DBAB  NEVILLE, 

*  ■    .        * 

♦         '♦♦'♦♦ 

I  AM  Tery  sensible  af  all  your  a£feGtion>  hi  your  anx* 
iety  that  I  should  not  dnninidi  my  books;  but  I  am  by 
no  means  relieved  from  die  anxiety  winch,  on  more  air- 
counts  thiin  one,  I  am  under,  as  to  my  present  situatknt, 
;  BO  great  a  burthen  to  tiife  iamily,  when  I  ought  to  be  a 
8U[^rt.  My  father  made  some  heavy  comphdnts  when 
I  was  at  hcmie,  and  though  I  am  induckl  to  believe  that 
he  is  enough  harassed  to  render  it  very  excusable,  yet  I 
cannot  but  fbel  strongly  the  peculiarity  of  my  situation; 
and,  at  my  age,  feel  ashamed  thaf^  I  should  add  to  his 
burthens.  At  ptment  I  have  my  hands  comi^etely 
ijkd  behind  me.  When  I  gel  to  college  I  hope  to  have 
more  oj^rtuiiities  of  advantage,  and,  if  I  am  fortunate, 
I  flball  probably  relieve  my  fiither  and  mother  from  thd 
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iKight^lriiicfa  I  now  lay  upon  them.    I  wish  ym,  if  yon 
iead  thin  letter  to  my  mother,  to  omittUs  part. 


TO  CAPEL  LOl^PT,  Bia 

WiDterivghtm,  Sept  lOtfay  1805. 

BEAR  SIR, 
w  YOUR  letter  has  at  length  reached  me  at  this  place, 
where  I  have  been  for  the  last  ten  months  em{^oyed 
ID  dfisncal  reading,  with  Mr.  GTainger^  It  gives  me 
pleasure  to  hear  of  you,  and  of  poetry ;  for,  since  I  came 
here,  I  have  not  only  been  utterly  shut  out  from  all  in- 
ttfcdtti^  with  the  lettered  world,  but  have  toldly  laid 
aside  the  pen  of  inspkation.  I  have  been  actuated  to  this 
by  a  sense  of  duty ;  for  I  wish  to  prove  that  I  have  not 
coveted  the  ministerial  offi<?e  through  the  desire  of  Jeam* 
ed  leisure,  but  with  au  ard^t  vrish  to  do  my  duty,  as  a^ 
teacher  of  the  truth.  I  should  blush  to  present  mysdf 
as  a  candidate  for  that  office  in  an  unqualified  and  un- 
prepared state,  and  as  I  have  {^aced  ray  idea  of  the 
necessary  qualifications  very  high,  aU  the  time  between 
now  and  my  ta^g  my  degree  wiil4be  little  enough  for 
these  purposes  alone.  I  often^  however,  cast  a  look  of 
-fond  regre^  to  the  darling  occupations  of  my  younger 
N4 
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hours,  and  the  tears  rush  into  my  eyes^  as  I  fmcy  I  se«^ 
the  few  wild  flowers  of  poetic  genius^  with  wiiich  I  have 
been  blessed,  withering  with  neglect.  Poetry  has  been 
to  me  something  more  than  amusement,  it  has  been  a 
cheering  companion,  when  I  have  had  no  other  to  fly  to; 
and  a  dehghtful  solace,  when  consolation  has  been  in 
some  measure  needful.  I  cannot,  therefore,  discard  so 
old,and  faithful  a  fiiend  without  deep  regret,  especially 
when  I  reflect  that,  stung  by  my  ingratitude,  he  may  de- 
sert "me  for  ever! 


With  regard  to  your  intended  publicatioo,  you  do  tne 
too  much  honour  by  iaserting,my  puerihties  along  with 
such  good  con^any,  as  I  know  I  shall  meet  there.'  I 
wish  I  could  present  you  with  some  sonnets  worthy  of 
^  your  wolk.  I  have  looked  back  amongst  my  old  papers, 
and  find  a  few  verses  under  that  name,  which  were  vn-it^ 
ten  between  the  time  when  "  Clifton  Grove"  was  sent 
to  the  press,  and  its  final  q>pearance.  The  looking  over 
these  papers  has  recalkd  a  little  of  my  old  warmth,  and 
I  have  scribUed  'some  lines,  which,  a»  they  owe  their  rise 
to  yoor  letter,  I  may  MAy  (if  I  have  room)  present  to 
you.  I  cannot  read  the  sonnets  whidi  I  have  found 
amongst  my  piqpers  with  pleasure,  and  thereibre  I  shall 
not  presume  to  shew  them  to  you*  I  shall  anxiously  ex«- 
pect  the  publication  ai  your  vn>rk. 

I  shall  be  in  Cambridge  next  month,  being  admitted  1 
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Susar  at  St.  John's.    Trinity  would  have  suited  my  plans 
better^  but  the  expenses  of  that  college  are  greater. 

With  thanks  for  your  kind  remembrance  of  me^  I  re« 
main. 

Dear  Sir, 

Very  respectfully  and  thankfully  yours, 

H.K.WHITE. 

YES,  my  stray  steps  have  wandered,  wander'd  far 
From  thee,  and  long,  heart-soothing  Poesy*^ 
And  many  a  flower,  which  In  the  passing  time 
My  heart  hath  registered,  nipp'd  by  the  chiU 
Of  undeserved  neglecl:,  hath  shrunk  and  died. 
Heart-soothing  Poesy  !^Tho*  thon  hast  ceas*d 
To  hover  o'er  the  many  voiced  strings 
Of  my  long  silent  lyre,  yet  thou  can*st  still 
Call  the  warm  tear  from  its  thrice  hallowed  cell, 
And  with  recalled  images  of  bliss 
Warm  my  reluctant  heart. — ^Yes,  I  wovid  throw, 
Once  more  would  throw,  a  qaick  and  hurried  hand 
O'er  the  responding  chords. — It  hath  liot  ceas'd — 
It  cannot,  will  not  cease ;  the  heavenly  warmth 
Plays  round  my  heart,  and  mantles  o'er  my  cheek. 
Still,  tho' unbidden, .plays. — Fair  Poesy! 
The  summer  and  the  sprinj^,  the  vnnd  and  rain, 
Sunshine  and  storm,  vdth  various  interchange, 
Have  mark'd  fiill  many  a  day,  and  week,  and  month. 
Since  by  dark  wood,  or  hamlet  far  retir'd. 
Spell-struck,  with  thee  I  loiter'd.— Sorceress ! 
I  cannot  burst  thy  bonds !— It  is  but  lift 
Thy  blue  eyes  to  that  deep  bespangled  vault, 
Wreathe  thy  enchanted  tresses  round  thine  arm, 
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And  mutter  some  obscure  and  charmed  liiyme^' 
A^d  I  coald  follow  thee,  on  thy  ni^fs  work. 
Up  to  the  regions  of  thrice-chastened  fire^ 
Or  in  the  caverns  of  the  ocean  floods 
Thrid  the  light  mazes  of  thy  ;?olant  foot. 
Yet  other  duties  call  me,  and  mine  ear 
Most  turn  away  firom  the  l^h  minstrelsy 
Of  thy  soul-trancing  Itarp,  unwillingly 
Must  turn  away ; — there  are  severer  strains, 
(And  surely  they  are  sweet  as  ever  smote 
The  ear  of  spirit,  f^om  this  mortal  coil 
Released  and  disembodied)  there  are  strains 
Forbid  to  all,  save  those  whom  solemn  thought. 
Thro*  the  probatioB  of  revolving  years, 
And  mi^^ty  converse  with  the  spirit  of  truth, 
Have  purged  and  purified. — ^To  these  my  soul, 
Aspireth;  and  to  this  sublimer  end 
I  gird  myself,  and  climb  the  toilsome  steep 
With  patient  expectation. — Yea,  sometimes 
Foretaste  of  bliss  rewards  me ;  and  sometimes 
Spirits  unseen  upon  my  footsteps  wait, 
And  minister  strange  music,  which  doth  seem 
Now  near,  now  dbtant,  now  on  high,  now  low. 
Then  swelling  from  all  sides,  with  bliss  complete, 
Jbid  full  fruition  filling  all  the  souL  . 
Surely  such  ministry,  tho'  rare,  may  soothe 
The  steep  ascent,  and  cheat  the  lassitude 
Of  toil;  and  but  that  my  fond  heart 
Reverts  to  day-dreams  of  the  smnmer  gone, 
When  by  clear  fountain,  or  embowered  biake» 
I  lay  a  listless  muser,  prizing  fiir. 
Above  all  other  lore,  the  poefs  theme ; 
But  for  such  recollections  I  could  brace 
My  stubborn  spirit  for  the  arduous  path 
Of  science  uaregrettingj  eye  a&r 
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Philotopfaj  Q^her  Steepest  heig^ 

And  with  hold  step,  and  resohite  attempt, 

Punqe  her  to  tiie  inuennost  recesi, 

Where  thron*d  in  light  she  sitSy  the  Queen  of  Tratfa.^ 

These  verses  form  nearly  the  only  poetical  effort  of 
thb  year.    Pardon  their  imperfections. 


TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK. 

St.  John's,  Oct  18th,  1805. 

MT  PEAR  BEK, 
I  AM  at  length  finally  settled  in  my  rooms,  and,  ac* 
cording  to  my  promise,  I  write  to  you  to  tell  you  so.  I 
did  not  feel  quite  comfortable  at  first  here ;  but  I  now 
begin  to  feel  at  home,  and  relish  my  silent  and  thought- 
ful cup  of  tea  more  than  ever.  Amongst  our  various 
occupations,  that  of  attending  chapel  is  to  me  not  the 
least  irksome,  for  the  service  is  read  in  general  below  the 
,  span  of  my  auditory  nerve ;  but  when  they  dhaunt,  I  am 
quite  charmed,  for  our  organ  is  fine,  and  the  voices  are 
good.  Thb  is,  however,  only  on  high  days  and  festivals, 
in  whicb  number  the  present  day  is  to  be  reckoned  (St. 
Luke's). 

My  mathematical  studies  do  not  agree  with  me,  and 
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yott  may  satisfy  yourself  I  shall  nevor  he  a  aemor  wrang- 
ler. Many  men  ^ome  up  with  knowledge  enough  for  the 
highest  honours,  and  how  can  si  man  be  expected  to 
Keep  up' with  them,  who  starts  without  any  previous 
fund  1  Our  lectures  begin  on  Monday,  and  then  I  shall 
know  more  of  college  difficulties. 

My  rooms  are  in  the  top  story  of  the  farthest  court  of 
St.  John's  (which  you  perhaps  remember)  near  the  clois- 
ters. They  are  Iight]|  and  tolerably  pl^sant,  though,  as 
there  was  no  furniture  in  them,  and  I  have  not  yet 
bought  many  necessary  articles,  they  look  very  bare* 
Your  phiz  over  the  chimney-piece  has  been  recognised 
by  two  of  my  fellow  students,  the  one  recollected  its  like- 
ness to  Mr.  Maddock,  of  Magdalene;  and  the  other  said 
it  was  like  a  young  man  whom  he  bad  seen  with  Mr. 
Maddock,  and  whom  (le  supposed  to  be  his  brother,  t 

Of  my  new  acquaintances,  I  have  become  intimate 
with  a  Mr.  *♦*,  who,  I  hope,  will  be  senior  wranglen 
He  is  a  very  serious  and  friendly  man,  and  a  man  of  no 
common  mathemaikal  talents.  He  lives  in  the  same 
court  with  me.  Besides  him,  I  know  of  none  whose 
friendship  I  diould  value;  and,  including  him,  no  one 
whose  hand  I  urould  take  in  preference  to  that  of  my  ol4 
friend ;  so  long  as  I  see  my  old  friepd  with  his  old  face« 
When  you  have  learned  to  be  other  than  what  you  are,  | 
shall  not  regret  that  B.  M.  is  no  longer  my  friend,  buf 
that  my  former  fnend  is  now  no  more. 
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I  wtlked  tbrottgb  Magdalene  the  oth^  day,  and  t  dould 
not  htfy  anticipating  the  timcf  wh&  I  ^ould  cbme  to 
drinks  yont  tesi^  and  swallo^^  your  bresid  and  butter, 
wi^iii  the  saeired  walls.  Yoo  most  know  our  eoliege 
was  originally  a  convent  tot  Black  Friaips;  iliid  if  a  matL 
of  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Sixth  were  to  peep  out  of  hb 
grave.  In  tbd  adjoining  chur^h-yarcf,  and  l6ok  into  our 
poitatey  judging  l>y  our  dress  and  appearance,  lie  tnight 
deem  us  a  convctat  of  Black  Friars  still.  Some  of  our 
brethren,  it  is  true,  would  seem  of  very  unsightly  bulk, 
but  many  of  them,  With  eye^  sunk  into  their  heads,  fro^m 
poring  over  the  mathematics,  might  pass,  very  well  for 
the  Asi^  ^d  mortified  shadows  of  penitent  monks. 

With  regard  to  the  expenses  of  mtr  college,  I  can  now 
speak  d<^cisively;  and  I  <ian  tell  you,  that  I  shall  be  here 
an  kidependant  man.  I  am  a  Senior  Sizar,  under  very 
favourable  circumstances,  and,  I  believe,  ihe  profib  of 
my  situation  will  nearly  equal  the  actual  expenses  of  the 
college.  But  this  is  iro  rule  for  other  colleges.  I  am 
on  the  best  side  (there  are  two  divisions)  of  St.  John\ 
and  the  expenses  here  are  less  thaa  any  where  else  in  the 
university. 

I  have  this  week  written  some  very  elaborate  verses, 
for  a  college  prize,  and  I  have  at  length  learned  that  I 
am  not  qualified  for  a  competitor,  not  being  a  Lady 
Margaret's  scholar:  so  that  I  have  lost  my  labour. 
Compared  With  the  other  men  of  this  large  college,  I 
find  I  am  a  resjpectable  classic,  and  if  I  bad  time  to  give 
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to  llie  languages^  I  think  I  sfaoald  ultimately  succeed  in 
them  m  no  small  degree ;  but  the  fates  forbid ;  lUalbe^ 
matic»/ 1  must  read,  and  in  mathematics  I  know  I  never 
shall  exoel.  Th^e  are^  harassing  reflections  for  a  poor 
young  man  gaping  for  a  fellowship ! 

If  I  choose  I  could  find  a  good  deal  of  reli^ous  so- 
ciety here,  but  I  must  not  indulge  myself  "with  it  too 
much.    Mr.  Skneon's  preaching  strikes  me  much. 


I  beg  you  will  answer  a  thousand  such  queslioiis  a9 
these,  without  my  asking  them. 

This  is  a  letter  of  intelligence : — Next  shall  be  senti- 
ment (or  a  Grothic  arch,  for  they  are  synonimous  accord-^ 
ing  to  Mr.  M). 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

St.  John's,  October  26Ui,  1805. 
DEAR  MOTHER, 

«  »  ♦  *  * 

YOU  seem  to  rq>ose  so  Kttle  confidence  in  what  I  say 
wit^  regard  to  my  CoUega  expenses,  that  I  am  not  en- 
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couraged  fo  hof^  you  wiU  give  me  much  credit  for  what 
J  sun  about  tp  say ;  uapnely,  that  had  I  no  money  at  iiU» 
either  from  my  friends  or  ISfr.  Simeon^  I  could  manage 
to  live  he^e.  ]M[y  situation  is  so  very  favourable,  and 
the  neces$ary  exp^ises  so  very  few^  that  I  shall  want  very, 
little  mo^e  Uiai^wiU  suffice  for  cloaths  and  books.  X 
have  got  the  bills  of  Jalr.**,  a  Sizar  , of  this  College, 
now  before  me,  and  from  them  and  hb  own  account,  I 
will  ^e  you  a  9tatement  of  wb^^  my  College  bills  will 
amount  to* 


Thus,  my  College  eiLpenses  will  not  be  more  tfaaa 
12  or  15l;  a  year  at  the  most.  I  shall  not  have  any  oc<- 
casion  for  the  whole  sum  I  hi^ve  a  claim  upon  Mr.  Simeon 
for,  and  if  things  gp  well,  I  shall  be  able  to  live  without 
being  dependent  on  any  one.  The  Mr.  **,  whose  bills 
I  have  borrowed^  has  been  at  College  three  years.  He 
came  over  from  *  *  with  lOl.  in  his  pocket,  and 
has  no  friends,  nor  ahy  income  or  emolument  whatever, 
except  what  he  receives  for  his  Si^rship :  yet  he  does 
support  himself,  and  that  too  very  genteelly.  It  is  only 
men's  extravagance  that  makes  College  life  so  expensive. 
There  are  Sizars  at  St.  John's,  who  spend  1501.  a  year; 
but  they  are  gay  dissipated  men,  who  chuse  to  be  Sizarf 
in-order  that  they  may  have  more  money  to  lavish  on 
their  pleasures.  Our  dinners  and  suppers  cost  us  no> 
thing,  anf)  if  a  n»n  chuse  to  eat  milk-breakfasts,  and  go 
without  tea,  he ,  may  live  absolutely  fojr  nothing ;  for  bi9 
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CloUege  emoluments  will  cover  Ae  rest  of  his  expenses; 
Tea  is  indeed  almost  superfluous,  since  we  do  not  w^ 
from  dinner  'till  half  past  three,  and  the  siipp^  bell  rings 
a  quarter  before  nine.  Our  mode  of  Dving  is  not  to  b# 
complained  oC  for  the  table  is  covered  with  all  possible 
variety,  and  on  feast  days,  which  our  fellows  take  care 
are  pretty  irequent,  we  have  wine* 

You  will  now,  I  trust,  feel  satisfied  on  this  Subject)  and 
/will  no  longer  give  yourself  unnecessaiy  uneaaiaess  ott 
iny  account. 


I  was  unfortunate  enough  to  be  put  into  unfurnished 
rooms,  so  that  my  furniture  will  cost  me  a  little  more  thaA 
I  expected ;  I  suppose  about  l$L  or  pei^ps  not  quite  so 
much.  I  sle^  on  a  haur  matrass,  which  I  find  just  as 
comforhible  as  a  bed;  it  ^ly  cost  me  4l.  along  with 
blankets,  counterpane,  and  pillows,  &6.  I  have  thret 
tooms — ^a  sitting  room,  a  bed  room,  and  a  kind  of  scul'* 
lery  or  pantry.  My  atting  room  is  very  light  and  plea* 
sant,  and  what  does  not  oflen  happen,  the  walls  are  in 
good  case,  iiaving  been  lately  stained  green. 

I  must  commission  my  sister  to  make  me  a  pair  of 
letter  racks,  but  they  must  not  be, fine,  because  my  jfui*- 
tiiture  is  not  very  fine.  I  think  the  old  shape  (or  octa^ 
gons  one  upon  another)  is  the.neatest,  and  white  the  best 
colour.  I  wi^  Maria  would  paint  vignettes  in  the  iqaiyes, 
because  then  I  should  see  how  her  drawing  proceeds. 
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You  must  know  that  ttese  are  not  intended  as  meremat^ 
ters  of  sfiew,  bat  are  intended  to  answer  some  purpose; 
there  areso  many  particular  places  to  attend  on  particu^ 
lar  days;  that  unless  a  man  is  very  cautious,  he  has  nb- 
thmg  else  to  do  than  to  pay  forfeits  for  non-attendance* 
A  few  cards,  and  a  little  rack,  will  be  a  short  way  of 
helping  the  memory, 

r  think  I  must  get  a  supply  of  sugar  from  London,  for 
if  I  buy  it  here,  it  wjH  cost  me  Is.  6d.  p^r  pound,  which 
is  rather  too  much,  I  have  got  tea  enough  to  last  the 
term  out. 


AHbough  you  may  be  quite  easy  on  the  subject  of  .my 
Allure  support,  yet  you  must  not  form  splendid  ideas  of 
jqy  success  at  the  University,  for  the  lecturers  all  speak 
so  low,  and  we  sit  at  such  a  distance,  that  I  cannot  hear 
a  syllable.  1  have,  therefore,  no  more  advantage  than  if 
I  were  studying  at  home, 

.  I  beg  we  may  have  no  more  doubts  and  fears  at  least 
on  my  score.  I  think  I  am  now  very  near  being  ofi^ 
your  hands,  and  since  my  education  at  the  University  is 
quite  secure,  ^you  need  not  entertain  gloomy  apprehen- 
sions for  the  future ;  my  maintenance  will  at  all  events 
be  decent  and  respectable,  and  you  must  not  grieve  your- 
self because  I  cannot  be  as  rich  as  an  alderman, 
*  ♦  * 

VOly     I.  O 
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Do  not  iBhew  this  letter  to  all  timers,  nor  Ieav«  it 
about)  for  people  will  have  a  very  mean  idea  of  Univer^ 
-»ty  education,  when  they  find  it  costs  so  little;  bnt  if 
they  are  saucy  on  the  subject,  tell  them-^I  hare  a  knrd 
just  under  me. 


TO  MR.  CHARLESWORTH. 


CUM  diutius  k  te  ^frustra  IHteras  expedjbsem  niemet 
in  animum  tuum  revocare  aut  iterum  otio  obtrudere  tide- 
bam. 

Penes  te  erat  aut  nobiscum  denuo  per  Jitteras  colloqui 
aut  familiaritatem  et  necessitatem  nostram  silentio  dimit- 
tere.  Hoc  te  praetnfisse  jam  dm  putaTeram»  oihn  epis- 
tola  tua  mihi  m  manus  venit. 


Has  litteras  scr3>ebam  intra  sanctos  sanctissimi  Jofaan- 
nis  Collegii  mures,  in  celeberrimi  hkc  nostrJi:  academft 
Cantabrigse. 
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Hk  tianqoiHitate  denique  litterarum  propitt,  sumini 
cum  voluptate  ccmjoAdft  fnior.  Hie  omnes  discendi  vias, 
onines  dcientiie  lationes  iodago  et  parsc^uor :  nescio  qtud 
tandem  evasurus.  Certe  si  pamm  proficio,  mihi  colpse 
jure  datum  erit;  modo  valetudo  me  sinal* 

Haud  tamen  vereor,  si  venim  dicere  cogor,  ut  satis 
I)(roficiam:  qoanquam  infirmis  attribus  aliorum  lecturas 
vis  unquam  audire  queam.  la  Mathematicis  parum  ad- 
hucprofeci:  utpote  qui  perarduum  certamen  cum  enidi* 
tissimis  quibusque  ia  vet.  Unguis  et  moribus  versatis  jam 
jam«minituras. 

His  in  stttdiis  pro  mea  perbrevi  san%  et  tanquam  hei|- 
ttnA  consuetudkie  baud  medioeriter  smn  fersatus* 

:  JLatfai^  minus  degapter  scribere  videor  quam  Gnec^; 
^Mque  ^reio  eadem  voluptate  scrqptores  Latinos  lectito 
quam  Gnecos :  cum  autem  onmem  industrial  me»  vim 
jRomanis  litteris  contulerim  baud  dubito  quia  fiu^es  mibi 
f^propiti«»aaB  &ciam« 

1ie«tiam  revocatmn  veiim  ad  baec  eljegantia  delidasque 
Jttterarum.  Quid  eniiu  accommodadus  vidm  potest  aut 
ad  aaimim  quotidianis  curis  laboribusque  oppressum  re- 
fiueaiAvm  tt  recreandum  aut  ad  mentem  et  facultates  ia- 
jenii  aeaendas  quam  exquisita  et  expolita  summique  vi 
«t  •cupi^  iqgeniiefad^orata  veterum  scriptorum  operal 


• 
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TO  HIS  BROTHER  JAMES. 

St  Jcki!a%  NofiembCT,  1605; 
MY  DBAR  /AMES» 

YOU  do  not  know  bow  anxioqs  I  am  to  hear  bdW  jou, 
go  on  in  alf  things ;  and  whether  you  still  persist  in  stead-* 
fastness  and  seriousness^  I  know>  my  dear  lad»  that  your 
heart  is  too  good  to  run  into  actual  vice,  yet  I  fear  the 
example  of  gay  and  wicked  persons  may  lead  you  to 
think  lightly  of  religion,  aa<l  then,  who  knows  where  it 
may  end  1  Neville  however  will  always  be  your  director^ 
and  I  trust  you  conceal  none,  even  of  yoiir  very  thoughts, 
from  him.  Continue^  James>  to  solicit  the  fatherly  su^ 
perintendance  of  your  Maker,  night  and  morning,  I 
^all  not  fear  for  you,  while  I  am  assured  you  de  this 
ferventfy,  and  not  in  a  hurried  or  slovenly  manner* 
With  constant  prayer,  we  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the 
temptations  of  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil :  God 
will  bring  us  through  it,  and  will  save  us  in  the  midst  of 
peril.  If  we  consider  the  common  condition  of  man's 
life,  and  the  ^ils  and  misfortunes  to  which  we  are  daily 
exposed,  we  have  need  to  bless  God  every  moment  for 
sparing  us,  ahd  to  beg  of  him,  that  when  the  day  of  mis- 
fortune comes,  and  cohte  it  must,  sooner  or  later  to  all, 
we  may  be  prepared  widt  christian  fortitude  to  endure 
the  shock.  What  a  treasure  does  the  religious'  man 
possess  in  this,  that  when  every  thing  ebe  fails,  he  has 
God  for  his  refuge:  andean  look  to  a  wOrld  where  he  is 
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sure,  through  Christ  Jesus,  that  he  will  not  be  disap- 
pointed. 

I  do  not  much  heed  to  what  place  of  worship  you  may 
go,  so  as  you  are  but  aiseripus  and  regular  attendant. 
Permit  me,  however,  to  explain  the  true  nature  of  the 
question,  with  regard  to  the  church  liturgy,  in  order  that 
you  may  be  the  better  able  to  judge. 

Tou  kn6w  from  the  epi&tles  of  St.  Paul,  that  soon  af- 
ter the  death  of  Jesus  Christ,  there  were  regular  churches 
e^blished  in  various  places,  as  at  Corinth,  Qalatia» 
Thessalonica,  &c.  &c.  Now,  we  are  not  certain  thsA 
they  used  forms  of  prayer  at  all»  in  these  churches,  much 
more  that  any  part  of  ours  was  used  in  their  time ;  but 
it  is  certain,  that  in  the  year  of  our  Lord,  286,  there  was 
a  general  liturgy  in  use  throughout  all  the  churches  of 
Christ.  Now,  if  in  thiat  early  time,  when  christians  were 
much  more  like  the  apostles  than  they  are  noir,  they  used 
a  form  of  prayer  in  the  churches,  it  is  fiihr  to  conclude 
thai  the  practice  was  not  unscriptural :  besides,  at  this 
very  time,  St.  John,  the  evangelist,  had  not  been  dead 
above  100  years,  and  one  of  his  disciples,  though  at  a 
very  great  age,  was  actually  living.  St.  Chrysostoiii,  who 
lived  above  354  years  after  Christ,  wrote  some  of  our 
prayers,  and  the  greater  part  of  them  have  been  in  gene- 
ral use  for  a  thousand  years.  About  the  year  28^ 
iboiit  one  thousand  five  hundred  years  ago,  immense 
multitudes  of  savages,  the  Goths  and  Vandak,  beitig  en- 
ticed by  the  fertility  of  the  Italian  country,  and  the  richer 
o3 
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of  lb  possessors,  tam^  down  from  Geimany,  Htttigtiy^^ 
and  all  the  northern  parts  of  Europe,  upon  the.  Roman 
empire  then  enfeebled  with  luxury,  and  endeavoured  to 
gain  possession  of  the  ^south.  They  were  at  first  re- 
pulsed ;  but  as  fast  aa  they  were  defeated  or  slain,  n^evr 
hordes,  allured  by  the  accounts  wl^ich  their  countrymefii 
gave  of  its  opulence  and  abundance,  succeeded  in  tbeif 
stead ;  'till  the  forces  of  the  Romans  grew  unequal  to  the 
contest,  and  gradually  gave  way  to  the  invaders,  who, 
wherever  they  came,  reduced  every  thihg.  to  a'  stat^  of 
barbarism.  The  christians^  about  this  time,  were  b^in^ 
ping  to  prevail  in  die  Roman  territories,  and  under  the 
Emperor  Constantiney  who  was  the  first  cjbristian  kmg^ 
iwere  giving  the  Mow  to  iddatry.  But  the  skvage  in^^ 
tolerance  of  the  invaders,  who  reduced  the  conquered 
toahject  slavery,  burnt  books  wherever  they  fbutid  theni^ 
and  even  foarbade  tfie  cijdtrvation  of  learning,  reduced 
them  to  the  utmost  distress.  At  this  time  (hey  wrotfe 
tmd  used  in  their  churches,  all  that  part  of  the  iUma/^ 
which  begins  with  the  Lord's  prayer,  and  ends  w^  tbe 
prayer  pf  St  Chrysostqm.  Thus  you  see  how  venerably 
ancient  ark  many  of  our  forms,  and  how  little  tiiey  merit 
that  contempt,  which  ignorant  people  pour  upon  ttiem. 
Very  holy  men,  men  now  we  have  every  reason  to  h&- 
lieve  in  heaven,  composed  them,  and  thtiy  have  been  used 
irom  age  to  age  ever  smce,  in  our  cfauidies,  with  but 
few  alteraticms.  But  you  will  say  they  were  used  by  the 
Roman  catholics,  who  are  a  very  superstitions  and  bigot'- 
iied  set  of  people*  This  is  no  otjeetion'al  all,  becliose 
Ihe  Roman  o^tholics  wore  not  alwi^  so  bad>  and  whs* 
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is  a.prjOof  of  tbii,  is,  that  there  once  was  no  other  reli> 
gion  ia  the  world ;  and  we  cannot  think  that  church  very 
inched,  which  God  chose,  once,  to  make  the  sole  gnar^ 
dian  of  his  truth.  There  have  been  many  excellent  and 
pious  men  amoqg  the  Roman  catholics,  even  at  the  time 
thdr  public  faith  was  corrupted. 

¥oa  may  have  heard  of  the  reformation  t  you  know 
it  was  brought  about  by  Luther  and  Calvin,  b  the  six« 
teenth  century,  about  1536. .  Now,  Calvin  is  the  founder 
of  the  sect  of  indq>ei|dants,  such  as^  those  who  meet  at 
Castlegate,  yet  he  had  a  hand  in  framing  the  liturgy^ 
which,  with  alterations,  we  now  use,  and  he  selected  it 
in  part  from  the  liturgy  of  the  Roman  church ;  because^ 
they  had  received  it  from  the  primitive  christians,  who 
were  more  immediate^  taught  by  the  apostles.  The  re^ 
formaiian  means  that  change  in  reHgion,  which  was 
broii^ht  about  as  said  before,  by  Luther  and  Calvin,  in 
consequence  of  the  abuses  and  errors  M;bicb  had  crept 
into  the  Romish  church, 

Tou  may  possiWy  think  the  responses  or  answers  of 
the  derk  and  people  rather  ridiculous.  Th'is  absurdity, 
however,  generally  consists  more  in  the  numner  than  in 
the  thing.  They  were  intended  to  be  pronounced  aloud 
by  the  peofrie,  and  were  used  as  a  means  to  keep  tbev 
attention  awaken,  and  shew  their  sincecity.  At  the  time 
4hi8  form  was  invented,  not  one  man  m  £ve  or  six  hu»» 
died  could  read,  and  these  repetitions  answered  another 
puipose,  ttf  fixnig  important  ejaculations^  and  sentences 
o4 
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ill  tibeir  rniods.  Id  these  days  the  saiii^  lilece^sify  doet 
not  exbity  but  we  slill  retaio  the  form  ota  account  bf  its 
other  advantages,  and  through  reverence  of  ^Uch  Im  afr' 
tiq\)ityy  as  ahnost  vouches  for  its  being  acc^ptn^le  i& 
Qod,  who  has  permitted  it  to  be  used,  by  the  wisest  at«t 
best  of  men,  for  so  long  a  period. 

I  think  I  have  now  nearly  tired  you.    Pray  write  to 
me  soon,  and  believe  me. 

My  dear  James, 

Your  very  aflTectionale  Brother,  . 

H.  K.  WHITE.  . 


TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK. 

St.  John's  CoHege,  Cambridge^  Nov.  10, 1805^. 
MY  BfiAB  BEN, 

«.«  *-  * 

THE  reasons  why  I  said  mathematical  studies  did  not 
agree  with  me,  were  these— that  I  am  more  indmedrto 
classical  pursuits,  and  that  considermg  what  .disadvao* 
tages  I  lie  under,  in  being  deaf,  I  am  afraid  I. cannot  ex- 
cel in  th^n..  I  havie  at  present  enturely  laid  them  aside, 
as  I  am  reading  for  the  Universtty  scholarship,  ,whidi 
will  soon  be  vacant :  there  are  expected  to  \it  la  <Hr  14 
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caodidiit^  siQiae  c^  whom  are  of  great  note,  from;  ^M  ;^ 
fuid  I  kave  as  m^cb  expeptation  of  gainmg  it,  as  of  being 
electa  9upi:enie  n^agus  ovejr  the  m^rsteries  of  Mithra^ 
Th«  scMdarfbip  i^  of  no  value  in  itself,  adequate  to  the 
jalN)jM|r  of  reading  for  it,  but  it  is  the  greatest  classical 
honour  in  the  University,  and  is  a  pretty  sure  road  ^  a 
fellowship.  My  classical  abilities  here  have  attlncted' 
90B)e  attention^  and  my  Lathi  Themes  in  particular, 
Jbave  drawn  forth  enquiries  from  the  tutors,  as  to  the 
place  of  my  education.  The  reason  why  I  have  determined 
jto^it  for  the  si^hi^dar^hip  is  tbb,  that  to  have  simply  be^i 
^  candidate  for.it,  establishes  a  man's  character,  as  many 
of  the  iirst  qlasucs  in  the  University  have  failed  <^  it. 


.  I  begin  now  to  feel  at  home  m  my  little  room,  and  I 
.wish  you  were  here  to  see  how  snugly  I  sit  by  my  blazing 
£re  in  the  cold  evenmgs.  College  certamly  has  chami^ 
though  I  have  a  few  things  rankling  at  my  heart  which 
wifl  not  let.me  be  quite  happy. — Ora,  Ora,  pro  me. 

This  last  sentience  of  mine  is  of  a  curious  tendency  to 
be^ure ;  itfx  Yvho  is  there  of  mortals  who  has  not  some- 
thing ranklmg.  at  liis  heart,  which  will  not  let  him  be 
bappyl 

It  js  curious,  to  observe  the  different  estimations  two 
men  majke^of  one  ^another's  happiness.  Each  of  them 
tfui^ys  the.  exter^  appearance,  of  the  others  situati<m. 
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Kances  of  bis  own,  thiidLS  him  faa|q>ier  i  and  fio  it  is  tteil 
tSi  the  worid  over^  be  we  fiivoul^  as  im  maj^  Acve  id 
always  somethmg  which  etberis  have,  and  ¥Akb  we  0Uf^ 
seWes  have  not,  necessary  to  the  completioB  .of  imr  ieli« 
^ty»  I  think,  therefore,  upon  the  whole,  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  positive  hapfHness  in  thb  world,  and  a  man 
can  only  be  deemed  felicitous,  as  he  is  in  comparison  less 
affected  with  positive  evil.  It  is  our  busmess,  therefore, 
to  shpport  ourselves  under  existing  IBs,  with  the  anticipa^ 
tion  of  future  blessings.  Life,  with  all  its  bitters,  is  a 
llraught  soon  drunk ;  and  though  we  have  many  changea 
to  fear  on  thb  side  the  grave,  beyond  it  we  know  of  none. 

Your  life  and  mine  are  now  marked  out:  and  our 
calling  is  of  such  a  nature,  that  it  iQ  becomes  us  to  be  too 
InQch  affected  with  drcumstaaces  of  an  external  aatnre.^ 
It  is  our  diily  to  bear  our  evils  with  dignified  silcnctf.^ 
iConsidering  our  8iq>erior  consohitions,  they  are  small  ia 
tbaparison  with  those  of  others,  and  though  theyuM^ 
cast  z  sadnetfi  both  over  ,Qur  hearts  and  countenances^ 
which  time, may  not  easily  remove,  yet  they  must  not  in* 
lerfere  with  our  active  duties,  nor  afiect  our  conduct 
towards  others,  except  by  opening  our  heart  with  wanaer 
sympathy  to  their  woes,  thei;  wants,  and  miseries* 

As  you  have  begun  in  your  religious  path,  my  beloved, 
In^nd,  persevere.  Let  your  love  to  ^e  crueifiedoontinue 
as  pure  as  it  was  at  6r9t,  while  your  seal  is  more  lenfi- 
pered,  and  your  piety  more  ratiooaland  matme*    I 
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jfet  to  life  to  see  yon  a  pious  and  respected  parish  prie^ ; 
as  for  nie — I  hope  I  shall  do  my  duly  as  I  liave  strength 
and  al^ity>  and  I  hope  I  shall  always  edntinuey  what  I 
'  profess  inyself. 

Your  friend  and  brother, 

H.  K.  WHITE. 


TO  HtS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

St.  John's,  Cambridge,  10th  Dee.  1805. 
0BA9  NEVILLE, 

I  AM  SO  truly  huit  that  you  shcmid  agam  tomplaiii  of 
my  loi^  silence,  that  I  cannot  refrain  from  sendhig'thiB 
by  lite  post,  aithou^  I  shall  send  you  a  parcel  to->mor^ 
raw.  The  reason  of  my  not  havii^  sent  you  llie  cravats 
iNMMij^,  is  the  difiidiHy  I  have  found  in  getting  them  to^ 
giediar,  since  pari  were  in  the  hands  of  my  laundress, 
and  part  dnrty«  I  do  not  know  whether  you  will  find 
them  iighlx  as  my  linen  is  in  other  respects  deficient,  and 
I  have  a  cause  ^t  issue  with  my  washerwoman  on  that 
score.  This  place  is,  literally,  a  den  of  thieves;  my 
bed-maker,  whom  we  call  a  gifp,  from  a  Greek  word 
signifymg  a  Vulture,  runs  away  with  every  thing  he 
-can  lay  his  hands  on,  and  when  he  is  caught,  says  he  only 
borrows  them.  He  stole  a  sack  of  coals  a  week,  aif  re- 
{oho^y  as  the  week  came,  when  first  I  had  fires ;  but  f 
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have  stopped  the  rtm  6f  this  busuiess,  by  a  tnonstrbns 
large  padlock,  which  is  hung  to  the  staple  of  the  bin. 
His  next  trick  was  to  bring  me  four  candles  for  a  pound 
instead  of  six,  and  this  trade  he  carried  on  for  some 
time,  until  I  accidently  discovered  the  trick;  he  then 
said  he  had  always  brought  me  right,  until  that  time, 
and  thai  then  he  had  brought  me  Jives,  but  had  given 
Mr.  H.  (a  man  on  the  same  stair-case)  one,  because  he 
thought  he  understood  T  had  borrowed  one  of  him :  on 
enquiring  of  Mr.  H.  h^  had  not  given  him  one  according 
to  his  pretence ;  but  the  gentleman  was  not  caught  yet^ 
for  he  declared  he  hW  lent  one  to  the  bed-maker  of 
Lord  B.  in  the  rooms  below.  His  neatest  trick  is  going 
to  the  grocer  every  now  and  then,  for  articles  in  your 
name,  which  he  converts  to  his  own  use.  I  have  stopped 
bim  here,  too,  by  keeping  a  check-book.  Tea,  sugar* 
and  pocket  handkerchiefs,  are  his  natural  perquisites, 
and  I  Verily  t>elieve  he  will  soon  be  filling  his  cannister 
out  of  mine  before  my  face.  There  is  no  redress  for  all 
this :  for  if  you  change  you  are  no  better  off,  they  are 
all  fdike.  They  know  you  regard  them  as  a  pack  of 
thieves,  and  their  only  concern  is  to  steal  so  dexterously 
that  they  may  not  be  confronted  with  direct  proof. 


Do  not  be  surprised  at  any  apparent  negligence  in  my 
letters :  my  time  has  so  many  calls  for  it,  that  half  my 
duties  are  neglected*.  Our  .College  examination  comes 
cikiiei^t  Tiiesday,  and  it  is  of  the  utmost  moment  Mt  I 
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wc^vat  myself  well  there.  A  month  after  will  follow  the 
fl^holarship  examination.  Hy  time  Ibereforei  at  present^ 
will  scarcely  pen^iit  the  performance  of  my  promise, 
with  reqpept  to  the  historical  papers,  but  I  have  them  in 
mind,  and  I  am  much  b^t  on  perfecting  them,  in  amaur 
ner  superior  to  their  commencement. 

I  would  fahi  write  to  my  brother  James,  who  nmst 
by  no  means  think  I  forget  him,  ,^ut  I  Cear  I  shall  see 
him  before  I  write  to  him,  on  the  accounts  above  stated« 
The  examination  for  the  scholarship  is  dbtinct  from  that 
of  our  College,  which  is  a  veiy  importt^nt  one ;  and  while 
I  am  preparing  for  the  one,  I  necessarily  neglect  the 
other. 

I  wish  very  much  to  hear  from  you  on  religious  topics, 
and  remember,  that  although  my  leisure  at  present  will . 
not  allow  me  to  write  to  you  ^1 J  wish,  yet  it  will  be  the 
highest  gratification  to  me  to  read  your  letters,  especially 
when  they  relate  to  your  christian  progress.  I  bes^h 
jou  not  to  relax,  as  you  value  your  peace  of  mmd,  and 
the  repose  of  a  dying  bed.  I  wish  you  would  take  in, 
the  Christian.  Observer,  which  is  a  cheap  work,  and  will' 
yield  you  much  profitable  amusement  I  have  it  here 
for  nothing,  and  can  send  you  up  some  of  thenumben, 
if  you  like. 

.  Remember,  and  let  my  mother  know,  that  I  have  no 
ehance.for  the  University  scholarship,  and  that  I  only  sit 
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ftt'thepurposrof  leltiog  tlie  Univie^ty  koom,  timlwl  am 
K  deoeut  pn^cwQt  h  the  iamguagei, 

.  Tiieis^  is  oie  jost  meant,  wtiidt  I  can  certakily  g€^ 
bot  I  shoald  be  iibl^ed  to  go  to  Peter-boufe  ni  cotide* 
quence,  which  wiU  iratl^  advjseahkr-but  I  must  onke 
enquiries  about  it  I  speak  with  certainty  on  this  subjeet, 
because  it  is  resbicted  to  candidates  who  are  in  their  At^ 
ymr,  amongst  whom  I-riiouUt  probaUy  be  ^eqnai  to  any« 
SHie  others  are  open  to  batebelon. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

St  JoiinV,  December  16th,  1805. 
SEAR  NBVIt^B, 

^  IN  consequence  of  an  alteration  in  my  p]»is»  I  shall 
have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  at  the  latter  end  of  this 
week,  and  I  wish  yon  so  to  inibrm  my  aunt.  The  reason 
Hff  this  change  is  this,  that  I  have  over-read  myself,  and 
'I'  inid  it  absolutely  necessary  to  take  some  rek»atk>n» 
and  to  give  up  study  entirely,  for  a  short  time,  in  order 

that  I  may  go  on  better  hereafter. 

r;,       ...  .  ,  ''  •■    .' 

'    This  has  been  occasioned  by  our  College  lectltfes. 
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Mdcfa  f  fawl:  driven  loo  hOe,  o«ac<solint  of  my  hdii^ 
occupied  in  prepairalioas  fof  the  Unifeesily  jscjidanhip 
ezamiiu^n,  and  then  I  Mras  obliged  to  fi^  so  hard  for 
tiie  Coil^  lectures^  as  the  time^rew  od,  that  LeoukI 
^Bke  BO  eatrcm.  Thus  I  soon' knocked  myself  i^  add 
I  BOW  kibour /under  a  grei^  general  relaxation,  and  mucii 
fififvoua^ 


Change  *of  air  and.  place  will  qpeedily  reoiove  these 
symptoms,  and  I  shall,  certainly  give  up  the  Umver«il;y 
schdarship,  ratlier  Umn  injure  my  health. 

Do  not  mention  these  things  to  my  mother,  as  she  will 
make  it  a  cause  of  upnecassary  uneasiness. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

St.  Jofan*8,  Decetaber  19ib,  1805.  * 
I>SAA  N£riI.LB« 

.   I  WAS  sorry  to  receive  your  letter^  desiring  me  la  defer ' 
my  joutneyfe  and  I  am  sorry  to  be  forced  to  tell  you  the 
reason  of  my  coming  to  town  sooner  than  you  wish  me* 
I  have  had  an  ^iltack  of  my  o}d  nervous  conq>laiut,  and 
Iby  spirits  have  been  so  wretchedly  shatt^ed^  that  my 
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surgeon  says  I  shall  never  be  weH  tUl  I  inve  removed 
somewbere,  where  t  can  have  sodety  and  amnsement. 
It  is  a  very  dikres^ng  thiof  to  be  ill  in  CoUege,  where 
you  have  do<  attendance,  and  very  little  society.    Mr. 
Catton,  my  tutor,  has  prevailed  upon  jne,  by  pressing 
wi^hes^  to  go  into  the  hail  to  be  examined  with  the  men 
of  my  year — I  have  gone  through  two  examinations,  and 
I  have  one  to  coine :  after  that  b  over,  he  told  me  I  had 
bettier  go  to  my  friends  directly,  and  relieve  myself  with 
complete  relaxation  from  study.    Under  .these  circum- 
stances, the  object  of  my  journey  to  London,  will  be  an* 
5wered,  by  the  mece  residence  in  my  aunt's  family,  and 
by  a  cessation  from  reading.    While  I  am  here,  I  am 
wretched ;  I  cannot  read,  the  sligiitest  application  makes 
me  faint ;  I  have  very  little  society,  and  that  is  quite  a 
force  upon  my  friends.     I  am  determined,  therefore,  to 
leave  this  place  on  Saftirday  morning,  and  you  may  rest 
satisfied  that  the  puipose  of  my  journey  will  be  fully  ac- 
complished by  the  prattle  of  my  aunt's  little  ones,  and 
her  care.  1  am  not  an  invalid,  since  I  have  no  sickness  or 
ailment,  but  I  am  weak  and  low-spirited,  and  unable  to 
read.    The  last  is  the  greatest  c^damity  I  can  experience 
of  a  worldly  nature.    My  mind  preys  upon  itself.    Had 
it  not  been  for  Leeson,  of  Clare  Hall,  I  could,  not  have 
gone  through  thb  week.     I  have  been  examined  twice, 
and  almost  without  looking  over  the  subjects,  and  I  have 
given  satisfaction,   but  I  am  obliged  to  be  kept  up  by 
strong  medicines  to  endure  thb  cxertkni,  which  b  very 
great,  « 
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,  I  lUQ  ba|^y»  however,  to  tell  yon,  I  9m  better;  and 
Jtfr.Fsuriab,  the  surgeon,  say?,  ^  few  days  will  re^^tabliab 
me  when  I  get  into  another  scene,  and  into  sode^* 


TO  ms  mother/ 

London,  lOecember  34&  1805. 
MT  BSAB  MOTHER, 

YOU  will,  no  doubt,  have  been  surprised  at  not  having 
heard  from  me  for  so  long  a  time,  and  y«u  will  be  no 
less  so  to  £nd  that  I  am  writing  this  at  my  aui^'S'in  Ihit 
&r-ftmed  city.  I  have  been  so  much  taken.up  with  our 
college  examinations  of  late,  that  I  could  not  find  time 
to  write,  even  to  you,  and  I  am  now  come  to  town«  in 
order  to  give  myself  every  relaxation  and  amusement  I 
can;  for  I  had  read  so  much  at  Cambridge,  that  my 
health  was  rather  affected,  and  I  was  advised  to  give 
ii\yaelf  the  r^spjte  of  a  week  or  a  fortnight,  in-order  to 
recover  strength.  I  arrived  in  town  00  Saturday  night, 
and.  should  have  wiitt^  yesterday,  in  order  to  remove 
any  uneasiness  you  might  feel  on  my  account,  bi^  there 
b  no  post  on  Sunday. 

I  have  now  to  communicate  some  agreeable  intelli- 
gence Jo  you:    Last  week  being  the  close  of  the  Mi- 
VOL.  I.      /  p 
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-dtaelmas  term  and  our  college  examinatiaB,  oar  tutor, 
who  is  a  very  great  man,  sent  for  me,  and  told  me  he 
was  «orry  to  h^r  I  had  been  ill ;  he  widerstood  I  was 
low  spirited,  and  wished  to  know  whether  I  frightened 
myself  about  College  expenses.    I  told  him,  that  they 
did  contribute  some  little  to  harrass  me,  because  I  was 
as  yet-  uncertain  what  the  bills  of  my  first  year  would 
amount  to.    His  answer  was  to  this  purpose :    "  Mr» 
White,  I  beg  you  will  not  trouble  yourself  on  this  saly- 
ject;   your  emoluments  will  be  very  great,  very  grea( 
indeed,  and  I  will  take  care  your  expenses  are  not  very 
burthensome. — Leave  that  to  me !  "^   He  advised  me  to 
go  to  my  friends,  and  amuse  myself  with  a  total  cessa- 
tion from  reading.    After  our  college  examination  (which 
lasted  six  days)  was  over,  he  sent  for  me  again,  and  re- 
peated what  he  had  said  before  about  the  expenses  of 
the  college,  and  he  added,  that  if  I  went  on  as  I  had 
begun,  and  made  myself  a  go6d  scholar,  I  might  rely  on 
being  provided  for  by  the  college ;    for  H  the  county 
should  be  full,  and  they  could  ioot  elect  me  a  fellow, 
they .  would  recommend  me  to  another  college,  where 
they  would  be  glad  to  receive  a  clever  jpan  from  their 
bands,  or  at  all  events  they  could  iz/t(;ajf5  get  a  young 
man  a  situation  as  a  private  tutor  in  a  nobleman's  family; 
or  could  put  him  in  some  bandsome  way  of  preferment; 
We  make,  it  a  rule,  he  said,  of  providing  for  a  clever 
man,  whose  fortune  is  small;  and  you  may  .therefore 
rest  assured,  Mr.  White,  that  after  you  have  taken  your 
degree,  you  will  be  provided  with  a  genteel  competency 
by  the  college.    He  begged  I  would  be  under  no  aji^re- 
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hentioBs  ^n  these  accounts;  he  shook  hands  with  me 
very  affectionately^  and  wished  me  a  speedy  recovery. 
Theie  attentions  from  a  man,  like  the  tutor  of  St.  John's, 
are  very  marked ;  and  Mr.  Catton  is  wdl  known  for 
doing  more  than  he  says.  I  am  sure  after  these  as^ 
surances,  irom  a  principal  of  so  respectable  a  society  as. 
St.  John's,  I  have  nothing  more  to  fear ;  and  I  hope 
you  will  never  repine  on  my  account  again—accorcBng 
to  every  appearance,  my  lot  in  life  is  certain. 


TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK. 

London,  Xmas,  1805. 
BY   DEAR  BEN, 

YOU  would  have  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  my 
long  silence,  had  I  preferred  my  self-justification  to  your 
ease.  I  wrote  you  a  letter,  which  now  lies  in  my  drawer 
at  St.  John's,  but  in  such  a  weak  state  of  body^,  and  in 
so  desponding  and  comfortless  a  tone  of  mind,  that  I 
knew  it  would  give  you  pain,  and  therefore  I  chose  not 
to  send  it.  I  have  indeed  been  ill,  but  thanks  to  God,  I 
am  recovered.  My  nerves  were  miserably  shattered  by 
over-application,  and  the  absence  of  all  that  could  amuse, 
P2      ' 
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and  the  presence  of  many  tUngs  which  weighed  heavy 
upon'  my  ^irits.  When  I  fonnd  myself  too  ill  to  read^ 
and  too  desponcBng  to  endure  my  own  reflections,  I  dis- 
covered that  it  is  really  a  miseraUe  thing  to  be  destitute 
of  the  soothing  and  supporting  haad»  when  nature  most 
needs  it  I  wandered  up  and  down  from  one  nuoi's 
room  to  another,  and  from  one  college  to  another;  im* 
ploring  society,  a  litde  conversation,  imd  a  little  relief  of 
the  burthen  which  pressed  upon  my  ^irits;  andTam 
sorry  to  say,  that  those  who,  when  I  vras  cheerful  and 
lively,  sought  my  society  with  avidity,  now,  when  I 
actually  needed  conversation,  were  too  busy  to  grant  it* 
Our  college  examination  was  then  approaching,  and  I 
perceived  veith  anguish  that  I  had  read  for  the  university 
scholanrii^>,  until  I  had  barely  time  to  get  up  our  private 
subjects,  and  that  as  I  was  now  too  ill  to  read,  all  hope 
of  getting  through  the  examination  with  decent  respecta* 
bility,  was  at  an  end.  This  was  an  additional  grief.  I 
went  to  our  tutor,  with  tears  in  iliy  eyes,  and  told  him 
I  must  absent  myself  from  the  examination ;  a  step  whidi 
would  have  precluded  me  from  a  sti^ion  amongst  ^e 
prize-men  until  the  second  year.  He  earnestly  entreated 
me  to  run  the  risk.  My  surgeon  gave  me  strong  stimu- 
lants and  supporting  medicines  during  the  examination 
week,  and  I  passed,  I  believe,  one  of  the  most  respect- 
able examiuatious  amongst  them.  As  soon  as  ever  it 
was  over,  I  left  Cambridge  by  the  advice  of  my  surgeon 
and  tutor,  and  I  feel  myself  now  pretty  strong.  I  have 
given  up  the  thought  of  sitting  for  the  university  scholar- 
ship, in  consequence  of  mg  illness,  as  the  course  of  my 
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readiDg  was  effectually  broken*  In  this  place  I  have 
been  much  amused,  and  have  been  received  with  an  at- 
tention in  the  literary  circles  which  I  neither  expected 
nor  deserved.  But  this  does  not  affect  me  as  it  once 
would  have  done;  my  views  are  widely  altered,  wad  I 
h<^  that  I  shall  in  time  learn  to  lay  my  whole  heart  at 
tbejfoot  of  the  cross.  ^ 

I  have  only  one  tl^ng^  more  to  teU  you  of  about  my 
illoesa;  it  is  that  I  have  found  in  a  young  man,  with 
whpm  I  had  little  acquaintance,  that  kind  care  and  at^ 
t^ion  ^hich  I  looked  for  in  vain  from  those  who  pn>- 
feised  themselves  my  nearest  iriends.  At  a  time  when 
*  *  *  could  not  find  leisure  to  devote  a  single 
evening  to  his  sick  friend,  even  when  he  earnestly  im- 
|4ored  it;  William  Leeson  constantly,  and  even  against 
my  wishes,  devoted  everi^  evening  to  the  relieving  of  my 
melancholy,  and  the  enlivening  of  my  solitary  hours. 
With  the.  most  constant  and  affectionate  assiduity,  h^ 
g9jre  me  my  medicines,  administered  copsolatioD  to  mv 
broken  japirits,  and  even  put  me  to  bed. 
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TO  MR.  P.  THOMPSON. 

London,  1st  January,  180^. 
SIK, 
I  OWE  it  both  to  my  feelings  and  my  duty,  that  I 
should  thank  you  for  the  kind  enquiries  you  have 
thought  it  worth  while  to  make  concerning  me  and  my 
afiairs.  I  have  just  learned  the  purport  of  a  letter,  re- 
ceived from  you,  by  Mr.  Robinson,  the  bookseller;  and 
it  is  a  pleasing  task  to  me,  at  the  same  time  that  I  ex- 
press my  sense  of  your  benevolent  cobcern  in  my  behalf, 
to  give  you,  myself,  the  mformation  you  require. 

The  little  volume  which,  considered  as  the  production 
of  a  very  young  man,  may  have  interested  you,  has  not 
had  a  very  great  sale,  although  it  may  have  had  as  much 
countenance  as  it  deserved^  The  last  repprt  I  received 
from  the  publbhers,  was  460  sold.  So  far  it  has  an- 
swered the  expectations  I  had  formed  from  it,  that  it 
has  procured  me  the  acquaintance,  and'  perhaps  I  may 
say  the  friendship,  of  men  equally  estimable  for  their 
talents  and  their  virtues.  Rewarded  by  their  counte- 
nance, I  am  by  no  means  dissatisfied  with  my  little 
book;  indeed  I  think  its  merits  have,  on  the  whole, 
rather  been  overrated  than  otherwise,  which  I  attribute 
to  the  lenity  so  readily  afforded  to  the  fdults  of  youtli, 
and  to  the  promptitude  with  ^hich  benevolent  minds 
give  encouragement  where  ^encouragement  seems  to  be 
wanted* 
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With  regard  to  my  personal  concerns,  I  have  succeed- 
ed in  placing  myself  at  Cambridge,  and  have  already 
kept  one  term.  My  college  is  St.  John%  where,  in  the 
rank  of  Sizar,  I  shall  probably  be  enabled  to  live  almost 
independantly  of  external  support;  but  should  I  need 
that  support,  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  draw  on  a  friend, 
whose  name  I  am  not  permitted  to  mention,  for  any 
sum  not  exceeding  30l.  per  ann.  With  habits  of  fruga-^ 
lity,  I  shall  nev^r  need  this  sum;  so  that  I  am  quite  at 
ease  with  respect  to  my  college  expenses,  and  am  at  full 
leisure  to  pursue  my  studies  with  a  free  and  vacant  mind. 

.  I  am  at  present  in  the  great  city,  where  I  have  come, 
in  consequence  of  a  little  injudicious  Application,  a  suitor 
to  health,  variety,  and  amusement.  In  a  few  days  I 
shall  return  to  Cambridge,  where  (should  you  ever  pas^ 
that  way)  I  hope  you  will  not  forget  that  I  reside  there 
three-fourths  of  the  year«  It  ^otdd,  indeed,  giVe  me 
pleasure,  to  say  personally  how  much  I  am  obliged  by 
your  enquiries. 

I  hope  .you  will  put  a  favourable  construction  both  on 
the  minuteness  and  the  length  of  this  letter;  and  permit 
me  to  subscribe  myself, 

Siri 
Very  thankfully  and  obediently. 
Yours, 

H.K.  WHITE. 
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TO  MR,  B.  MADDOCK^ 

St  John's,  Febniaiy  irth,  1806. 
DEAR  BEN, 


/  DO  not  think  I  am  reading  hard.  I  beliere  it  is  all 
over  with  that.  I  have  had  a  recurrence  of  my  oid 
complaint  within  this  last  four  or  five  days,  wlueh  has 
half  unnerved  me  for  every  thing.  The  state  of  mj 
health  is  really  miserable;  I  am  welllmdlively  in  the 
morning,  and  overwhelmed  with  nervous  horrors  in  the 
evening.  I  do  not  know  how  to  proceed  with  regard  ta 
my  studies — ^a  very  slight  over-stretch  of  the  mind  in  the 
day-time,  occasions  me  not  only  a  sleepless  night,  but  a 
night  ot  gloom  and  horror*  The  systole  and  diastole  of 
my  heart  seem  to  be  playing  at  ball — the  slake— my 
life.  I  can  only  say,  the  game  is  not  yet  decided — I 
dlude  to  the  violence  of  the  palpitation. 

I  am  going  to  mount  the  Gog-magog  hills  this  morn- 
ing, in  quest  of  a  good  night's  sleep.  The  Gog-magog 
hills  for  my  body,  and  the  Bible  for  my  mind,  are  my 
only  medicines. — I  am  sorry  to  say,  that  neither  are 
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quite  adequate^  Cut,  igitur,  dandum  iBst  vitiot  MiH 
prvhus.  I  hope,  as  the  summer  corned,  my  sfkiU 
(which  have  been  with  the  swallows  a  winter's  journey) 
w91  come  with  it.  When  nry  spirits  arerestorecl,  my 
health  will  be  restored — the  fona  maU  lies  tiiere.  JGiive 
me  serenity  and  equability  of  miildy  and  all  will  be  well 
there. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

St  JohD*8y  tlth  March,  180&. 


DEAR  SEVILLE, 


\  HOPE  you  read  Mason  on  l^elf-knowledge  now 
and  then.  It  is  a^  useful  book ;  and  it  will  help  you 
greatly  in  framing  your  spirit  to  the  ways  of  humility^ 
piety,  and  peace.  Reading,  occasional  meditation,  and 
constant  prayer,  will  infallibly  guide  you  to  happiness, 
,aa  far  as  we  can  be  happy  here;  and  will  help  you  on 
your  way  to  that  blessed  abode,  where  I  hope,  ardently 
hope,  we  shall  all  meet  hereafter  in  the  assembly  of  the 
saints.  Go  coolly  and  deUberately,  but  determinately, 
to  the  work  of  your  salvation.  Do  nothing  here  in  a 
hurry;   deliberate  upon  every  thing;  take  your  steps 
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cautiously,  ^et  with  a  simple,  reliance  on  ihenlercyt>f 
your  God  and  Saviour;  and  wherever  you  see  your  duty 
Ue,  lose  no  time  in  acting  up  to  it.  This  is  the  only  way 
to  arrive  at  comfort  in  your  christian  career,  and  the 
constant  observance  of  this  maxim  will,  with  the  assistance 
of  God,  smoolfa  your  way  lyith  quietness  and  repose, 
even  to  the  brink  of  eternity  and  beyond  the  gulph  that 
bounds  it. 

I  had  almost  dropped  the  idea  of  seeing  Nottingham 
thb  next  long  vacation,  as  my  stay  in  Cambridge  may  be 
importantly  useful ;  but  I  think,  now,  I  shall  go  down 
for  my  health's,*  ^uid  more  particularly  for  my  mother's 
sake,  whom  my  presence  will  comfort  and  perhaps  help. 
I  should  be  glad  to  moor  all  my  family  in  the  harbour 
of  religious  trust,  and  iu  the  calm  seas  of  religious  peace« 
These  concerns  are  apt,  at  times,  to  escape  me;  but  they 
now  press  much  upon  my  heart,  and  I  think  it  is  my  « 
first  duty  to  see  that  my  family  are  safe  in  the  most  im- 
portant of  all  afiiurs. 
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TO  THE  REV.  J.  PLUMBTRE. 

8t  John*8,  Mardi  IStb^  1806. 

DEAR  SIR, 
I  HOPE  you  will  excuse  the  long  delay  which  I  have 
made  in  sending  the  song.  I  am  afraid  I  have  trespassed 
on  your  patience,  if  indeed  so  unimportant  a  subject 
can  have  given  you  any  thought  at  all.  If  you  think  lit 
worth  while  to  send  the  song  to  your  publisher,  I  should 
prefer  the  omission  of  the  writer's  name,  as  the  insertion 
of  it  would  only  be  a  piece  of  idle  ostentation,  and 
answer  no  end.  My  name  will  neither  give  credit  to 
the  verses,  nor  the  verses  confer  honor  on  my  name. 

It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  that  your  la- 
hours  have  been  successful  in  the  town  of  *  •  * 
where,  I  Tear,  much  is  to  be  done.  I  am  one  of  those 
who  think  that  the  love  of  virtue  is  not  sufficient  to  make 
a  virtuous  man ;  for  the  love  of  virtue  is  a  mere  mental 
prieference  of  the  beautiful  to  the  deformed ;  and  we  see 
but  too  often  that  immediate  gratilication  outweighs  the 
.dictates  of  our  judgment.  If  men*  could  always  perform 
their  duty  as  well  as  they  can  discern  it,  or  if  they  could 
attend  to  their  real  interests  as  well  as  they  can  see 
them,  there  would  be  little  occasion  for  moral  instruct 
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lion*  Sir  Richard  Steele,  who  wrote  like  a  saiot,  and 
who.  Id  his  Christian  Hero,  shews  the  strongest  marks 
of  a  religious  and  devout  heart,  lived,  notwithstanding  all 
this,  a  drunkard  and  a  debauchee.  And  what  can  be 
the  cause  of  this  apparent  contradiction!  Wsu  it  that  he 
had  not  strength  of  mind  to  act  up  to  his  views?  Then  a 
man's  salvation  may  depend  on  strength  of  intellect  f! 
Or  does  not  thb  rather  shew  that  superior  motives  are 
wanting!  That  assistance  is  yet  necessary,  when  the 
ablest  of  men  has  done  hb  utmost!  If  then  such  aid  be 
necessary,  how  can  it  be  obtained! — by  a  virtuous  life  !— 
Surely  not:  because,  to  live  really  ^  virtuous  life,  iflt^ 
plies  this  aid  to  have  been  first  given.  We  are  told  in' 
scripture,  how  it  may  be  attained,  namely,  by  humble 
trust  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  as  our  atotaing  sacrifice. 
This,  therefore,  is  the  A)unda(ion'  of  religious  life,  and  as 
such,  ought  to  be  the  fundami^ntal  principle  of  religious 
instruction.  This  is  the  test  of  our  obedience,  the  indis- 
pensible  preliminary  before  we  can  enjoy  the  favour  of 
God.  What,  therefore,  can  we  urge  with  more  pro-* 
prie^  from  the  pulpit  than  FAITH !-rto  preach  knoraKty 
does  not  include  the  principle  of  faith — ^to  preach  ikittf 
includes  every  branch  of  morality,  at  the  same  time  tiiat 
it  affords  It  its  present  sanctions  and  its  strongest  in^ 
citcments.  i 

I  am  afraid  I  have  trespassed  on  your  patience,  alid  I 
must  beg  of  you  to  excuse  the  badness  of  the  wrtlingv 
for  which  I  have  the  plea  of  ilhiess.    I  hope  your  health 
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it>  yet  fimny  aod  that  God  will  in  nmfcy  prosper  yowr 
endeavours  &r  the  good  of  your  flock* 
I  aiDy  d6ar  Sir» 

Very  respectfully  yours, 

H.  K,  WHITE, 


TO  fflS  MOTHER* 


St.  John's,  Cambridge,  April,  1806. 
DEAR   MOTHER, 


I  AM  quite  unhappy  to  see  you  so  anxious  on  my 
account,  and  also  that  you  should  think  me  neglectfol  of 
you.  Believe  me,  my  dear  motlier,  my  thoughts  are 
often  with  you.  Never  do  I  lay  myself  on  my  bed,  be- 
fore you  have  all  passed  before  me  in  my  prayers,  and 
one  4>f  my  first  earthly  wishes  is  to  make  you  comfort 
able,  and*  provide  that  rest  and  quiet  for  your  mind 
which  you  so  much  need :  And  never  fear,  but  I  shall 
have  it  in  my  power,  some  time  or  other.  My  prospects 
wear  a  flattering  appearance.  I  shiall  be  almost  sure  of 
a  fellowship  somewhere  or  other,  and  then,  if  I  get  a 
curacy  in  Cambridge,  I  shall  have  a  clear  income  of 
ITOl.  per  ann.  besides  my  board  and  lodging,  perhaps 
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more.  If  I  do  not  reside  in  Cambridge  I  shall  have  some 
quiet  parsonage,  whiere  you  may  come  and  spend  the 
summer  months*  Maria  and  Kate  will  then  be  older, 
and  you  will  be  less  missed.  On  all  accounts  you  have 
rouch  reason  to  indulge  happier  dreams.  My  health  is 
considerably  better.  Only  do  you  take  as  much  care  of 
yours  as  I  do  of  mine,  and  all  will  be  well.  I  exhort 
and  entreat,  and  beseech  you,  as  you  love  me,  and  all 
your  children,  that  you  will  take  your  bitters  witheui 
ceasing.  As  you  wish  me  to  pay  regard  to  your  exhort- 
ations attend  to  this. 


,  TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

St.  John*8,  April,  1806. 
DEAR   MOTHER, 

I  AM  a  good  deal  surprised  at  not  having  heard  from 
you,  in  answer  to  my  last.  You  will  be  surprised  to  hear 
the  purport  of  my  present  letter ;  which  is  no  less  than 
that  I  shall  spend  the  ensuing  Easter  vaca^on  in  NottiQg- 
ham.  The  reasons  which  have  mduoed  me  to  make  this 
so  wide  an  alteration  in  my  plan,  are  these:  I  have  had 
some  symptoms  of  the  return  of  my  old  complaint,  and 
both  my  doctor  and  tutor  think  I  had  better  take  a  fort- 
night's relaxation  at  home.    I  hope  you  will  not  think  I 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


223 

have  neglected  exercise,  since!  have  taken  more  this 
term  than  I  ever  did  before ;  but  I  shall  enlarge  my 
hoars  of  recreation  still  more,  since  I  find  it  necessarv, 
for  my  health's  sake,  so  to  do. 

You  need  not  give  yourself  any  uneasiness  as  to  my 
health,  fori  am  quite  recovered.  I  was  chiefly  afflicted 
with  sleeplessness  and  palpitations  of  the  heart,  which 
symptoms  have  now  disappeared,  and  I  am  quite  re- 
«tored  to  my  former  good  health.  My  journey  will  re- 
establish me  completely,  and  it  will  give  me  no  small 
pleasure  to  see  you  after  so  long  an  absence  from  home. 
I  shall  be  very  idle  while  I  am  at  Nottingham;  I  shall 
only  amuse  myself  with  teaching  Maria  and  Kate, 


(supposed  to  be  addressed)    . 
TO  MRS.  WEST. 

I  HAVE  stolen  your  first  volume  of  Letters  from 
the  chimney-piece  of  a  college  friend,  and  I  have  been 
«o  much  pleased  both  with  the  spirit,  conduct,  and  style 
of  the  work,  that  I  cannot  refrain  from  writing  to  tell 
you  so.  I  shall  read  the  remaining  volumes  immedi- 
ately;  but  as  I  am  at  this  moment  just  in  that  desultory 
mood,  when  a  man  can  best  write  a  letter,  I  have  deter-? 
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mbed  Dot  lo  delay  what,  if  I  defer  i^  all,  I  shidl  pi»^ 
|»^l>ly  not  do  at  all. 

Well,  then,  my  dear  Madam,  although  I  have  intidi^ 
ously  given  you  to  understand,  that  I  write  to  tell  you 
how  much  I  approve  your  work,  I  will  be  fxwak  oiougk 
to  tell  you,  likewise,  that  I  think,  in  (me  point,  it  ii 
£uilty ;  and  that,  if  I  had  not  discovered  what  I  consider 
to  be  a  defect  in  the  book,  I  should  probably  not  have 
written  for  the  mere  purpose  of  declaiming  on  its  exodi* 
lencies. 

Start  not.  Madam,  it  is  in  that  very  point  wherton 
you  have  bestowed  roost  pains,  that  I  think  the  work  is 
faulty-^l?^/tg*toft.  If  I  mistake  not,  there  will  be  sonie 
little  confusion  of  idea  detected,  if  we  examine  this  part 
narrowly;  and  as  I  am  not  quite  idle  enough  to  write  my 
opinions  without  giving  the  reasons  for  them,  I  will  ^i- 
deavour  to  explain  why  I  think  so. 

Religion,  then.  Madam,  I  conceive  to  be  the  service  a 
creature  owes  to  his  Creator ;  and  I  take  it  for  granted 
that  service  implies  some  self-denial  and  some  labour ; 
for  if  it  did  not  involve  something  unpleasing  to  our- 
selves, it  would  be  a  duty  we  should  all  of  necessity  pcr^ 
form.  Well,  then,  if  religion  call  for  self-denial,  H^ere 
must  be  some  motive  to  induce  men  voluntarily  to  undei^ 
go  such  privations  as  may  be  consequent  on  a  religious 
life,  and  those  motives  must  be  such  as  affect  either  the 
present  state  of  existence,  or  some  Other  future  slate  of 
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ffcirteiice^  Certaialy  ihtn^  those  motives  wbioh  arise? 
from  the  expectatioii  of  a  future  state  of  existeBce,  must 
in  reality  be  infinitely  more  important  than  those  which 
are  founded  in  temposal  eoacems,  ahbougb,  to  mankind, 
the  inunediate  presence  of  temporal  things  may  outweigh 
the  distant  apprehension  of  the  friture.  Granting  there* 
fore,  that  the  foture  world  is  the  main  object  of  our  reU^ 
gious  exercises,  it  will  follow,  that  they  are  the  most  im^ 
portant  concerns  of  a  roan^s  life,  and  that  every  other 
caqsideration  is  light  and  triffiug  in  the  eomparison* 
For  the  world  to  come  is  everlasting,  while  the  present 
world  is  but  very  short.  Foolish  then,  indeed,  and  short- 
siglUed  must  that  creature  be,  which  can  prefer  the  con* 
venaenoes  and  accommodations  of  the  present,  to  the  hap» 
piness  of  the  etenud  future. 

All  Christiaus,  therefore,  who  undertake  to  lay  down  a 
chart  for  the  y<mng  and  inexperienced,  by  which  they 
may  steer  with  security  through  the  ocean  of  life,  will  be 
expected  to  make  religion  a  prominent  feature  on  the  can^ 
vas :  and  that  too  not  only  by  givmg  it  a  larger  ^ce, 
but  by  eitforcing  tlie  superiority  of  this  consideration  to 
every  other.  Now  this  is  what  I  humbly  conceive  you 
have  not  altogether  done,  and  I  think,  indeed,  if  I  be  com* 
petent  to  judge,  you  have  failed  in  two  points: — in  making 
religion  oidy  a  subordinate  ^consideration  to  a  young  man^ 
and  in  not  defining  distinctly  the  essentials  of  rdigioil. 

I  would  ask  you,  then,  in  what  ^vay  you  so  impress 
leligion  on  the  mind  of  your  son,  as  one  would  expect 
VOL.  I.  9 
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Hmt  perscHU' would  impress  it,  who  was  conicioiisllUkiit 
was  of  Ike  ficst  'iniportaDce.  Do  you  instruct  him  to  tura 
occadonaily,  when  his  leisure  may  permit,  to  pious  ao4 
devout  meditation?  Do  you  ditect  him tomakei-eligiwi 
the  one  great  aim  and  end  of  hi*  being  1  Do  you  exhort 
him  to  frequent  private  and  earnest  ^yer  to  the  Spirit 
of  Holiness,  that  he  would  sanctiiy  all  his  doings  t  Do 
you  teach  him  that  the  praise  or  the  censure,  the  edmi* 
ration,  <ur  the  contempt  of  the  world  is  of  little  import* 
$Bce,  so  as  his  heart  be  r%ht  before  the  great  Judgel 
Do  you  tdl  him  that,  as  his  reason  now  opens^  hesbould 
gmdually  withdiaw  from  the  g^erand  occasionally  more 
unlicensed  diversions  of -the  world — ^tbe  baU^room,  the 
theatre,  and  the  public  concert,  in!. order  that  he  vaety 
abstract  his  n^iud  more  from  the  too-^adnatiug  dcligMf 
cf  life,  and  fit  himself  for  the  new  scene  of  existence^ 
'  which  will  sooner  or  later  open>  upon  his  view  I  No,  Ma- 
dam, I  think  you  do  not  do  this.  You  teU  him  thtfre  19 
a  deal  of  enthusiasm  in  persons  who,  though,  they  roemi 
well,  are  over  strict  in  their  religious  performances.  You 
tell  him,  that  assemblies,  danoes;,  theatres,  are  elegai^ 
amusements,  though  you  couple  the  fine  arts  wUi  thenii; 
which  I  am  sorry  to  see  in  9ucl|»coo^oy.  I,  too,  am 
enthusiastically  attached  to  the  fine  arts.  Poetry,  paiirt* 
ing,  and  mujuc  are  amongst  my  most  delicious  and  ehasir 
est  pleasures,  and  happy,  indeed,  do  1  feel  when  I  cag; 
make  efien  these  contribute  to  the  great  end>.aod  diawT 
my  soul  from  its  sphere  to  fix  it  on  its  Maker  and  Re^ 
deemer.  I  am  f<md,  too,  of  tragedy ;  and  Ihough  I  do' 
BOt  find  it  with  so  mv^  purity  and  cha^^  in  Shakespeare 
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1^  in  tt^  old  Greek  dramatists,  yet  I  know  how  to  appre- 
date  its  beauties  in  him  too.  Besides  these,  I  have  a 
thousand  other  amusements  of  the  most  refined  nature^ 
^i^oiit  either  tiieatres,  beikls,  or  card  tables.  The  th^- 
tre  is  not  in  itself  an  imnioral  institution,  but  in  its  present 
^le  it  is ;  and  I  feel  much  for  an  uncorrupted  frank  lad 
of  fourteen,  who  is  permitted  to  visit  this  stew  of  licen- 
tiousness, impudence,  and  vice.  Your  plan  seems  to  me 
d^  :^-Teacih  a  boy  to  lead  an  honest,  upright  life,  ahd  to 
do  his  duty,  and  he  wiH  gain  the  good  will  of  God  by 
thevmytenor  of  his  actions.  This  is,  indeed,  an  easy 
kind  of  religion,  for  it  mvolvea  no  9elf-denidl:  but  true 
nligiOfl  does  involve  self-dehial.  The  inference  is  ob- 
vious. I  say  it  involves  no  self-denial ;  because  a  Well* 
educate  sennble  lad  will  see  so  many  inconvenience  in 
i^douis  indulgences,  that  he  Wifl  chuse  the  virtuous,' by  a 
nattod  effort  of  the  understanding ;  and  so,  according 
to  this 'System,  he  will  ensure  heaven  by  the  soundness  of 
kis-pidicy,  aiiid  the  rectitude  of  his  undentanding. 

"  Admitlmg  this  to  be  a  true  doctrine,  Christianity  hai 
been  of  no  material  service  to  mankind ;  and  the  Son  of 
God'ini^t  have  spared  his  blood,  for  the  heathens  knew 
all  tbk,'  aiiid  not  only  knew  it,  b|it  many  of  them  put  it 
into  practice.  What  then  has  Christianity  done?— But 
the  scripture  teaches  us  the  reverse  of  thb :  it  teaches  us 
kogive  God  our  whole  hearty  to  live  to  him,  to  pmy  con- 
tinlmlly,  and  to  fix  our  affections,  not  on  things  tempond', 
1m^  hn  tilings  eternal.  Now,  I  ask  you,  wh^er,  witfa^ 
<0ttl>aiy  s^bistry,  or  any  perversion  of  the  meaning  of 

e  ^ 
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wQt^,  you  can  recoadle  this  with  your  leligioiis  iostruo; 
tipn  toyour  soni 

I  think  likewise,  that  you  do  not  deine  jthe  essenUaU- 
of  religion  ^distinctly.    We  are  either  saved  by  the  atone* 
meat  of  Jesus  Christ,  or  we  are  not ;  and  if  we  are,  then 
all  mea  are  necessarily  saved,  or  some  ar^  necessarily  not 
8j|ved ;  and  if  soine  are  not  s^vei;],  it  must  be  from  causes 
oMdicr  existing  in  the  individuals  themselves,  or  frotpi 
causes  existing  in  the  ceconomy  of  God's  dispensations. 
Vom,  Madam,  we  are  told  that  Jesus  Christ  died  for 
all;  but  we  graat  that  all  are  not  saved.    Why  then  are 
some  not  saved  I  Is  it  because  they  dp. not  act  in  a  man* 
ser  worthy  of  God's  favour?  Then  a  man's  salvation  de^ 
pedds  upon  Us  mtions.    But  we  are  told  in  Scripture^ 
that  it  does  not  depend  on  his  actions — **  By  faith  are 
^  ye  saved  without  the  works^of  the  law"^—therefore  it 
either  must  depend  on  some  other  effort  of  the  creature, 
or  on  the  will  of  the  Creator.    I  will  not  dispute  the 
question  of  Calvinism  with  you.     I  will  grant  that  Cal- 
vinism is  indefensible ;  but  this  all  must  concede  who  be- 
lieve the  Scriptures,  that  we  are  to  be  saved  by  lailh  only 
through  Jesus  Cbrbt.    I  ask,  therefore,  whether  you 
have  taught  this  to  your  son,  and  I  ask  whether  there  is 
one  trfut  in  your  instructions,  in  common  with  the  hum* 
bliqg,' self-denying  religion  taught  by  the  Aposties,  Iqr 
the  honulies  of  our  Church,  and  by  all  the  reformers? 
The  (^hief  argument  of  the  latter  .against  the  Romisb 
church,  was  their  asserting  the  .validity  of  works.    Now, 
what  ideas  must  ypur  son  have  of  Christian  fsutb  t  Yoe 
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say,  that  even  Shdkespeare^s  debaucheea  were  helievers ; 
and  be  is  -given  to  understand,  that  he  is  a  good  Christian 
if  he' do  his  duty  to  his  master  and  fellows,  go  to  church 
every  Sunday,  and  keep  clear  of  enthusiasm.  And 
what  has  Jesus  Christ  to  do  with  your  system?  and 
where  is  that  faith  banished,  of  which  every  page  of 
Scripture  is  fall  ? — Can  this  be  right  1  "  Closet  devottanT 
is  the  means  of  attaining  faith;  and  hnmble  prayer  is  the 
true  means  of  arriving  at  fervency  in  religion,  vrithoat 
enthusiasm.  You  condemn  Socinianism,  but  I  ask  you 
where  Jesus  Christ  appears  iti  your  scheme,  and  where 
tiie  influences  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  even  his  names, 
^e  banished  from  it 


TO  MR.  P.  THOMPSON, 

Nottingham,  April  8th,  1806. 
DEAR  SIR, 

I  SINCERELY  beg  your  pardon  for  my  ungrateful 
dbregard  of  your  polite  letter.  The  intervening  period 
has  been  so  much  taken  up,  on  the  one  hand,  1>y  ill 
health,  and  on  the  other,  by  oecupations  of  the  niosl 
indispendble  kind,  that  F  have  neglected  almost  all  my 
fidends,  add  you  amongst  the  rest.  I  am  now  at  Not» 
S3 
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tinghaiii,-  a  truant  -from  study,  aud  a  rejected  votary  al 
the  shrine  of  health :  a  few  days  will  briug  me  hade  to 
the  mai^n  of  the  Cam,  and  bury  me  once  more' in  the 
busy  routine  of  college  exercises.  Before,  however,  I 
am  ^agaiu  a  man  of  bustle  and  occupation,  I  toat^h  a 
few  moments  to  tell  you  how  much  I  shall  be  gratified 
by  your  correspondence,  and  how  greatly  I  think  myself 
flattered  by  your  esteeming  mine  worth  asking  for. 

The  little  sketch  of  your  past  occupations  and  present 
pursuits,  interested  me.  Cultivate,  with  all  assiduity, 
the  taste  for  letters  which  you  possess.  It  will  be  a 
source  of  exquisite  gratification  to  you:  smdif  direct^ 
as  it  ought  to  be,  and  I  hope  as  it  will  be  directed,  it  will 
be  more  than  gratification  (if  we  understand  pleasure 
alone  by  that  word),  since  it  will  combine  with  it  utility 
of  the  highest  kind.  If  polite  letters  were  merely,  instru* 
mental  in  cheering  the  hours  of  elegant  leisure,  in  afibrd- 
ing  refined  and  polished  pleasures,  uncontaminated  with 
gross  and  sensual  gratifications,  they  i^ouM  still  be 
valuable ;  but  in  a  degree  infinitely  less  than  when  they 
are  consiclered  as  the  handmaids  of  the  virtues,  the  cor- 
rectors as  well  as  the  adomers  of  society.  But  literature 
has,  of  late  years,  been  prostituted  to  all  the  purposes  of 
the  bagnio.  Poetry,  in  particular,  arrayed  in  her  most 
bewitching  colours,  has  been  taught  to  exercise  the  arts 
oftheX^no,  and  to  charm  only  that  she  may  destroy. 
The  muse,  wjio  once  dipped  her  hardy  wing  in  the 
chastest  dews  of  Castalitf,  and  spoke  nothing  but  Mhat 
had  a  tendency  to  confirm  and  invigorate  the  manly 
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tKdour  of  a  virtiUHiS  mfaid*  now  breathes  only' the  f  o1u|h 
tiijE»iis  languUhkigg  of  the  harlot,  aod,  like  the  brood  <rf 
Circe,  touches  ber  charmed  chords  with  a  grace,  that 
while  it  ravishes  the  eari  deludes  and  beguiles  the  sense. 
I  odl  to  witness  Mr.  Moore,  and  the  tribe  of  hnitators 
whickhis  success  has  called  forth,  that  ray  statement  i» 
true*  Lord  Strangford  has  trodden  foithfuUy  in  the 
steps  of  his  pattern. 


.  I  hope,  for  the  credit  of  poetry,  that  the  good 
sense  of  the  age  will  scout  this  insidious  school;  and 
what  may  we  not  espect,  if  Moore  and  Lord  Strangford 
apply  themselves- to  a  chaster  muse'— ^ley  are  both  mea 
<^  uncommoo  powers.  You  may  remember  the  reign  of 
Darwinian  poetry,  and  the  fopperies  of  Delia  Crusca. 
To  these  succeeded  the  school  of  simpUdty^  in  which 
Wordsworth,  Southey,  and^Coleridge  are  so  deservedly 
emineut  I  think  that  the  new  tribe  of  poets  endeavour 
to  combine  these  two  opposite  sects,  and  to  unite  rich- 
ness of  language  and  warmth  of  colouring  with  simplicity 
and  pathos.  They  have  certainly  succeeded;  but  Moore 
unhappily  wished  to  be  a  Catullus,  and  from  him  has 
sprung  the  licentiousness  of  the  new  school.  Moore's, 
poems  and  his  translations  will,  I  think,  have  more  in- 
fluence on ,  the  female  society  of  this  kingdom,  than^the 
stage  has  had  in.  its  worst  period^  the  reign  of 
Charles  II.  Ladies  are  not  ashamed  of  having  the  de- 
lectable Mr.  Little  on  their  toilette,  which  is  a  pretty 
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good  proof  tbat  his  voluptuousness  is  cmisiderrd  as  quite 
veiled  by  the.seotimental  garb  in  which  it  is  clad.  But 
voluptuousness  is  mot  the  less  dangerous  for  having  some 
slight  semblance  of  the  veil  of  modesty.  On  the  con- 
trary, her  fascinations  al%  infinitely  more  powerful  in 
this  retiring  habit,  than  when  she  boldly  protrudes  her* 
sdf  on  the  gazer's  eye,  and  op^y  solicits  hb  attention. 
The  broad  indecency  of  Wycherly,  and  his  cotemporane^ 
was  not  half  so  dangerous  as  this  ifuinuatiHg  and  half" 
covered  modt-ddicacy,  which  makes  use  of  the  blush  of 
modesty  in  order  to  heighten  the  charms  of  vice. 

I  must  conclude  somewhat  abrupdy,  by  begging  you 
will  not  punish  my  negligence  towards  you«  by  retar diag 
the  pleasure  I  shaH  receive  from  your  answer. 

I  am. 
Very  truly  yours, 

H.  K.  WHITE. 

Address  to  me,  St.  John's  college,  Cambridge. 


I  . 
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TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

St  John's,  May,  1806. 
MT  DEAR  NEVILLE, 

•  #  # 


MY  long  delayed,  and  very  andently  promised  letter 
to  Charletfurortb,  will  reaqh  btm  shortly.  Tell  kirn  tiint  I 
have  written  once  to  him  in  Latin,  but  that  having;  torn 
the  paper  in  two,  by  a  mistake,  I  could  not  summon  re* 
solution  to  copy  it. 

I  was  glad  to  hear  of  the  eclat  with  which  he  disputed 
and  came  off  on  so  difficult  a  subject  as  the  Nerves;  and 
I  beg  him,  if  he  have  made  any  discoveries,  to  comnm- 
nicate  them  to  me,  who,  being  persecuted  by  these  same 
nerves,  should  be  glad  to  have  some  better  acquaintance 
i^ith  my  invisible  enemies. 
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TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVJUUE, 

St.  John*8,  June  30th^  1806* 
DEAK  NEVILLE, 

I  RECEIVED  your  letter  yesterday,  and  I  hope  you 
will  not  think  inj  past  silente  at  all  in  need  of  ap^ogy» 
when  you  know  that  our  ejiannnation  oqly  closed  on. 
Saturday. 

'  i  have  the  flfAirfactlon  of  informtn^  you,  that,'  alter  a 
wedi^s  scrutifly,  I  was  daened  to  be  the  feat  matsiu  I 
had  'viery  lit^  hofies  of  arrivuig  at  so  distingaifbiiig  a 
statioft,  on  acGOUBt  o£  my  many  checks  and  inierrup^oA^* . 
It  gare  me  great  pleasure  to  observe  how  M .  the  men  le^ 
joiced  in  my  success.  It  was  on  Monday  that  the  classes 
were  published.  I  am  a  priae^man  bcifa  in  the  mathe-^ 
matical,  and  logical,  or  general  examination,  and  in  Latin 
composition. 

'  Mri  Cfttton  has  expr^ssied  his  great  aatisfii^idn  at.  my 
progress ;  and  he  has  oflfered  to  supply  raie  with  a  private 
tutor  for  the  four  months  of  the  vacation,  free  of  any  ex- 
pense. This  will  cost  the  coUegeitwdve  or  fifteen  guineas  , 
at  least.  My  last  term  bill  amounts  only  to  4l.  5s.  3d. 
after  my  exbilMtions  are  d^ucted. 

I  had  engaged  to  take  charge  of  a  few  classical  pupils 
for  a  clergyman  in  W^uwickshire,.  during  ime  month  of 
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the  vacatioDy  for  which  I  was  to  receive,  besidl^  n^ 
board,  &c.  Sec,  ten  guineas;  bat  Mr.  Catton  sa^  this  is 
a  piece  of  extreme  folly,  as  it  will  consume  time,  and  do 
me  no  good.,.  He  told  me,*  therefore,  positively,  that  he 
would  not  give  me  an  exeat,  without  which  no  man  can 
leave  his  college  for  a  night. 

I  cannot,  therefore,  at  all  events,^i8it  Nottingham  with 
my  aunt|  nor  meet  her  there. 

^I  could  now,  if  I  chose,  leave  St.  John's  College  and 
go  to  another,  with  great  eelai,  but  it  would  be  an  un- 
adviseable  step.  I  believe,  however,  it  will  be  impossible 
f<6r-ttem  to^ect  me  iellow  at  St.  John's,  as  my  ccHiiity 
b  under  partaciilair  restrictions.  Tbey  can  give  me  a  fel- 
lowship of  smaller  .value,'  but  I  had  rather  get  one  at 
another  college ;  at  all  events,  the  smaller  colleges  will  be 
{[lad  to  elect  me  from  St.  John's. 


'  With  regard*  to  cash,  I  manage  pretty  well,  though  my 
fiind  is  at  pr^ent  at  its  lowest  ebb.  My  bills,  however^ 
are  paid;  and  I  have.no  occasion  for  money,  eicept  as 
a  private  convenience.  The  question  therefore  is,  whether 
it  will  be  more  inconvenient  to  you  than  convenient  to  me, 
for  you  to  replenish  my  purse.  Decide  impartially.  I  faave^ 
Bot  drawn  upon  my  mother  since  Christmas,  except  for 
the  expense  of  my  journey  up  from  Nottingham  to  Cam- 
bridge;  nor  do  I  mean  to  do  it  tSl  next  Christmas,  when. 
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as  I  have  oittered  a  8b%  of  cloatbs,  I  shall  haye  a  good 
many  calls  for  money. 

liCt  me  have  a  long  letter  from  you  soon* 


TO  HIS  AUNl*. 


St  John's,  Cambridge,  Jan.  6tb,  1806. 
MVDSASAUNT, 

I  AM  at  length  once  aiore  settled  in  my  rooms  at 
Candir^ge»  but  I  am  grown  so  idla»  and  so  luxurious, 
ttnoe  I  have  been  under  your  handi^  thai  I  cannot  read 
with  half  my  usual  diligence. 

I  hope  you  conduded  the  Ciwistmas  holidays  on  Mon^ 
day  evemng^  with  the  eustomaiy  glee ;  and  I  hope  my 
unde  was  well  enough  to  partake  of  your  merriment. 
You  must  now  begin  your  penitential  days,  after  so  much 
riot  and  feasting;  and  with  your  three  little  pr^ittlers 
around  you^  I  am  swne  your  ev/wiingji  will  flow  pleasantly 
by  your  own  fire-side.  Visiting  and  gaiety  are  very  well, 
by  wi^  of  change,  but  there  is  no  enjoyment  so  lastmgas 
that  of  one's  own  ftmily*  Elizabeth  wiU  soon  be  old 
enough  to  amuse  you  with  her  conversation^  and  I  trust 

ir.i  iiii"ii  '111.        ,  laasesacsBB         iiii-      „iiri    t    ■    i  "i,  '     r.iii  ikji.  mr 

*  This  letter  is  miqilaced^  not  haviiig  been  received  in  time  to 
be  inserted  in  right  order. 
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jon  will  take  ef&^  opportunity  of  teadiiog  ber  to  put 
the  right  value  on  things,  and  to  exercise  her  own  good 
sense.    It  is  amazing  how  soon  a  child  may  become  a 
real  comfort  to  its  mother,  and  how  nmch  even  young 
minds  will  form  habits  of  affection  towards  those  who 
treat  th^m  like  reasonable  beings,  capable  of  seeing  the 
right  and  the  wrong  of  themselves.    A  very  Kttk  gii4 
may  be  made  to  understand  that  there  are  some  things 
which  are  pleasant  and  amusing,   which  are  still  less 
worthy  of  attrition  than  oters  more  disagreeable  and 
painful.    Children  are,  in  general,  fond  of  litde  orna- 
ments of  dress,  especiaUy  females,  and  though  we  may 
allow  them  to  be  elevated  with  their  tdflrag  splendors* 
yet  we  should  not  forget  to  remind  them,  tfiat  although 
jpeople  may  admire  theur  dress,  yet  they  will  admire  them 
much  nK>ro  for  their  good  sens^,  sweetness  <tf  temper, 
and  generosity  of  disposition.    Children  are  veryquidk- 
sighted  to  discern  whether  you  approve  of  them,  and 
they  are  very  proud  of  your  approbation  when  they  &ink 
yon  bestow  it,:  we  should  therefore  be  careful  how  we 
priise  liiem,  and  for  what.    If  we  praise  their  dress,  il 
should  be  slightly,  and  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  very- 
small  importance ;  but  we  should  never  let  any  mark  of 
consideration,  or  goodness  of  heart,  in  a  child,  pass  by, 
without  some  token  of  approbation.    Still  we  must  never 
praise  a  child  too  much,  nor  too  warmly,  for  that  would 
beget  vanity ;  and  when  praise  is'  moderately,  yet  judi- 
ciously bestowed,,  a  child  values  it  more,  because  it  feels 
that  it  is  just    I  don't  like  punishmentsi.    You  wiU  never 
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torture  a  AM  into  duty ;  but  a  seu^le  chUd  will  dread 
the  frown  o£  a  judicious  mother,  more  than  all  the  rods, 
dark  rooms»^  and  scbldkig  school-nMstresses  in  the  uni-^ 
terse.  We  should  teach  oar  children  to  make  friends  of 
lis,  to  communicate  all  their  thoughts  to  us/  and»  whfie^ 
their  innocent  prattle  will  amuse  us,  we  shall  find  manj 
opportunities  of  teadiing  them  important  trutfa8»  almost 
witb^t  their  knowing  it* 

ladmire  aB  your  Ifttk.ones^  and  ifaope  t#  see  Elfasa- 
hiBtb  one  da;  an  accomfdished  and  aeosSrte  girL-  GM 
my  love  to  theal,  and  teiC  them  not  to  foiget  their  Coont 
Henry,  who  wants  a  bousAecper  at  college! 

.  Though  I  hate  written  so  long  a  letter,  I  am;  indeed, 
^Snided  with  y^u,  and  I  dare  say  you  know  the  reason 
vetywelL 


;  P.S.  Whenefer  you  are  disposed  to  wrile  a  tetter^ 
think,  of  me*  i 


.^■..■■",  •  . .     '^      ■•^'  :^ 
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TO  £(IS  SISTER. 

St.  J(^'9>  June  25tb^l8(M^ 

MT  DEAR  SISTER, 

m         «         *         «         *  .  ' 

THE  mleUigeDce  you  gave  me  of  Mr.  Forest's  illoess. 
Ire.  &c.  canoot  affect  me  m  any  way  whatever.  The 
Maatersliip  of  the  sebool  must  be  held  by  a  ckrgifman, 
and  I  very  weH  recollect  that  be  is  restrained  from  hokU 
ing  any  curacy,  or  other  Ininbterial  office.  The  salary  is 
not  sa  large  as  you  mention ;  and  if  it  were,  the  pkice. 
W011I4  scarody  be  an  object  to  me,  for. I  am  very  certaiBy 
that  if  I  chiise^  when  I  have  taken  my  degree,  I  may 
have  Inlf  a  dozen  pupils,  to  prepare  for  jhe  miiversity^ 
with  a  salary  of  lOOl.  per  annum,  which  would  be  more 
respectable,  and  more  consonant  to  my  habits  and  stu- 
dies,: than  drillii^  the  fry  of  a  trading  tOvm,  in  learning 
which  they  do  not  know  how  to  value.  Latin  and  Greek 
are  nothing  like  so  qiuch  respected  in  Nottingham  as 
Wingate's  Arithmetic. 


It  is  well  for  you  that  you  can  still  enjoy  the  privilege 
of  sitting  under  the  sound  of  the  gospel ;  and  the  wants 
otdi^rs,  in  these  respects,  wiU,  perhaps,  teach  you  how 
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to  value  jthe  blessing.  All  our  comforts,  and  almost  all. 
our  hopes,  here  lie  at  the  mercy  of  erery  succeeding  hour* 
Death  is  always  at  hand,  to  bereave  us  of  some  dear 
connection,  or  to  snatch  us  away  from  those  who  maj 
need  our  counsel  and  protection.  I  do  not  see  how  aoy 
person,  capable  of  reflection,  can  live  easily  and  fear^* 
lessly  in  these  circumstances,  unless  he  have  a  weU-^ 
grounded  confidence  in  the  providing  cpre  of  the  AI-» 
.  mighty,  and  a  strong  belief  that  his  hand  is  in  eveiy 
event,  and  that  it  is  a  hand  of  mercy.  The  diancea  and 
changes  of  mortal  life  are  so  many  and .  yariouv  thai  H 
person  cannot  possibly  fortify  himself  ag^in$t  the  cootiDH 
gencies  of  futurity  without  some  such  hold  as  this,,  tm 
whn^h  to  repose  amidst  the  contending  gales  of  doubt  and 
apprehension.  This  I  say  as  affecting  the  present  life  :-t? 
our  views  of  the  future  can  never  be  secure^  th^y  eut 
never  be  ccnuifortable  or  calm,  without  a  soUd  faith  ia 
the  Redeemer.  Men  may  reason  about  the  divine  beact 
▼olence,  the  certainty  of  a  future  state,  and  the  prohabk 
means'  of  propitiating  the  great  Judge,  but  their  speci4d-» 
tions  will  only  entangle  them  in  the  mazet^  of  do^bt|r 
perplexity,  and  alarm,  unless  they  found  their  hopes  on 
that  basis  which  shall  Qutstand  the  tide  of  ages;  H 
we  take  this  away,  the  poor  bark  of  mortality  loses  'M 
only  stay,  and  we  steer  at  random,  we  know  not  how, 
we  know  not  whither :  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  is 
strength  to  the  weak,  and  wisdom  to  the  unwise.  It  re- 
quires no  preparatives  of  learning,  or  study,  bt^  Is,  if 
possible,  more  obvious  and  easy  to  the  illiterate  than  \o 
Ibe  erudite.    No  man,  therefore^  .has  any  excgose  if  b^ 
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neglect  it.  The  way  is  plain  before  him^  and  he  is  in- 
vited to  enter.  He  has  only  to  kneel  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross,  and  cry,  with  the  poor  publican,  "  Lord  have 
niercy  upon  me,  a  miserable  sinner."  If  he  do  this,  and 
examine  his  own  heart,  ami  mortify  the  body  of  sin  within 
him,  as  far  as  he  is  able,  humbly  and  earnestly  im- 
ploring the  assistance  of  God's  holy  spirit,  we  cannot 
doubt  but  he  will  meet  with  the  approbation  and  assist- 
ance of  the  Almighty.  In  this  path  we  must  all  tread. 
In  this  path  I  hope  that  you,  my  dear  Sisfer,  are  now 
proceeding.  You  have  children,  to  whom  can  you  com- 
mit them,  should  Providence  call  you  hence,  with  more 
confidence  than  the  meek  and  benevolent  Jesus  1  What 
legacy  can  you  leave  them  more  certainly  profitable, 
than  the  prayers  of  a  pious  mother  1^  And  if  taught  by 
your  example,  as  well  as  by  yout  mstmctions,  they  should 
becpnpie  themselves  patterns  of  a  holy  and  religious  life, 
how  sweetly  will  tfie  evening  of  your  days  shine  upon 
your  head,  as  you  behold  them  treading  in  those  ways 
iwhich  you^know,  by  experience,  to  be  ways  of  pleasant- 
ness and  peace.  I  need  not  press  this  subject  I  know 
you  feel  all  that  I  say>  and  more  than  I  cai^  express.  I 
only  fear  that  the  bustle  of  family  cares,  as  well  as  many 
anxieties  of  mind  'on  other  accounts,  should  too  much 
divert  you  from  these  important  objects.  Let  me  only 
remind  you,  that  the  prayers  of  the  afflicted  are  particu- 
larly acceptable  to  God.  The  sigh  of  the  penitent  is  not 
too  light  to  reach  his  ear.  The  eye  of  God  i^^^ed  as 
intently  upon  your  soul,  at  all  times,  as  it  is  upon  the 
revolution  of  the  heavenly  bodies,  and  the  regulation  of 
VOL.  I.  K 
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systeins.  God  surveys  all  things,  and  he  contemplates 
them  with  perfect  attention;  and,  consequently,  he  is 
as  intently  conversant  about  the  smallest  as  about  the 
greatest  things.  For  if  be  were  not  as  perfectly  intent 
on  the  soul  of  an  individud  bemg,  as  be  is  about  the 
general  coocems  of  the  universe,  then  he  would  do  oq^ 
thing  less  perfectly  th^n  another;  which  is  impossible  hi 
God. 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 


St.  John's^  Jvfy  9th,  U06. 

MY  D^R  MOTHER, 

f  HAVE  scarcely  time  to  write  you  a  long  letter ;  bul 
the  pleasing  nature  of  my  inteUigence  will  I  hope,  make 
up  for  its  s^ortnessv 

After  a  week's  examination,  I  am  decided  to  be  the 
first  man  of  my  year,  at  St.  John's;  an  honour  I  had 
scarcely  hoped  for,  since  my  reading  has  been  so  very 
broken  and  interrupted.  The  contest  was  very  stiff,  and 
the  tiCd  ^1  acquitted  themselves  very  well.  We  bad 
thirteen  men  in  the  Jirst  class,  though  there  are  seldom 
Biore  than  six  or  eight  who  atta^in  that  rank  in  common. 
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i  hav^  learnefd  also  tiiat  I  am  a  prize-nian  ia  classical 
composition,  tbofigb  I  do  not  yet  know  wfereaboufs  I 
stand.    It  is  reported  that  lie^e  too  I  am  first. 

Bef<u:e  it  was  known  that  I  was  the  first  man,  Mn 
Catton,  our  college  tntor^  told  me  that  he  was  so  satis^ 
fied  with  the  manner  in  which  I  had  passed  through  the 
examination,  that  if  I  chose  to  stay  up  during  the  sum« 
mer,  I  should  have  a  private  tutor  in  the  mathematics, 
and  that  it  should  be  no  expecise  to  me.  I  could  not  he- 
sitate at  such  a  proposal,  especially  as  he  did  not  limit 
the  time  for  my  keeping  the  private  tutor,  but  will  pro> 
bably  continue  it  as  long  as  4  like.  You  may  esfimate 
the  value  of  this  favour,  when  I  tell  you  that  a  private 
tutor,  for  the  whole  vacation,  will  cost  the  college  at  least 
twelve  or  fourteen  guineas,  and  that  during  term  tim^ 
they  recei\^e  ten  guineas  the  term.* 

I  cannot  of  course  leave  the  college  this  summer,  even 
for  a  week,  and  shall  therefore  miss  the  pleasure  of  see* 
ing  my  Aunt  G— — >  at  Nottinghan.  I  have  written  to 
her. 

It  gave  me  much  pleasure  to  observe  the  joy  all  the 
men  seemed  to  feel  at  my  success.  1  had  been  on  a 
water  excursion,  with  a  clergyman  in  the  neighbourhood^, 
and  some. ladies,  and  just  got  home  as  the  mei  were  a«l 
sembling  for  supper ;  .you  can  hardly  conceive  w!th*  what 
pleasure  they  all  flocked  round  me,  with  the  most  hearty 
■  K5> 
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i^iignitiilji^oii9»  Wfid  I  found  that  ma^y  of  them  lia<| 
been  se^og  me.  all  over  the  coHege,  in  order  to  be  the 
jbst  to  commm^cate  the  good  tidmgs. 


TO  MR.  B.  BIADIKKX. 

St.  John*^  July,  180$. 

MY  BBAR  raiBND, 
I  HAVE  good  and  veryl>ad  news  to  communicate  to 
you.  Good,  that  Mr.  Catton  has  given  me  an  exhibi- 
tion^ which  makes  me  up  a  clear  income  of  631.,  per  an- 
num, and  that  I  am  consequently  more  than  indepeiH 
dent;  bad,  that  I  have  been  very  ill,  notwithstanding 
regular  and  steady  exercise,  (^ast  Saturday  morning  I 
fose  early,  and  got  up  some  rather  abstruse  problems  in 
mechanics  for  my  tutor,  sp^nt  an  hour  with*  him,  be* 
tween  eight  and  nine  got  my  breakfast,  and  resdtbe  Greek 
History  (at  hreakfoBt)  till  ten,  then  sat  down  to  decypher 
some  logarithm  tables.  I  tbmk  I  had  not  done  any  thing 
at  them,  when  I  lost  myself.  At  a  quarter  past  eleven 
my  laundress,  found  me  bleeding  in  four  diflferent  places 
m  my  fiice  and  head,  and  i^ensible.  I  got  up  and  stag* 
gered  about  the  room,  and  she,  being  frightened,  ran 
away,  and  told  my  Gyp  to  fetch  a  surgeon.    Before  he 
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<sime  I  was  sallying  out  with  my  flannel  gown  on»  and 
my  academical  gown  over  it ;  lie  made  me  put  on  iixj 
coat,  and  then  I  went  to  Mr.  T^rish's :  he  opened  a  vem» 
and  my  recollection  returned.  My  own  idea  was; 
that  I  had  fallen  out  of  bed,  and  so  I  told  Mr.  Parish  at 
first ;  but  I  afterwards  remembered  that  I  liad  been  to 
Mr.  Fiske  and  breakfasted. 

Mr.  Catton  has  insisted  on  my  consulting  Sir  Isaac 
Pennington,  and  the  consequence  is,  that  I  am  to  go 
through  a  course  of  bFistering,  &c,  which,  after  the  bleeds 
mg,  will  leave  me  weak  enough. 

I  am,  however,  very  well,  except  as  regards  the  doc- 
tors ;  and  yesterday  I  drove  into  the  country  to  Saffron 
Walden,  in  a  gig.  My  tongue  is  in  a  bad  condition, 
from  a  brte  whidi  I  gave  it,  either  in  my  fall,  or  in  the 
moments  of  convulsion.  My  nose  has  also  come  badly 
off.  I  believe  I  fell  against  my  reading-desk.  My  other 
wounds  are  only  rubs  and  scratches  on  the  carpet   * 

I  am  ordered  to  remit  my  studies  for  a  while,  by  the 
common  advice  both  of  doctors  and  tutors.  Dr.  Pen- 
nington hop^  to  prevent  any  reourrence  of  the  fit.  He 
thinks.it  looks  towards  epilepsy,  of  the  horrors  of  which 
maiady  I  have  a  very  full  and  precise  idea;  and  I  only  pray 
that  God  will  spare  me  as  respects  my  faculties,  however 
else  it  may  seem  good  to  him  to  afflict  me.  Were  I  my 
own  master,  I  know  how  I  should  act ;  but  I  am  tied 
here  by  bands  which  I  cannot  burst.  I  know  that  change 
B3 
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of  place  is  needful ;  but  I  must  not  indulge  in  the  idea. 
The  college  must  not  pay  iny  tutor  for  nothing.  Dr 
Pennington  and  Mr,  Parish  attribute  the  attack  to  a  too 
continued  tension  of  the  faculties.  As  I  am  much  alone 
now,  I  never  get  quite  off  study,  and  I  think  incessantly. 
I  lj[now  nature  will  not  endare  this.  They  both  proposed 
my  going  home,  but  Mr.  *  *  did  not  hint  at  it,  althougli 
much  concerned ;  and  indeed  I  know  home  would  be  a 
bad  place  for  me  tit  my  present  situation.  I  look  round 
for  a  resting  place,  and  I  find  none.  Yet  there  is  one, 
which  I  have  long  too,  too  much  disregarded,  and  thither 
I  must  now  betake  myself.  There  are  many  situations 
worse  than  mine,  and  I  have  na  business  to  complain.  If 
tb^se  .iitfilictions  should  draw  the  bon^s  tighter  which  hold 
meloai^*  Redeemer,  it  wilt  be  well. 

You  may  be  assured  that  you  have  here  a  plain  state^ 
ment  of  my  case,  in  its  true  colours,  without  any  pallia-r 
tion.  I  am'now  well  again,  and  have  only  to  fear  a  re« 
lapse,  which  I  shall  do  all  I  can  to  preyept,  b^  a  relaxa-, 
lion  in  study. 

I  have  now  written  too  muth. 

•  I  tffb^vety  sinoerely  yoHfs, 

H.  K.  WHITE. 

P.  S.  I  charge  ypu,  as  you  value  my  peaci^*  not  to  let  nag 
friends  hear,  either  (^irectly  or  indirectly,  <^my  illnes^.  ^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


^      247 

TO  ms  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

St.  John's^  Both  July,  1805. 
MV  BEAR  NEVILLE, 

I  HAD  deferred  sitting  down  to  write  to  you  until  I 
diould  have  leisure  to  send  you  a  very  long  letter,  but 
^  that  time  seems  every  day  farther  o£^  I  shall  b^  your 
]>atience  no  longer^  but  fill  my  dieet  as  well  as  I  can. 

I  must  first  reply  to  your  queries.  I  beg  pardbn  for 
having  omitted  to  mention  the  r^ceq>t  of  the  ^  *  * 
but,  as  I  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  the  parcel,  I 
concluded  that  you  would  understand  me  to  mean  its 
contents,  as  specified  in  your  letter.  But  I  know  the  ac- 
curacy of  a  man  of  business  too  well,  to  think  your  cau- 
tion strange.  As  to  the  college  prizes,  I  have  the  satis-: 
faction  of  telling  you  that  I  am  entitled  to  two,  viz.  the 
first  for  the  general  examination,  and  one  of  the  first  for 
the  classical  composition.  I  say  one  of  the  first  on  this 
account — I  am  put  equal  whh  two  others  at  the  top  of 
the  list.  In  this  contest  I  had  all  the  men  of  the  three 
years  to  cont&d  with,  and,  as  both  my  equals  are  my 
seniors  in  standing,  I  have  no  reason  to  be  disisatisfied. 


The  Rhetoric  Lecturer  sent  me  one  of  my  Latb  Essays 
to  copy,  for  the  purpose  of  inspection ;  a  compliment 
which  was  paid  to  none  of  the  rest. 
R4 
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We  three  are  the  only  men  who  are  honoured  with  prizes^ 
so  that  we  have  cut  four  or  five  Eton  men,  who  are  al- 
ways boasting  of  their  classical  ability. 

With  regard  to  your  vbit  here,  I  thidc  you  had  better 
co^e  in  term  time^  as  the  univemty  is  quite  empty,  and 
atarers  have  nothing  but  the  buildings  to  gaae!  at  If, 
however,  you  can  conaie,  more  conveni^dy  now;  thsui^ 
hereafter,  I  would  advise  you  not  to  let  this  circum-' 
stance  prevent  you.  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  Mr.  ^*^.witlb 
you.  You  may  spend  a  few  days  very  pleasantly  here, 
ev^  in  vacation  tinae ;  though  you  will  sciafcely  meet  a 
gownsman  in  the  streets. 

....  .    ,,         ••.-''■ 

I  tfaoMght  the  matter  over  about  *****,  but  I.donot?^ 
think  I  have  any  infloetice  here.  Being  myself  a  youn^ 
man,  I  cannot,  with  any  chance  of  success,  attempt  to^ 
direct  even  that  interest  which  I  may  clapi  with  others.    > 


Tbe  umversity  is  the  worst  plaice  in  the  wadd  for  nakmg, 
interest.  The  great  mass  of  men  are  themselves  busily 
employed  in  wriggling  theniselves  into  places  and  livings, 
and  there  is  in  general  too  much  anxiety  for  No.  1,  to 
permit  any  interference  for  a  nei^bour.  No.  2. 
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TO  HIS  M^OTHER. 

$t.  John's,  Aug.  1806. 

V 
MY    DEAR  MOTHER, 

'  I  HAVE  DO  hesitation  in  declining  the  tree-school,  on 
tlie  ground  of  its  precluding  the  exercise  of  the  ministe- 
rial duties.  I  shall  tafce  the  liberty  of  writing  Mr.  — — , 
to  thank  Mm  for  having  thought  of  me,  and  to  recom* 
Qieiid  to  his  ndtice  Mr. . 


But  do  not  fret  yourself,  my  dear  mother;  in  a  few 
years  we  shall,  I  hope,  be  in  happier  circumstances.  I 
ani  not  too  sanguine  in  my  expectations,  but  I  shall  cer- 
tainly be  able  to  assist  you,  and  my  sisters,  in  a  few  years. 
•*•*  As  for  Maria  and  Kate,  if  they  succeed  well  in 
Iheir  education,  they  may,  perhaps,  be  able  to  keep  a 
school  of  a  superior  kind,  where  the  profits  will  be 
greater,  and  the  labotir  less.  I  even  hope  that  this  may 
not  h€  necessary,  and  that  you,  my  father,  and  they,  may 
come  and  live  uith  me  when  I  get  a  parsonage.  You 
would  be  pleased  to  see  how  comfortably  Mr.  — —  lives 
with  his  mother  and  sisters,  at  a  snug  little  rectory 
about  ten  miles  from  Cambridge.  So  much  for  castle- 
building. 
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TO  MR.   *  ♦  •. 

St  Joliii*8,  Aag.  1501, 1806/ 
MY  GOOD   FRIEND^ 

I  HAVE  deferred  writing  to  you  until  my  return  from 

Mr. ^'s  knowing  how  much  you  would  like  to  hear 

from  me  in  respect  to  that  dear  family*  I  am  afraid 
your  patience  has  been  tried  by  this  delay,  and  I  trust  ta 
this  eircunistance  alone  as  my  excuse* 

My  hours  hare  seldom  dowed  so  agreeably  aaf  they 
did  at  S — ^»  nor  perhaps  have  I  made  many  visits 
which  have  been  more  profitable  to  me/ in  a  religious 
sense. '  The  example  of  Mr.  — ;-  will,  I  hope,  stimulate 
me  to  a  faithful  preparation  for  the  sacred  office  to  which 
I  am  destined.  I  say  a  faUhful  preparation,  because  I 
fear  I  am  sqpt  to  deceive  myself  with  respect  to  my  pre* 
sent  pursuits,  and  to  think  I  am  only  labouring  for  the 
honour  of  God,  when  I  am  urging  literary  labours  to  a 
degree  inconsistent  with  duty,  and  my  real  interest.   Mr. 

is  a  good  and  careful  pastor;  my  heart  has  seldom 

been  so  full  as  when  I  have  accompanied  him  to  the 
chambers  of  the  sick,  or  have  heard  his  affectionate  ad- 
dresses to  the  attentive  crowd,  which  fills  his  school-room 
on  Simday  evening. — He  is  so  earnest,  and  yet  so  sober  ; 

•o  wise,  and  yet  so  simple !  You,  my  dear  R ,  arc 

now  very  nearly  aiqproaching  to  the  sacred  office,  and  I 
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ancerely  pray  that  you  may  be  stimulated  to  follow  after 
the  pattnti  of  our  excellent  friend.  You  may  have  Mr. 
■  -^s  zeal,  but  you  will  need  his  learning  and  his  judg« 
ment  to  temper  it.  Jl^member,  that  it  is  a  work  of  much 
more  ^lf-d^nial>  for  a  man  of  active  habits  to  submit  to 
a  Course  of  patient  study^  than  to  suffer  miEmy  privations 
for  Christ's  sake.  In  the  latter  the  heart  is  warmly  inte- 
rested, the  other  is  the  slow  and  uasatisfiii^ory  labour  of 
the  head,  tedious  in  its  progress  and  uncertain  in  its  pro- 
duce. Yet  there  is  a  pleasure,  great  and  indescribable 
fdeasure,  in  sanded  sindyi  the  more  wearisome  the 
toil,  the  sw^ter  will  it  be  to  those  who  sit  down  with  a 
subdued  and  patient  spirit,  content  to  undergo  much 
tedium,  and  fatigue,  for  the  honour  of  GodVaumstry. 
{Leadiqg,  however  dry»  soon  becomes  interesting,  if  wc 
pursue  it  with  a  jresolute  spirit  of  investigation,  smd  a  de* 
t^nunaite  purpose  of  thoroughly  mastering  what  we  are 
about^  You  cannot  take  up  the  most  tiresome  book,  oa 
the  most  tir^som^.  subject,  and  read  it  with  fixed  afctcB;- 
tion  for  an  hour,  but  you  feel  a  desire  to  go  on ;  and 
hepe  I  would  exhort  you,  whatever  you  read,  read  it  ac« 
eurately  smd  ^thoroughly,  and  never  Jto  pass  over  any 
thing,  hbwever  minute,  which  you  do  not  quite  concipre* 
l^^nd*  This,  is  the  only  way  to  become  really  learned, 
mul  to  imd&e  ypur  studies  satisfactory  and  productive.  If 
I^ere  capable  of  directing  ydur  coiurse  of  reading,  I 
^puld  r^cQipmend  you  to  peruse  Butler's  Analogy,  War* 
burton's  Divine  Legation,  Prideaux.  and  Shuek^iMrd's 
CiQunexioi^  aiid  MUper's  Church  History^  C^tury  for 
Cei^tliry,^  alppg  with  Qiosheioirs  Esderiastioil  Histoiy. 
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Tlie  latter  b  leanie<i»  concise,  clear,  aod  written  in  good 
seholastic  Latin.  Study  the  Chronology  of  the  Old  Tes- 
tament, and,  as  a  mean  of  making  it  interesting,  trace 
out  the  completion  of  the  prophecies.  Read  yoar  Greek 
Testament  with  the  nicest  accuracy,  tracing  every  word 
to  its  root,  and  seeking  out  the  full  force  of  particular 
expressions,  by  reference  both  to  Parkhurst  and  Scapula, 
Tiie  derivation  of  words  will  throw  great  light  on  many 
parts  of  the  New  Testament:  thus,  if  we  know  that  the 
word  hccKom,  a  deacon,  comes  firoln  ha  and  Mtw,  to 
bustle  about  in  tlie  dust ;  we  shall  have  a  fuller  notioa 
of  the  humility  of  those  who  held  the  office  in  the  prirai* 
tive  church..  In  reading  the  Old  Testament,  wherever 
you  find  a  passage  obscure,  turn  to  the  Septuagint,whidi 
will  often  clear  up  a  place  better  than  fifty  (commentators: 
Thus,  in  Joel,  the  day  of  the  Lord  is  called  ''  a  day  of 
gioimmess,  a  day  of  darkness,  and  of  clouds,  like  the 
morning  spread  upon  the  numntains,"  which  is  a  con- 
tradiction. Looking  at  the  Septuagint,  we  find  that  the 
passage  is  miq[>ointcd,  and  ihat  the  latter  metaphor  is 
applied  to  the  people :  **  A  people  great  and  strong,  like 
tfai^  morning  spread  upon  the  mountain."  The  Septuagint 
is  very  easy  Greek,  quite  as  much  so  as  the  Greek  Testa* 
ment;  and  a  little  practice  of  this  kind  will  help  you  in 
your  knowledge  of  the  language,  and  make  yon  a  good 
critic.  I  perceive  your  Englbh  style  is  very  unpolished^ 
and  I  think  this  a  matter  of  great  moment.  I  should 
recommend  you  to  read,  and  imitate  as  nearly  as  you 
can,  the  serious  papers  in  the  eighth  volume  of  the  Spec* 
tatpr,  particularly  those  on  the  Ubiquity  of  th^  Deity. 
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Accustom  yourself  lo  write  down  your  thoughts,  and  to 
poh'sh  the  style  some  time  after  compositiouj  when  yoii ' 
have  forgotten  the  expression.  Aim  at  conciseness,  neat 
ness,  and  clearness,  never  making  use  of  fine  or  vulgar 
words.  Avoid  every  epithet  which  does  not  add  greatly 
to  the  idea,  for  every  addition  of  Ihis  kind,  if  it  do  not 
strengthen,  weakens  tlie  sentiment;  and  be  cautious 
never  to  express  by  two  words  what  you  can  do  as  well 
by  one:  a  multiplicity  of  words  only  hides  the  sense, 
just  as  a  superabundance  of  cloaths  does  the  shape.  Thus 
much  for  studies. 


I  recommend  you  to  pause  and  consider.muc^  and 
well  on  the  subject  of  matrimony.  You  have  heard  my 
sentiments  with  regard  to  a  rich  wife;  but  I  am  much 
too  young,  and  too  great  an  enthusiast,  to  be  even  a  to- 
lerable counsellor  on  a  point  like  this.  You  must  think 
for  yourself,  and  consult  with  prudent  and  pious  people, 
whose  years  have  taught  them  the  wisdom  of  the  present 
world,  and  whose  experience  has  instructed  them  in  that 
of  the  world  to  come.  But  a  little  sober  thought  is 
worth  a  world  of  advice.  You  have,  however,  an  infallible 
adviser,  and  to  his  directions  you  may  safely  look.  To 
him  I  commend  all  your  ways. 

I  have  one  observation  to  make,  which  I  hope  you  will 
forgive  in  me,  it  is,  that  you  fall  in  love  too  readily.  I 
have  no  notion  of  a  man's  having  a  certain  species  of 
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ttfectioii  for  two  women  at  ohce.  I  am  afraid  you  let 
your  admiration  ontrtm  your  judgement  in  the  otitset,  and 
then  comes  the  denouiment  and  its  attendant,  disap* 
pointment  and  disgust.  Take  good  heed  you  do  not  do 
this  in  marriage,  for  H  jou  do,  there  wffi  he  great  nk 
of  your  nrak^  slapwfcck  of  your  h^pcs.  Be  content  to 
fcam  a  woman's  good  qualities,  as  they  gradually  reveal 
themselves;  and  do  not  let  your  imagination  adorn  her 
with  virtues  and  charms  to  which  she  has  no  pretension. 
I  think  there  is  oft^i  a  little  disappointmenf  after  nuur* 
riage — ou^  angels -turn  out  to  be  mere  Eves — but  the  true 
way  of  avoiding,  or^at  least,  lessening  this  inconvenience^ 
is  to  estimate  the  object  of  our  affections  really  as  she  is, 
without  deceiving  ourselves^  and  injuring  her,  by  elevating 
her  above  her  sphere.  This  is  the^  way  to  be  happy  in 
maiTiage,  for,  upon  this  plan,  our  partners  will  be  con- 
tinually breaking  in  upon  us  and  delighting  us  with  some 
new  discovery  of  excellence ;  while,  upon  the  other  plan^ 
we  shall  alwajs  be  finding  tiiat  the  reality  falls  short  dT 
what  we  had  so  fondly  and  so  fooUshly  imagined. 

Be  verjr  sedulous  and  very  patient  in  your  studies.  Yo6 
would  shudckr  at  the  idea  of  obtruding  yourself  on  tli^ 
sacred  office  in  a  condition  rather  to  disgrace  than  to 
adorn  it.  St.  Paul  is  earnest  in  admonishing  Timothy  to 
give  attention  to  reading:  and  that  holy  apostle  himself^ 
quotes  from  several  of  the  best  fiuthors  among  the 
Grreeks.  His  style  is  also  very  elegant,  and  polished  on 
occasion.  He,  therefore,  did  not  think  the  graces  of 
composition  beneath  his  attention,  as  some  foolish  and 


Digitized  by 


Google 


255 

jgooraut  preacher^  of  the  present  d^y  are  at>t  to  do.    I 
hav6  written  a  longer  letter  to  you  than  I  expected,  and 
I  mnst  DOW  tfaeiefore  aay,  good  bye. 
lam. 
Very  affectioiiately  yours, 

H.  K.  WHITE. 


TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 


DEAR  KEyiUB, 
I  CAK  but  just  manage  to  tell  you,  by  thb  pos^ 
what  I  am  sore  you  will  be  glad  to  learn,  even  at  the  ei^ 
feme  of  seveqpenee  for  an  enif^  sheet,  that  Jdr.  Cattoa 
has  given  me  an  exhibition,  which  makes  my  whole  i»* 
come  sixty  guineas  a  year.  My  last  term's  bill  was 
131.  13s.  and  I  had  71. 12s.  to  receive;  but  the  expenses 
of  this  vacation  will  leave  me  bare  until  Christmas. 

I  have  the  pleasure  of  not  having  sdicited  either  this 
or  any  other  of  the  favours  which  Mr.  Catton  has  so  li-^ 
berally  bestowed  upon  me:  and  though  I  have  been  the 
possessor  of  tbb  exhibition  ever  since  March  last,  yet  Mr. 
Catton  did  not  hmt  it  to  me  until  this  morning  when  he 
gave  me  my  bilL 
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I  bave,  of  course^  dgnified  to  Mr.  SiineoD,  that  I  sball 
have  no  need  whatever  of  ih^  stipend  wliich  I  have  hither- 
to received  through  his  bands.  He  was  extremely  Jund 
on  the  occasion,  and  indeed  his  conduct  towards  me  has 
ever  heenfi^kerly.  It  was  Mr.  Wilberforce  who  allowed 
me  201.  per  ann.  and  Mr.  Suneon  added  lOl.  He  told 
me  that  my  conduct  gave  him  the  most  heartfelt  joy; 
that  I  was  so  generally  respected,  without  having  made 
any  compliances,  as  he  understood,  or  having,  in  any 
instance,  concealed  my  principles.  Indeed  this  is  a  praise 
which  I  may  claim,  though  I  never  conceived  that  it  was 
at  all  an  object  qf  praise.  I  have  always  taken  some 
pains  to  let  those  around  me  know  my  religious  senti- 
ments, as  a  saving  of  trouble,  and  as  a  mark  of  that  in- 
dependence of  opinion  which,  I  think,  every  one  ought 
to  assert:  and,  as  I  have  produced  my  opinions  with 
ihmkness  and  modesty,  and  supported  them  Qf  attached) 
with  coolness  and  candour,  I  have  never  found.them  any^ 
impediment  to  my  acquaintance  with  any  person,  wbos^ 
acquaintance  I  covetedr 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


S57 

i    . 

TO  MR.  R.  W.  A. 

St.  John's,  Aug.  18th,  1806. 
DBAtl   ALMOND, 

- 1  AM  ^lad  to  hear  of  your  voyages  and  travels  through 
various  regions  and  various  seas,  both  of  this  island,  and 
its  little  suckling  the  isle  of  Wight. 

Many  hair's-breadth  ^scapes  and  perilous  adventures 
you  most  needs  have  had,  and  many  a  time,  on  the  ex- 
treuEie  dhores  of  the  south,  must  you  have  looked  up  with 
the  eye  of  intelligent  curiosity,  to  see  whether  the  same 
moon  shone  there  as  in  the  pleasant,  but  now  far  distant, 
|;toves  of  Golwick.  And  now,  my  very  wise  and  travel- 
led friend,  seeing  that  your  head  is  yet  upon  your 
sfaocdders,  and  your  neck  in  its  right  nattn*al  position, 
and  seeing,  that  after  all  the  changes  and  chances  of  a 
kmg  journey,  and  after  being  bang'd  from  post  to  pillar, 
and  from  pillar  to  post,  seeing,  I  say,  that  after  all  this, 
you  are  safely  housed  once  more  under  your  paternal 
roof,  what  thinly  you,  if  you  were  to  indulge  your  mind 
as  much  as  you  have  done  your  eyes  and  gaping  muscles  % 
A  few  trips  to  the  fountains  of  light  and  colour,  or  to  the 
regions  of  the  good  lady  who  xcp^^y  a^aXoK  ^fVit  afoppop 
irSrrtfy,  a  ramble  down  the  Galaxy,  and  a  few  peeps  on 
the  unconfined  confines  (^orfxr^v  ivorjAOf,  vifpo»  awvoPf 
^to»  tt  0nito¥a>)  of  mfinite  space,  would  prove,  perhaps,  a$ 

VOL.  I.  S 
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delectable  to  your  immaterial  part»  as  the  deHcioas  see- 
saw  of  a  post-chaise  was  to  your  corporeal ;  or,  if  these 
aetherial»  aeronautical,  mathematical  volutations  should 
displease  you,  perhaps  it  would  not  be  amiss  to  saunter  a 
few  weeks  on  the  site  of  Troy,  or  to  lay  out  plans  of  an- 
cient history  on  the  debateable  ground  of  the  Peloponne- 
sians  and  Athenians.  There  is  one  Thucydides,  who  lives 
near,  who  will  tell  you  all  about  the  places  yoa  visit,  and 
the  great  events  connected  with  them :  he  is  a  sententious 
old  fellow,  very  shrewd  in  his  remarks,  and  speaks, 
moreover,  very  excellent  Greek  at  your  service.  I  know 
not  whether  you  have  met  with  any  guide  in  the  course 
of  your  bodily  travels,  who  can  be  compared  to  him.  If 
you  should  make  Rome  in  your  way,  either  there  or 
back,  T  should  like  to  give  you  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
an  old  friend  of  mine»  whose  name  is  Uvy,  who,  as  far 
as  his  memory  extends,  will  amuse  you  with  pretty 
stories,  and  some  true  history.  There  is  another  honest 
fellow  enough,^  to  whom  I  dare  not  recommend  you^  he 
IS  so  very  crabbed  and  tart,,  and  speaks  so  much  in  epir 
grams  and  enigmas,  that  I  am  afndd  he  would  teach  yoa 
to  talk  as  unintelligibly  as  himself.  I  do  not  mean  to 
give  you  any  more  advice,  but  I  have  one  exhortation, 
which  I  hope  you  will  take  in  good  part,  it  is  this,,  that  if 
you  set  otit  on  this  journey  you  would  please  to  proceed 
to  iU  end ;  for  I  have  been  acquainted  with  some  tfoung 
men,  who  have  turned  their  fiices  towards  Athens  or 
Rome,  and  trudged  on  manfully  for  a  few  miles,  but 
when  they  bad  travelled  till  they  grew  weary,  and  .worn 
out  a  good  pair  of  shoes,  have  suddenly  become  dii- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


259 

heateaei,  mad  retoned  without  any  recompense  for  their 
fNiins. 

And  now  let  me  assume  a  more  serious  strain,  and  ex- 
hort you  to  cultivate  your  mind  with  the  utmost  assiduity. 
You^  are  at  a  critical  period  of  your  life,  and  the  habits 
which  you  now  form  will,  most  probably,  adhere  to  you. 
through  life.     If  they  be  idle  habits  I  am  sure  they  will.^ 

But  even  the  cultivation  of  your  mind  is  of  minor  im- 
jportance  to  that  of  your  heart,  your  temper,  and  dispo- 
sition. Here  I  have  need  not  to  preach,  but  to  learn. 
You  have  had  less  to  encounter  in  your  religious  pro* 
^ess  than  /  have,  and  your  progress  has  been  therefore 
greater,  greater  even  than  your  superior  faculties  would 
have  warranted.  I  have  had  to  fight  hard  with  vanity  at 
home,  and  applause  abroad ;  no  wonder  that  my  vessel 
has  been  tossed  about,  but  greater  wonder  that  it  is  yet 
upon  the  waves.  I  exhort  you  to  pray  with  me,  (and  I 
entreat  you  to  pray  for  me)  that  we  may  both  weather 
out  the  storm,  and  arrive  in  the  haven  ^f  souqd  traQ« 
quillity,  even  on  this  side  the  grave. 

We  have  a)l  particular  reason  to  watch  and  pray,  lest 
sdf  tOK>  much  pi^oiuiuate.  We  should  accustom  our- 
selves to  hold  our  own  comforts  and  conveniences  as  sub- 
ordhwte  to  the  comforts  and  conveniences  of  others  in 
all  things,  and  a  habit  thus  begun  in  Httle  matters*  might 
probably  be  extended  without  difficulty  to  those  of  a 
higher  nature. 


82 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


^60 


TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK* 

St  John's,  11th  Sept.  t80$» 
MT   DEAR   BEN, 

I  CAN  scarcely  write  more  to  you  now  tban  just  to 
eaim  your  uneasiness  on  my  account.  I  am  perfectly 
weU  agun,  and  havie  eiqperienced  no  recurrence  of  the 
tt;  my  spirits  too  are  better,  and  I  read  very  mode^ 
lately*  I  hope  that  Grod  will  be  pleased  to  spare  his  r^ 
bellious  child ;  this  stroke  has  brought  me  nearer  to  hkn: 
whom  mdeed  have  I  for  my  comforter,  but  html 

I  am  still  readings  bat  with  moderation,  as  I  have  beea 
during  the  whole  vacatiob^  whatever  you  may  persist  wk 
thinking. 

My  heart  turns  with  more  fondness  towards  the  coaso^ 
lations  of  religion  than  it  did,  and  in  some  degree  I  havfe 
found  consolation.  I  still,  however,  conceive  that  it  is 
my  duty  to  pursue  my  studies  temperately,  and  to  fortify 
myself  with  Christism  resignation  and  ealnmess,  for  the 
worst.  I  am  much  wanting  in  these  virtues,  and  indeed 
in  all  christism  virtues^  but  I  tnow  how  desiraMe  they 
are,  and  I  long  for  them.  Pray  that  i  may  be  strength** 
ened  and  enligbtencd,  and  that  I  may  be  enabled  to  g» 
where  duty  bids,  wherever  that  be. 
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TO  MR.  B.  MADDOCK. 

St  John'f,  Gambiidgt,  tid  Sept  1806. 
MY   DEAE   FRIEND, 


YOU  chsirge  ine  with  an  accession  of  gaUautry  of  late: 
I  plead  guilty.  I  really  began  to  thmk  -of  marnage» 
(very  prematurely,  you'll  say,)  but  if  1  experience  any  rer 
petition  of  the  Jit,  I  shall  drop  the  idea  of  it  /or  ev^r*  It 
would  be  folly  and  cruelty  to  involve  another  in  all  the 
horrors  of  sHch  a  calamity. 

I  thank  you  for  your  kind  exhortations  to  a  complete 
surr^der  of  my  heart  to  God,  which  are  contaiiied  ii^ 
your  ktter.  In  this  respect  I  have  betrayed  the  most  de^ 
plorable  weakness  and  indecision  of  character.  I  know 
what  the  truth  is,  and  I  love  it;  but  I  still  go  on  giving 
myself  half  to  God  and  half  to  the  world,  as  if  I  expected 
to  enjoy  the  comforts  of  religion  along  with  the  vanities  of 
life.  If,  for' a  dbort  time,  I  keep  up  a  closer  communion 
with  God,  and  feel  my  whole  bosom  bursting  with  sor- 
row and  tenderness  as  I  approach  the  footstool  of  my 
Saviour,  I  soon  relapse  into  indifference,  worldly-mind« 
edness,  and  sin ;  my  devotions  become  'listless  and  per* 
fimctory :  I  doat  on  the  world,  its  toys,  and  its  corrup- 

8S 
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tioo8,  and  am  mad  enough  to  be  willing  to  sacrifice  (he 
happiness  of  eternity  to  the  deceitful  pleasures  of  the 
passing  moment.  My  heart  is  indeed  a  lamentable  sink 
of  loathsome  corruption  and  hypocrisy.  In  consistency 
with  my  professed  opinions,  I  am  often  obliged  to  talk 
on  subjects  of  which  I  know  but  little  in  experience^  and 
to  rank  myself  with  those  who  have  felt,  what  I  only  ap- 
prove from  my  head,  and,  perhaps,  esteem  from  my 
heart.  I  oAen  start  with  horror  and  disgust  from  my- 
self, when  I  consider  how  deeply  I  have  imperceptibly 
gone  into  this  species  of  simulation.  Yet  I  think  my  love 
for  the  Gospel,  and  its  professors,  is  sincere ;  only  I  am 
insincere  in  suffering  persons  to  entertain  an  high  opinion 
of  me,  as  a  child  of  God,  when  indeed  I  am  an  alien 
from  him.  .  On  looking  over  some  private  memoran- 
dums which  were  written  at  various  times  in  the  course 
of  the  two  last  years,  I  beheld,  with  inexpressible  an- 
guish, that  my  progress  has,  if  apy  thing,  been  retro- 
grade. I  am  still  as  dark,  still  as  cold,  still  as  ignorant, 
still  as  fond  of  the  world,  and  have  still  fewer  desires 
af^er  holiness.  I  am  very,  very  dissatisfied  with  myself, 
and  yet  I  am  not  prompted  to  earnest  prayer.  I  have 
]}een  so  often  earnest,  and  always  have  fallen  away,  that 
I  go  to  God  without  hope,  without  faith.  Yet  I  am  not 
tetally  yn\hout  hope;  I  know  God  will  have  my  whole 
heart,  and  I  know,  when  I  give  him  that,  I  shall  expe- 
rience the  light  of  his  countenance  with  a  permanency.  I 
pray  that  he  would  assist  my  weakness,  acfid  grant  me 
some  portion  oif  his  grace,  in  order  that  I  may  overcome 
the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil,  to  which  I  have  long. 
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very  long,  l>een  a  willing,  though  an  unhappy  slave.  Do 
you  pray  earnestly  with  me,  and  for  me,  in  these  respects, 
I  know  the  prayers  of  the  faithful  avail  much;  and 
when  you  consider  with  how  great  temptations  I  am  sur- 
rounded, and  how  very  little  strength  I  have  w  herewith 
to  resist  them,  you  will  feel  with  me  the  necessity  of  ear- 
Dest  supplication'  and  fervent  intercession,  lest  I  should 
be  lost,  and  cast  away  for  ever. 

I  shall  gladly  receive  your  spiritual  advice  and  direc- 
tions. I  have  gone  on  too  long  in  coldness  and  uncon- 
cern; who  knows  whether,  if  I  neglect  the  present  hour, 
Ihe  day  of  salvation  may  not  be  gone  by  forever!! 


rrO  MR.  JOHN  CHARLESWORTH. 

St.  Johu*8,  22d  Sept.  1806. 
MY  DEAR  CHABLBSWORTH,        ^ 

THANK  you  for  taking  the  blame  of  our  neglected 
correspondence  on  your  own  shoulders.  I  thought  it 
rested  elsewhere.  Thrice  have  I  begun  to  write  to  you^ 
on<^  in  Latin  and  twice  in  Engibh ;  and  each  time  have 
the  fates  opposed  themselves  to  the  completion  of  my  de- 
sign. But,  however^  pax  sit  rebus,  we  are  naturally 
S4 
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disposed  to  forgive,  because  we  are,  a9  far  as  intention 
goes,  mutually  offfinders* 

I  thank  you  for  your  invitation  tp  Claphaiu,  which 
came  at  a  fortunate  juncture,  since  I  had  just  settled  with 
my  tutor  that  I  should  pay  a  visit  to  my  brother  ip  Lon- 
don this  week.     I  shall  of  course  see  you;  and  shall  be^ 
happy  to  spend  a  few  days  with  you  at  Clapham>  and  to. 
rhapsodize  on  your  common.     It  gives  me  pleasure  to 
hear  you  are  settled,  and  I  give  you  many  hearty  good 
wishes  for  practice  and  pro^rity.    I  hope  you  will  soon 
find  that  a  wife  is  a  very  necessary  article  of  enjoyment  in% 
a  domesticated  atate ;  for  how  ind^  sliould  it  be  other-- 
wise  1    A  man  cannot  cook  his  dinner  while  he  is  em- 
ployed in  earning  it.     Housekeepers  are  complete  hel^ 
luanes  reifamiliaris,  and  not  only  pick  your  pockets,  but 
abuse  you  into  the  bargain.     While  a  wife,  on  the  con- 
trary, both  cooks  your  dinner  and  enlivens  it  with  her 
society;   receives  you  after  the  toils  of  the  day  with 
cheerfulness  aqd  smiles,  and  is  not  only  the  £uthful 
guardian  of  your  treasury,  but  the  soother  of  your  cares 
and  the  alleviator  of  y(Mir  calamities.    Now,  am  I  not 
very  poetical  1  But  on  such  a  subject  who  would  pot  be 
poetical  1    A  wife ! — a  domestic  fire-side ! — the  ch^rful 
assiduities  of  love  an<|  tendermess !    It  would  kiapire  a 
Dutch  burgomaster !  and  if,  with  aU  this  in  your  gra^, 
you  shall  still  choose  the  puhare  terram  pedc  Urr#« 
still  avoid  the  irrupta  copula;  still  deem  it  a  matter  of 
light  regard  to  be  an  objed  of  aflBsctioii  wid  fondness  to 
an  amiable  and  sensible  woma^  why  then  ymt  deservt 
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to  be  a  feUow  of  «  college  all  your  days ;  to  be  kicked 
about  in  your  last  iiiuess  by  a  saucy  and  careless  bed- 
maker;  and,  lastly,  to  be  put  in  the  ground  in  your 
college  chapely  followed  only  by  the  man  who  is  to  be 
your  successor.  Why  man,  I  dare  no  more  dream  that  I 
shall  ever  have  it  in  my  power  to  have  a  wife,  than  that  I 
shall  be  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  Primate  of  all 
England.  A  suite  of  rooms,  in  a  still  and  quiet  comer 
of  old  St.  John's,  which  was  once  occupied  by  a  crazy 
monk,  or  by  one  of  the  translators  of  the  Bible,  in  the 
days  of  good  King  James,  must  form  the  boundary  of 
my  ambition.  I  must  be  content  to  inhabit  walb  which 
never  echoed  with  a  female  voice,  to  be  buried  in  glooms 
which  were  never  cheered  with  a  female  smile.  It  is 
3aid,  indeed,  that  women  were  sometimes  permitted  to 
▼bit  St.  John's,  when  it  was  a  monastery  of  White-Friars^ 
in  order  to  be  present  at  particular  religious  ceremonies : 
but  the  good  monks  were  careful  to  sprinkle  holy-water 
wherever  their  profane  footsteps  had  carried  contagion 
and  pollution. 

It  is  well  that  you  are  free  from  the  restrictions  of  mo- 
nastic austerity,  and  that,  while  I  sleep  under  the  shadow 
of  towers  and  lofty  walls,  and  the  safeguard  of  a  vigilant 
porter,  you  are  permitted  to  inhabit  your  own  cottage, 
under  your  own  guardianship,  and  to  listen  to  the  sweet 
accents  of  domestic  affection. 

Yes,  my  very  Platonic,  or  rather  Stoical  friend,  I  must 
see  you  8a£dy  bound  in  the  matrimonial  noose,  and  then, 
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like  a  confirmed  bachelor,  ten  years  hence,  I  shall  have 
the  satbfsaction  of  pretending  to  laugh  at,  while,  in  my 
heart,  I  envy  you.  So  much  for  rhapsody.  I  am  com- 
uig  to  London  for  relaxation's  sake,  and  shall  lake  it 
pretty  freely ;  that  is,  I  shall  seek  after  fine  sights— stare 
at  fine  people— be  chearful  with  the  gay— foolish  with 
the  simple — and  leave  as  little  room  to  suspect  as  possi- 
ble that  I  am  (any  thing  of)  a  philosopher  an  i  mathema- 
tician. 1  shdl  probably  talk  a  little  Greek,  but  it  will 
be  by  stealth,  in  order  to  excite  no  suspicion. 


I  shall  be  in  town  on  Friday  or  Saturday.  T  am  in  a 
very  idle  mood,  and  have  written  you  a  very  idle  letter, 
for  which  I  entreat  your  pardon,  and  I  am, 

Desn-  C , 

Very  sincerely  yours, 

.     H^K.  WHITE. 
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TO  HIS  BROTHER  NEVILLE. 

(found  in  mS  POCKET  AFTER  HIS  DECEASe!) 

St  JoWs  College;  Saturday,  Oct  11>  1806. 
DEAR  NEVILLE, 

I  AM  safely  arrived^  and  in  college,  but  my  illness 
has  increased  upon  me  much.  The  cough  continues, 
and  is  attended  with  a  good  deal  of  fever.  I  am  under 
^  the  care  of  Mr.  Parish,  and  entertain  very  little  appre- 
hension about  the  cough,  but  my  oyer  exertions  in  town 
have  reduced  me  to  a  state  of  much  debility ;  and  until 
the  cough  be  gone  I  cannot  be  permitted  to  take  any 
strengthening  medicines.  This  places  me  in  an  awkward 
predicament ;  but  I  think  I  perceive  a  degree  of  expec- 
toration this  morning,  which  will  soon  relieve  me,  and 
then  I  shall  mend  apace. 

Under  these  circumstances,  I  must  not  expect  to  see 
you  here  at  present;  when  I  am  a  little  recovered  it  will 
be  a  pleasant  relaxation  to  me. 


Our  lectures  began  on  Friday,  but  I  do  not  attend  them 
until  I  am  better.  1  have  not  written  to  my  mother,  nor 
shall  I  while  I  remain  unwell.    Will  >ou  tell  her,  as  a 
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reasoDy  that  our  lectures  began  on  Friday.  I  know  she 
will  be  uneasy  if  she  do  not  hear  from  me,  and  stiU  mere 
so  if  I  tell  her  I  am  ilL 

I  cannot  write  more  at  present^  than  that  I  am. 

Your  truly  affisctionate  Brother, 

H.K.  WHITE. 
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WHY  will  not  men  be  contented  with  appearing  wbat 
they  arel  As  sure  as  we  attempt  to  pass  for  what  wt 
are  not,  we  make  ourselves  ridiculous.  With  religious 
professors  this  ought  to  be  a  consideration  of  importance, 
for  when  we  assume  credft  for  what  we  do  not  possess, 
we  break  the  laws  of  God  in  more  ways  than  we  are 
aware  of;  vanity  and  deceit  are  both  implicated. 

Why  art  thou  so  disquieted,  O  my  soul,  and  why  so 
full  of  heaviness?  O  put  thy  trust  in  Qod :  for  I  will  yet 
thank  him  which  is  the  help  of  my  countenance,  and  my 
God.    Pr.  42. 

Domine  Jesu  in  te  speravi,  miserere  mci !  Ne  speme 
ainimum  miserrimi  peccatoris. 

The  love  of  Christ  is  the  only  source  from  whence  a 
Christian  can  hope  to  derive  spiritual  happiness  and  peace. 
Now  the  love  of  Christ  will  not  netide  in  the  bosom  al- 
ready pre-occupied  with  the  love  of  the  world,  or  any 
other  predominating  affection.  We  must  give  up  every 
thing  for  it,  and  we  know  it  deserves  that  distinction ; 
yet,  upon  this  principle,  unless  the  energy  of  Divbe  grace 
were  what  it  is,  mighty  and  irresistible,  who  would  be 
saved  1 
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Tlie  excellence  of  our  liturgy  and  our  establishment  is 
more  and  more  impressed  upon  my  mind :  how  admtiw 
able  do  her  confessions,  her  peailentiary  offerings,  her 
intercessions,  her  prayers,  suit  with  the  ease  of  the  chris« 
tian.  It  is  a  sign  that  a  man's  heart  is  not  right  with 
God,  when  he  finds  &ult  with  the  liturgy^ 

Contempt  of  religion  is  distinct ,  from  unbelief :  unbe^ 
lief  may  be  the  result  of  proud  reasonings  and  uidepend<^ 
ent  research ;  but  contempt  of  the  christian  doctrine  must 
proceed  from  profound  ignorance. 


LORD,  give  me  a  heart  to  turn  all  knowledge  to  thy 
glory,  and  not  to  mine ;  keep  me  from  being  dekded 
with  the  lights  of  vain  philosophy ;  keep  me  from  the 
pride  of  human  reason:  let  me  not  thmk  my  own 
thoughts,  nor  dream  my  own  imaginations ;  but  in  all 
things  acting  under  the  good  guidance  of  thy  Holy 
Spirit,  may  I  live  in  all  simplicity,  humility,  and  single- 
ness of  heart,  unto  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  now  and  for 
evermore.     Amen. 

[The  above  piayw  vras^  prefixed  to  a  Maimali  or  Memoraiitoii 
b#ok.] 
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A  PRAYER. 

ALMlGHlT  Father,  at  the  close  of  another  day  I 
kneel  before  tl^ee  in  supplication,  and  ere  I  compose  my 
body  to  sleeps  I  would  steal  a  few  moment^  from  weari^ 
ness,  to  liil  up  my  thoughts  to  thy  perfections,  t<^  medi- 
tate on  thy  wonderful  dispensations,  and  to  make  my 
request  known  unto  thee. 

Although  the  hours  of  this  day  have  not  been  spent  in 
the  busy  haunts  of  society,  but  in  the  pursuit  of  needful 
and  godly  knowledge,  yet  I  am  conscious  that  my 
thoughts  and  actions  have  been  far  from  pure ;  and  many 
vain  and  foolish  speculations,  many  sinful  thoughts  and 
ambitious  anticipations,  have  obtruded  themselves  on  my 
mind.  I  know  that  I  have  felt  pleasure  in  what  I  ought 
to  have  abhorred,  and  that  I  have  not  had  thy  presence 
continually  in  mind  ;  so  that  my  ghostly  enemy  has  mixed 
poison  with  my  best  food,  and  sowed  tares  with  the  good 
seed  of  instruction.  Sometimes,  too,  the  world  has  had 
too  much  to  do  with  my  thoughts ;  I  have  longed  for  its 
pleasures,  its  splendors,  its  honours,  and  have  forgotten 
that  I  am  a  poor  follower  of  Jesus  Christ,  whose  inherit^ 
ance  is  not  in  this  land,  but  in  the  fields  above.  I  do 
therefore  supplicate  and  beseech  tiiee.  Oh!  thou  my 
God  and  Father,  that  thou  wilt  not  only  forgive  these  my 
wanderings,  but  that  thou  wi}t  chasten  my  heart,  and 
establish  my  affections,  so  that  they  may  not  be  shaken 
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i>y  the  light  suggestions  of  the  tempter  Satan ;  and  since 
I  am  of  myself  very  weak,  I  implore  thy  restraining  hand 
upon  my  understanding,  that  I  may  not  reason  in  the  pride 
of  worldly  wisdom,  nor  flatter  myself  on  my  attainments, 
but  ever  hold  my  judgment  in  subordination  to  thy  word, 
and  see  myself  ad  what  I  am,  an  helpless  dependant  on 
thy  bounty^  If  a  spirit  of  indolence  and  lassitude  have 
at  times  crept  on  me,  I  pray  thy  forgiveness  for  it ;  and  if 
I  have  felt  rather  inclined  to  prosecute  studies  whiob  pro- 
cure respect  from  the  world,  than  the  hnmble  knowledfi|e ' 
which  becomes  a  servant  of  Christ,  do  thou  check  this 
growing  propensity,  and  only  bless  my  studies  so  far  as 
they  conduce  to  thy  gl6ry,  and  as  thy  glory  is  their  chief 
end.  My  heart,  O  Lord !  is  but  too  fond  of  this  vain 
and  deceitful  worhl,  and  I  have  many  fears  lest  I  should 
make  shipwreck  of  my  hope  on  the  rocks  of  ambition  and 
vanity.  Give  me,  I  pray  thee,  thy  grace  to  repress  these 
propensities^;  illumine  more  completeiy  my  wandering 
ihi^ ;  i^ctify  my  understanding ;  and  give  me  a  simple, 
humble,  and  afiectionate  heart  to  love  thee  and  thy 
sheep  with  all  sincerity.  As  I  increase  in  learning,  lei 
me  increase  in  loWness  of  spirit;  and  inasmuch  as  the 
balHls  of  studious  life,  unless  tempered  by  preventing 
grace,  but  too  much  tend  to  produce  formality  and  life- 
lessness  in  devotion,  do  thou,  O  heavenly  Father,  pre- 
serve me  from  all  cold  and  speculative  views  of  thy  bles^ 
ed  Gospel ;  and  while  with  regular  constancy  I  kneel 
derwn  dftify  before  thee,  do  not  fail  to  light  up  the  fire  of 
hdftv«ri1y  \&9't  ih  ^iy  bosom,  and  to  draw  my  heart  hea- 
venward with  earnest  longmgs  [to  tbyself.] 
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And  now,  O  Blessed  Redeemer !  my  rocki  my  hope, 
and.  only  sure  ddfence,  to  thee  do  I  cheerfully  commit 
hoth  my  soul  and  my  body.  ^  If  thy  wise  Frovidenee  see 
fit,  grant  that  I  may  rise  in  the  morning,  refreshed  with 
sleep,  and  with  a  spirit  of  chearfui  activity  for  the  duties 
of  the  day ;  but  whether  I  wake  here  or  in  eternity,  grant 
that  my  trust  in  thee  may  remain  sure,  and  my  hope  un- 
shaken.    Our  JF'ather,.  &c. 

[tliis  prayer  was  discovered  amoi^t  some  dirty  loose  papers 
ef  H.  K.  W'»J 


Hem. 


SEPTEMBER  32,  1806. 


ON  running  over  the  pages  of  thb  book,  I  am  con- 
strained to  observe,  with  sorrow  and  shame,  that  my 
progress  in  divine  light  has  been  iitde  or  none, 

I  have  made  a  few  conquests  over  my  corrupt  indina* 
tions,  but  my  heart  still  hankers  after  its  old  delights; 
still  lingers  half-willing,  half-unwilling,  in  the  ways  of 
worldly-muidedness. 

My  knowledge  of  divine  things  is  very  little  improved. 
I  have  read  less  of  the  Scriptures  than  I  did  last  year.  In 
reading  the  Fathers,  I  have  consulted  rather  the  pride  of 
my  heart,  than  my  spiritual  good. 

VOL.  I.  T 
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i  DOW  turn  to  tke  cause  of  tbeie  evSa,  and  i  find  llmt 
Ijie  great  root,  the  itaaio  apriag  is— 4ove  of  the  world; 
next  to  tfaa^  (Hide;  next  to  that»  e^ybituai siolb. 

priMi  M«nM^^ldan  was  written  a  very  (ew  vedtf  before  Im  dm^^ 
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TRIBUTARY  VERSES. 


SONNET. 
Addressed  to  H.  K.  Walte,  aa  his  Poems  lately  pobtished. 

HeNRY!  I  greet  Uqne  entrance  into  life! 
Sure  presage  that  the  myrmidons  of  fate,  .   ^ 
The  fools  unmeaning  laugh,  the  critic's  hate,  ^ 
Will  dire  assail  thee ;  and  the  emdous  strife 
Of  bookidi  schoplmen,  beings  over  rife. 
Whose  pia-mater  studious  is  fill'd 
With  unconnected  matter  half  distill'd 
From  lettered  page,  shall  bare  for  thee  the  knife. 
Beneath  whose  edge  the  poet  oft^^times  sinks : 
But  fear  not !  for  thy  modest  work  contains 
The  germ  of  worth;  thy  wild  poetic  strains. 
How  sweet  to  him,  untutored  bard,  who  thinks " 
Thy  verse  "  has  power  to  please,  as  soft  it  flows 
Thro'  the  smooth  murmurs  of  the  frequent  close.'' 

G.l/C— ,  1803. 


T  3 
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SONNET, 
To  Mr.  Henry  Kirke  Whiter  on  his  Poems  lately  published. 

Bt  ARTBim  eWSNy  BSO. 

RAIL!  gifted  yoiithy  whose  passion-breathing  lay 
Pourtrays  a  mind  attnhM  lo  noblest  themes, 
A  mind,  wbicb  wrapt  in  fancy^s  high-wrought  dreams^ 

To  ii^aettUie'^  t^riestbotmdii  its  daring  wa^ 

Can  wing:  what  charms  throughout  thy  pages  shine. 
To  win  wifh  ftir^  {brill  the  iiid&%  sold ! 
For  though  alodg  ii^]asmoB*d  grandeilr  toll. 

Yet  in  full  power  suBpMtlly  Is  tfaiiie. 

Proceed,  swett  bind!  iand  tii<e  bcov^n^^fntnted  fite 
Of  pity,  glowing  in  thy  feding  bm&^ 
Hf  ay  nought  de8troy,'iiiay  nought  thy  Mol  divest 

Of  joy — of  rapture  in  fbe  liimg  1|^, 
ThouUiii'stsoteagically:  bi^mayftme 
Each  passing  year  add  botim»rs  to  thy  nan^. 

Richmond^  Sept  1Q03»    .    .      ,  ,      ^ 


TO  MR.  H.  K.  WmTE. 

HARK!  'tis  some  sprite  who  sweeps  a  funeral  knell. 
For  Dermody  no  more. — ^Tbat  fitful  tone 
From  Eolus'  wild  harp  alone  can  swell,  ^ 

Or  Chatterton  assumes  the  lyre  unknown. 
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No ;  list  again !  His  Bateman's  fatal  sigh 
Swells  with  the  breeze,  and  dies  upon  the  stream : 

Tb  Margaret  mourns,  M  HwMI  she  rusljes  by, 
Rous'd  by  the  daemons  from  adulterous  dream. 

O !  say,  sweet  youth !  what  genius  fires  thy  soul  1 
Tlie  same  which  tun'd  the  frantic  nervous  strain 
Tothewildhai^ofCoUidst— Bythepole^  ^ 

Or  'mid  the  seraphim  attd  heav'ISly  trawii 
Taught  Milton  ei^rksting  secn^ts  to  unfold* 
To sii^  Hell's flanunggulph,  or  HeAv^n  Ugh  avih^dilFfili 
gold? 

H — i — mSLKCIU 


UNES 
On  tiie  Death  ofHr.  jEIeniy  KJiIqb  ^Wte.     , 

BY  THB  RET.  J,  FLUMPTRB. 

SUCH  talents  and  such  piety  ooadMfi'd» 
With 'such  unfe^n'd  faumOity  of  ndnd. 
Bespoke  him  fsur  to  tread  the  way  to  ftm^* 
And  live  an  honour  to  the  christian  name. 
But  Heaven  was  pleas'd  to  stop  his  fleeting  hour. 
And  Might  the  fragrance  of  the  opening  flow'n 
We  mourn — but  not  for  him,  removed  from  pain. 
Our  loss,  we  trust,  is  his  eternal  gain : — 
With  him  we'll  strive  to  win  the  Saviour's  love. 
And  hope  to  join  him  with  the  blest  above* 

October  24th,  1806. 

T4 
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SONNET 

OM  BBHRT  KIKKB  WHtTlL 
I. 

MASTER  so  earl;  of  the  various  ltrb 
Energicy  pure,  sublime ! — Thus  art  thou  gonef 
In  its  bright  dawn  of  fame  that  spirit  4owb 

¥niich  breathed  such  sweetaess,  tenderness,  and  fee! 

Wert  thou  but  shewn  to  win  us  to  admire 
•  And  veil  in  death  thy  splendor  1 — ^But  unknowp 
Their  destination  who  least  time  have  shone 

And  brightest  beam'd. — When  these  the  etbrnal  sire, 

II. 

— ^Righteous  and  wise,,  and  good  are  all  bis  waj^s — 

Eclipses,  as  their  sun  begbs,  to  rise. 
Can  mortal  judge,  for  their  diminisht  dajs^  . 

What  blest  equivalent  in  changeless  skies 
What  sacitd  glory  waits  them  1 — His  the  praise ; 

Gracious,  whatever  he  gives,  whatever  denies, 

Uih  Oct  1806.  C.  L. 
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LINES 


On  the  Death  of  Mr.  Henry  Kiriie  White,  late  of  St  John's 
College,  Cambridge. 

WRITTEN  ABOUT  AWD  IN  THAT  COLLEGE. 


SORROWS  ait  mine— then  let  me  joys  evade. 
And  seek  for  sympathies  in  this  lone  shade. 
The  glooms  of  death  lall  heavy  on  my  heart ; 
Afld>  betwtoi  li(€  aiid  me,  a  truce  impart. 
Genius  has  vanisht  in  its  opening  bloom. 
And  youth  aindbeauty  wither  in  the  tomb ! 

Thought  ever  prompt  to  lend  th'  enquuing  eye 
Pursues  thy  spirit  through  futurity. 
Does  thy  aspiring  mind  new  powers  essay. 
Or,  in  suspended  being,  wait  the  day, 
Wfaen-^arth  shall  fait  before  the  ftwfui  train 
Of  Heaven  and  Virtues  everlasting  reign  1 

May  goodness,  which  thy  heart  did  once  enthrone, 
Enut  one  ray  to  mdiorate  my  own ! 
And,  for  thy  sake,  when  time  affliction  calm. 
Science  shall  please,'  and  poesie  shall  charm. 

I  turn  my  steps  whence  issued  all  my  woes. 
Where  the  dull  courts,  monastic  glooms  impose. 
Thence  fled  a  spirit,  whose  unbounded  scope. 
Surpassed  the  fond  creation's,  e'en  of  hope. 

Along  this  pat^  thy  Uving  step  has  fled. 
Along  thb  path  they  bore  thee  to  the  dead, 
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All  that  this  languUl  eye  can  now  survey 
Witoess'd  the  vigour  of  thy  fleeting  <ky : 
And  witness'd  all,  as  speaks  \\m  anguiabi  tear. 
The  sdemn  progress  of  thy  early  Men 

Sacred  the  walls  that  took  tfiy  parting  breath, 
Own'd  thee  in  life»  encompass'd  the^  in  death ! 

Oh !  I  can  feel,  as  felt  the  sorrowing  friend. 
Who  o'er  tUy  corse  in  agony  did  tend ; 
Dead  as  thyself,  to  aU  the  world  iaipifes. 
Paid  the  hst  rites  mortality  requires ; 
Clos'd  the  dim  eye,  that  beam'd  with  ndad  befin>e  { 
Composed  the  icy  ImdM  to  move  no  more  I 
-  Some  power  the  picture  from  nly  memory  tiar»- 
Or  ^ling  will  nish  onward  to  despair. 

Immortal  hopes !  come,  lend  your  blest  relief; 
And  raise  the  soul,  bow'd  down  with  mortal  grief. 
Teach  it  to  look  for  comfort  in  the  skies : 
Earth  cannot  giv^  what  HeavVs  high  will  denies. 
Cambridge,  Nov.  1806. 


SONNET, 

OCCASIOMBD  BT  THE  tBCOND  Of  H.  KUUUB  WHITB* 
I. 

YES;  fled  already  is  thy  vitd  fire. 
And  the  fair  promise  of  thy  eariy  Uoom 
Lost,  in  yottth^s  mom  extinct ;  sunk  in  the  tomb ; 

Mule  in  the  grave,  sleeps  thy  encbarited  \yrti 
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And  18  it  vainl;  that  our  souls  aq[>ire  t 
Falsely  does  the  presaging  heart  prerame 
That  we  shall  live  beyond  life's  cares  and  gloom ;  - 

Grasps  it  etermty  with  high  derire, 

n- 

Bat  to  imagiiie  Miss,  ftd  woe  and  die ; 
Leaving  survivors  to  worse  pangs  than  death  1 
Not  such  the  sanction  of  the  Eternal  Minik 
The  harmonious  order  o£  the  starry  sky> 
And  awful  revelation's  angel-hreath 
Assure  these  hopes  then:  fiiU  effect  shall  find. 
^    25tk€lec  1806.  ^  C.  L. 


WRITTEN  IN 

THE  HOMER  OF  MR.  H.  RIRKE  WHITE. 

Presented  to  nu  by  hi$Brother,J.Nmae  White. 

I. 
BARD  of  brief  days,  but  ah,  of  deathless  fame ! 

While  on  these  awful  leaves  my  fond  eyes  rest 

On  which  thine  late  have^dwelt,  thy  hand  late  prest, 
I  pause ;  and  gaze,  r^etful  on  thy  name. 
By  neither  chance,  nor  envy,  time,  nor  flamci, 

Be  it  from  this  its  mansion  dispossest! 

But  thee.  Eternity  clasps  to  her  breast. 
And  in  celestial  splendor  thrones  thy  daim. 
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II. 

No  more  with  mortal  pencil  shall  thou  trace 
An  imitative  radiance  :*  thy  pure  lyre 

Springs  from  our  changeful  atmosphere's  embrace^ 
And  beams  and  breathes  in  empyreal  fire : 

The  Homeric  and  Miltonian  sacred  tone 

Responsive  hail  that  lyre  congenial  to  their  own. 

Bniy,  11th  Jan.  1807.  C  L. 


TO  THk  MiEMORY  OF*  H.  K.  WHITE. 

BY  A  LADT. 

IF  worth,  if  genius,  to  the  world  are  dear. 
To  Henry's  shade  devote  lio  common  tear. 
His  worth  dn  no  precarious  tenure  hung. 
From  genuine  piety  his  virtues  ^rung ; 
If  pure  benevolence,  if  steady  sense. 
Can  to  the  feeling  heart  delight  dispense ; 
If  all  the  highest  efforts  of  the  mind^ 
Exalted,  noble,  elegant,  refined. 
Call  for  fond  sympathy's  heart-fell  regret. 
Ye  sons  of  genius  pay  the  moumfbl  debt : 
His  friends  can  truly  speak  how  large  Jiis  claim. 
And,  **-  Life  was  only  wantrog  to  his  fame." 
Art  Thou,  irtdeed,  dear  youth,  for  ever  fled"? 
So  quickly  numbered  with  the  silent  dead. 

*  Ailnding  to  his  pencil'd  sketch  of  a  head  surrounded  with  a  glory. 
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Too  sure  I  read  it  in  die  downcast  eye. 
Hear  it  in  monming  fnendsbip's  stifled  sigh : 
Ah !  could  esteem,  or  admiradon,  save 
So  dear  an  object  from  th'  untimely  grave. 
This  transcript  faint  had  not  essayed  to  tell. 
The  loss  of  one  beloved,  rever'd  so  well. 
Vainly  I  try,  even  eloquence  were  weak. 
The  silent  sorrow  that  I  feel,  to  speak. 
No  more  my  hours  of  pain  thy  voice  w31  cheer. 
And  bind  my  spirit  to  this  lower  sphere ; 
Bend  o'er  my  snaring  frame  with  gentle  sigh. 
And  bid  new  fire  relume  my  languid  eye : 
No  more  the  pencil's  mimic  art  command. 
And  with  kind  pity  guide  my  trembling  hand. 
Nor  dwell  upon  the  page  in  fond  regard. 
To  trace  the  meaning  of  tlie  Tuscan  bard. 
Vain  all  Ae  pleasures.  Thou  cao'st  not  inspire. 
And,  **  in  my  breast,  th'  imperfect  joys  expire.** 
I  fondly  hq>'d  thy  hand  might  grace  my  shrine. 
And  little  deem'd  I  should  have  wept  o'er  thine ; 
In  fancfs  eye'metbought  I  saw  thy  lyre. 
With  virtue's  energies  each  bosom  fire : 
I  saw  admiring  nations  press  around. 
Eager  to  catch  the  aninuitiDg  sound : 
And  when  at  length  sunk  in  ,the  shades  of  night. 
To  brighter  woriids  thyspuit  wing'd  its  flight; 
Thy  country  hail'd  thy  venerated  shade. 
And  each  grac'd  honor  to  thy  memory  paid. 
Such  was  die  fate  hope  pictured  to  my  view-^ 
Put  who^  alas !  e'er  found  hope's  vbions  true  t 
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And/ ah!  adark.f^rwage^-whttilasl weiaet,  T 

Saddened  Uie  aocisil  iMMur  with  d«ep  pnigicfc; 

When  Thou  thy  portnitt  from, the  nupstrd  dreyir» 

The  living  £d,win  starling  on  tny  view-? 

Silent,  I  ask'dc  of  heav'n  a  lengthened  date» 

His  genius  thine,  but  not  like  thine  his  fate. 

Shuddering  I  gajs'd,  and  saw  too  sure  reveal'd. 

The  fatal  truth,  by  hope  till  then  concealed. 

Too  strong  the  portion  of  celestial  flame. 

For  its  wea^  tenement,  the  fragile  ftame; 

Too  soon  ;fbr  Us  it  sought  its  native  sky^ 

And  soar'd  impervious  to  the  mortal  eye ; 

like  some  clefir  planet,  shadowed  from  our  aigbi,  , 

Leaving  behind  long  tracks  of  ludd  light : 

So  shall  thy  bright  examfde  fire  each  youth. 

With  love  of  virtue,  piety,  and  truth* 

Long  o'er  thy  losa  shall' grateful  Granta  mourB» 

And"  bid  her  sons  reve^  thy  favoiir'd  urn. 

When  thy  loVd  lower,  "  Spring's  vidwy  104^  itmnn'' 

The  pripdDose  pale  sfa^  bfeom  lor  thee  aknit : 

Around  thy  unv  the  rosema^  well  spmsd. 

Whose  ^'  tender  fraganoe^'^  endiltm  of  the  dcad-f- 

Shall  **  teach  the  n)Md,  whose  I^Iqmu  no  Unnptt  li^m%^^ 

That  ^  virtue  evei;  pemh'd  grace  •ondvts.''.  ^  t  ^  . 

Farewell  f  sweet  Moralist,  heart-stds^ning  grie^ 

Tells  me  in  du^fl  paths  to  seek  relief. 

With  surer  aim,,  on  frill's  strong  phdoas  rise/ 

And  seek  hdpc'9  nmisfa'd  aadlMlr  in  the  does. 

Yet  still  OB  thee  shall  fond  Temenilirane^  cbr^ll,; 

And  to  the  worid  thy  worth  detigfat  to^tell ;  . 
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Tho'  well  I  fed  un^wttiy  Thee»  lb»  h^ 
That  to  thy  memory  wfi^pmg  Armddiii^*  (^ys • 


stanzas' 

Supposed  to  have  been  written  at  the  GUave  of  H|  K.  White. 

1. 
TE  gentlest  Gales!  oh,  hither  waft 

On  airy  imdnlating  sweeps. 
Your  frequent  sighs,  so  passing  soft. 

Where  he,  the  youthful  Post,  sleeps  I 
He  hreath'd  the  psrest  tenderest  sigh. 
The  sigh  of  ^sensibility, 

2. 
And  thou  shalt  lie,  hb  fit/rite  flower. 

Pale  Primrots,  on  Ms  grave  redin'd : 
Sweet  emblem  of  his  fleeting  hour. 

And  of  his  pure,  his  spotless  mind ! 
Dke  thee,  he  sprung  in  lowly  vale ; 
And  felt,  'hke  thee,  the  trying  gale. 

-  3. 

Nor  hence  thy  pensive  eye  seeludf^ 

Oh  thoo,  the  ftagrss^  Rosemary, 
Where  be,  f^  in  marUe  solitude. 

So  peaceful  and  so  deep"  doth.liel 
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lib  harp  prophetic,  sung  to  \bee. 
In  notes  of  sweetest  minstrelsy.  . 

4. 
Ye  falling  Dews»  Oh  f  ev^  leave 

Your  jchrystal  drops,  these  flow'rs  to  steep : 
At  earliest  nioi:n»  at  latest  eve. 

Oh  let  them  for  their  Poet  weep  ! 
For  tears  bedewed  his  gentle  eye,— * 
The  tears  of  heavenly  sympathy. 

5. 
Thou  western  Sun  ^nse  thy  beams: 

For  he  was  wont  to  pace  the  glade. 
To  watch  in  pde  uncertais  gleams. 

The  crimson-zon'd  borizon  fade — 
Thy  last,  thy  setting  radiance  poor, .    . 
Where  he  is  set  to  rise  no  more. 


OIXE 

On  the  late  Henry  Rirke  White. 

AND  is  the  minstreFs  voyage  o'erl 
And  is  the  stair  of  genius  fled  ? 

And  will  his  magic  harp  no  more. 
Mute,  in  the  mansions  of  the  dead^ 

Its  strains  sei^[riiic  pour? 
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A  Pilgrim  in  this  world  of  woe, 

Coodemu'd,  alas !  awhile  to  stray. 
Where  bristly  thorns,  where  briars  grow. 

He  bade,  to  cheer  the  glooiny  way. 
Its  heav'nly  music  flpV .  .     . 

And  oft  he  bade,  by  fame  iospur^d. 
Its  wild  notes  seiek  th'  aetbet-ial  |[>latn, 

1^11  angels^  by  its  music  fir!d, 
Have,  listening,  caught  th'  ecstatic  strain. 

Have  wonder'd,  and  admur'd.   ^ 

But  now  secure  on'  happier  skotes, 
With  choirs  of  samted  soids  he  an^s. 

His  harp  th^  omnqpoteat  adwes. 
And  from  its  sifeet^  its-silmstHogs,  ' 

Celestial  music  poursi . 

And  tho'  on  earth  no  more  he'll  weave 
The  lay  that's  fraught  with  inagic  fire, 

Yet  oft  shall  Fancy  hear'  at  eve 
His  now  exalted,  heavenly  lyre 

In  ^unds  iEoUan  grieve. 

JUVENIS. 
B.  Stoke. 


TOL.  I. 
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Occaskmed  1^  the  death  of  Henry  Kirke  Wli^e. 

WHAT  is  this  world  at  belt. 
The'  deck!  in  vemaL  bloom. 
By  hope  and  youthfiil  fmcf  dieiti 
What  but  a  ceaseless  to^  fas  resi, 
A  passage  to  the  tombl 
Ifi<»v'feU8tfew 
The  avenue,  ' 

Tho'  faur,  alas!  how  fading,  and  how  few! 


And  every  boor  oobms  amM 
By  sorrow,  or  by  woe  2 
Concealed  betteath  its.  titfie  wings, 
A  Scythe  the  soft-shod  pilf  rer  hroigSy 
To  lay  some  comfort  low: 
Sometiiiriuibiiidv 
By  love  entwm'd^ 
Some  silken  bond,  that  holds  tli^  taftiim  aiad* 

And  ev^ry  month  diqpiay^ 
The  ravages  of  time: 
Faded  the  flowers!— The  Spring  is  pastt 
The  scattered  leaves,  the  wintry  bhst. 
Warn  to  a  milder  clime: 
The  songster's  fle^ 
The  leafless  tree. 
And  bear  to  happier  realms  tfieir  melody. 
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Henry!  the  world  no  more 
Can  chtim  tb^  for  her  own! 
In  purer  skies  thy  radidnce  beamt ! 
Thy  lyre  emplqy'd  on  SiobLer  ttento. 
Before  th'^elerQalthKlne:  / 

Yet,  spirit  dear,     .        .      .  j 

Forgive  the  tear. 
Which  those  must  shed,  who^i^  doomed  to4ia|^here« 


Although  a  stranger,  I 
In  friendship's  train  would  weep: 
Lost  to  the  world;  tiaB^  so  young. 
And  must  thy  lyre,  in  silence  hung. 
On  the  dark  cypr^  sleepl 
The  poet,  aA 
T)l^k  friemd  ma^  cbU;  . 
And  Kaftur^^s  s^  atlendi^  his  fanenA. 


Altho'  with  feeble  wing 
Thy  flight  I  wookl  j 
With  quickened  aoal,  with  hmbled  ptide^ 
Alike  our  olyett,  bapts^'and  guii)e. 
One  heaven  aUite  iniview,    . 

Tnie,--4t  was  tUb^  < 

To  tow'r,  to  shine^; 
But  I  may  make  thy  is9der  vtrtue?  o^e^ 


V  2 
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If  Jesus  own  my  name 
CThougb  iiuDe  prononoc'd  it  iieTer) 
Sweet  spirit^  Dot  with  tbee  alone» 
But  «U  whose  absence  here  1  tnoan^ 
Circling  with  harps  the  golden  throne, 
I  shall  unite  for  ever ; 
At  death  then  why 
Tremble  or  sigh  t 
Oh !  who  would  wish  to  live,  but  he  who  fears  to  die! 

Dec  51b,  180r,  JOSH.  CONDER. 


SONNET, 


Ob  seeiiig  anotiier,  written  to  Heorj  Kiike  WUte,  in  September, 
18(^3,  inierted  in  bis  <<  Remains  by  Robert  SoQtlfty.''  ' 


MY  ARTHUR  OWSR. 


AH !  once  again  the  long-left  wires  among,  ' 
Truants,  the  Muse  to  weave  her  requiem  song^ 
With  stemef  lore  now  busied,  er^  the  hiy 
Cheered  my  daric  morn  of  manhood,  wont  to  stray 
O'er  fancy's  fields  in  quest  of  musky  flower ; 

To  me  nor  fragrant  les^  tiboi^  barr'<cl:fi-bm  view 
And  courtship  of  the  world :  hail'd  w^  the  hour 

Thatgav^  me,  dripping  fresh  wkh  nidare^s  de^; 
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Foor  Henr/s  buddiog  beauties — ^to  a  dime    ^ 
Hapless  transplanted,  whose  exotic  ray 
Forc'd  their  yoang  vigour  into  transient  day» 
And  drain'd  the  stalk  that  reared  them  T  and  dnH  lioM 
Trample  these  orphan  blossoms? — ^No!  they  breathy 
Still  lovelier  charms— for  Southey  culls  the  wreath ! 

Oxford^  Dec  17,  1807. 


SONNET 

IN  MEMORY  OF  MR.  H.  K,  WRITI. 

**  TIS  now  the  dead  of  m'ght,"  and  I  will  go 
To  where  the  brook  soft-murmuring  glides  aloi^^ 
In  the  still  wood ;  yet  does  the  pldntive  song 

Of  Philomela  through  the  welkin  flow ; 

And  while  pale  Cynthia  carelessly  doth  throw 
Her  dewy  beams  the  verdant  boughs  among» 
Will  sit  beneath  some  spreading  oak  tree  strong. 

And  intermingle  with  the  streams  my  woe ; 

Hush'd  in  deep  silence  every  gentle  breeze ; 
No  mortal  breath  disturbs  the  awful  gloom ; 

Cold,  chilling  dew-drops  trickle  down  the  trees. 
And  every  flower  .withholds  its  rich  perfume : 

Tis  sorrow  leads  me  to  that  sacred  ground 

VThere  Henry  moulders  in  a  sleep  prc^ound  1 


J.  a 
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REFLECTIONS, 
On  reading  the  Life  of  the  late  Henry  Kitke  White,  - 

BY  WILLIAM  HOLLOWAT^ 

Author  pf  ^<The  Peaaanes  Faie.* 

DARLING  of  sdehce  and  the  nmse. 
How  shall  a  son  of  song  reAise 

To  shed  a  tear  for  thee  1 
To  us,  so  soon,  for  ever  lost^ 
What  hopes,  what  prospects  have  been  eross'd. 

By  Heaven's  supreme  decree  1 

How  could  a  parent,  love  beguil'd. 
In  life's  hit  prime  resign  a  child. 

So  duteous,  good,  and  kind  1 
The  warblers  of  the  soothing  strain, 
Murt  string  the  elegiac  lyre  in  vain 

To  soothe  the  wounded  mmd ! 

Yet  Fanc^,  bov'ring  round  the  tomb. 
Half  envies,  while  she  mourns  thy  doom. 

Dear  poet,  saint  aind  sage!  ' 

Who  into  one  short  span,  at  bes^ 
The  wisdom  of  an  age  compresl^ 

A  pati  larch'^  lengthened  age ! 
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To  him  a  genius  saDctified^ 
And  purg'd  from  literary  pride, 

A  saered  boon  1  was  giv'n : 
Chaste  as  the  psaknist't  liarp»  his  lyre 
Celestial  raptures  couM  inspire 

And  lift  the  soul  to  Heav^ii. 

^Twas  not  the  kuivel  earth  bestows ; 
Twas  not  the  prabe  from  man  th^  flows. 

With  classic  toil  he  sought : 
He  sought  the  ci^vm  that  martyrs  wcatf^ 
When  relcn'd  from  a  worid  of  oare; 

Their  spiift  t6o  lie  ciiu|^. 

Here  come,  ye  thoughtless,  vain^  and  gay« 
Who  idly  range  in  Folly's  way, 

And  learn  tJie  moHb  rf timet 
Learn  ye,  whoae  days  hav«  nm  to  wMe, 
How  to  tedeem  this  pearl,  at  last^ 

Atoning  for  your  crime* 

This  flower,  that  droop'd  in  one  cold  clune. 
Transplanted  from  the  soil  of  time 

To  inunortality. 
In  full  perfection  there  shall  bloom. 
And  those,  who  now  lam^t  his  doom. 

Must  bow  to  God^s  decree. 

London,  S7tb  Feh.  1808. 
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ON  READING.  THE  POEM  O^  SOLITUDE, 

lo  the  secolKl  Volume  of  H.  K.  White's  «  Remains.'^ 

BUT  art  thou  thus  indeed  "  alone  T 
Quite  unbefriended— all  unknown  t 
And  bast  thou  then'  his  name  forgot, 
Who,form'd  thy  frame  and  fix'd  thy  lot? 

Is  notliis  voice  in  evening's  gale  1 
Beams  not  with  him  the  **  stai^"  so  pale  I 
There's  not  a  leaf  can  fade  and  die 
Unnotic'd  by  hb  watchful  eye. 

£acb  fluttering  hope— ^ach  anxious  fear — 
Each  lonely  sig^~-each  silent  tear — 
To  tbin^  Almighfy  Friend  are  known ; 
And  sa/st  thou»  thou  art  *'  all  alone  V  ' 

Ji  e. 
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,         ON  prHE  DEATH  OF  HENRY  KIRRE  WHITE. 


V 


TOO,  too  prophetic  did  tby  wild  note  swells 

Impassioned  minstrel !  when  its  pitying  wail 
Sigh'd  o'er  the  vernal  primrose  as  it  fell 

Untimely^  withered  by  the  northern  gale  *. 
Thou  wert  tliat  flower  of  promise  and  of  prime ! 

Whose  opening  bloom  mid  many  an  adverse  blast 
Charm'd  the  lone  wanderer  through  this  desart  clime. 

But  charm'd  him  with  a  rapture  soon  o'ercast. 
To  see  thee  langubh  into  quick  decay. 

Yet  was  not  thy  departing  immature : 
For  ripe  in  virtue  thou  wert  reft  away. 

And  pure  in  spirit,  as  the  blest  are  pure ; 
Pure  as  the  dew-drop,  freed  from  earthly  leaven« 
That  sparkles,  is  exhal'd,  and  blends  with  heaven  f ! 

T.  PARK. 


*  See  CfiAon  Grove,  p.  16,  ed.  1803. 

t  Yomg,  I  think,  says  of  Philander,  '<  he  sparkled,  was  exhaled, 
and  went  to  Heaven." 
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POEMS, 

WEITTEN  BEFORE  THE  PUBLICATION  OF 

CLIFTON  GROVE. 
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POEMS. 

CHILDHOOD: 

A  POEM. 


Tliif  is  one  of  Hearf§  earliest  prodactions,  and  appears,  by  tjbe 
baod-writiDg,  to  h^f  e  been  written  wben  he  was  between  four- 
teen and  ^le&gu  Tbe  ptctnre  of 'the  schoolmistress  is  from 
nature. 


PART  I. 


PiCTURD  jn  inemor/s  meQowifig  glass/how  sweet 

Our  in&ot  days,  our  infimt  joys,  to  grek ; 

To  roam  in  fancy  in  each  cberish'd  scene. 

The  village  church-yard  add  the  village  green. 

The  woodland  walk  remote,  the  greenwood  glade,   -     5 

The  mossy-seat  beneath  the  hawthorn's  shade. 

The  white-wash'd  cottage,  where  the  woodtnne^^w. 

And  all  the.ikvourite  haunts  our  childhood  knew  I 

How  sweet,  while  all  the  evil  shuns  the  gaze. 

To  view  the  unclouded  ^kies  of  former  days !  10 

Beloved  age  of  innocence  and  smiles. 

When  each  winged  hour  some  new  delight  beguSes. 
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When  the  gay  heart  to  life's  sweet  day-^^ring  tnie. 

Still  finds  some  ii^ect  pleasure  to  pursue. 

Blest  Childhood^  Hail!-r-Thee  simply  will  I  sii:^        li 

And  from  myself  the' artless  picture  brk^; 

These  loo^  lost  scenes  to  me  th^  past  restore. 

Each  humlrfe  frk^  each  pkaattre,  now  no  more^ 

And  ey'ry  stump  fiunifiar  to  my  sight. 

Recalls  some  fend  idea  of  delight.  20 

Thb  shrubby  knoll  was  oiice  my  favourite  seat ; 

Here  did  t  love  at  evening  to  retreat. 

And  muse  alone,  till  in  the  vault  of  nigh^ 

Hesper  aspuring,  shew'd  his  golden  light. 

Here  once  again,  remote  from  human  noise,  25 

I  sit  me  down  to  think  of  former  joys ; 

Pause  on  eadi  scene^  esich  treasur*d  scene,  once  more. 

And  once  again  each  infant  walk  explore. 

While  as  each  grove  and  lawn  I  recognize 

My  melted  s^nl  sidbses  in  my  eyes*  30- 

And  oh,  thou  Power,  whose  myriad  ttwis  resort 

To  distant  scenes,  and  picture  them  to  thought ; 

Whose  mirror  held  unto  die  moumer^s  eye. 

Flings  to  hb  soul  a  bcMirowVl  ^am  of  joy ; 

Blest  Memory,  guide  with  fiqger  nicdy  true,  35 

Back  to  my  youth  my  retrospective  view;  "^ 

Recal  with  fiuthfiil  vigour  to  my  mind. 

Each  face  familiar,  each  relation  kind ; 

And  all  the  finer  traits  of  fhem  afford, 

Who^e  geneial  outline  in  my  bearl  is  stored.  40 
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In  yonder  cot^  along  whose  monldenng  walfaj^ 

In  many  a  fold  the  mantling  woodbine  falfa^ 

The  village  matron  kept  her  little  school. 

Gentle  of  heart,  yet  knowing  well  to  rule ; 

Staid  was  the  dame,  and  modest,  was  her  men^  45 

Her  garb  was  coarse,  yet  whole,  and  niody  ckan: 

Her  neatly-bordered  cap,  as  lily  fair. 

Beneath  her  chin  was  pmn'd  with  decent  csMtt, 

And  pendant  ruffles^  of  the  whit^t  lawn. 

Of  ancient  inake,  he^  elbows  did  adorn^'  5Q 

Famt  with  old  age,  and  dim  were  grown  her  eye«» 

A  pair  of  qpectac)es  their  ^n^mt  siqpplies; 

These  does  she  guard  secure,  m  leathern  casc^ 

ftjom  t)ioughtlefs  wighto,  in  sc^^e  iinweeted  pbuse* 

Here  first  I  enter'd,  tho*  with  toil  and  pahi,  SS 

The  low  vestibule  of  learning's  fime : 

Entered  with  paioi  yet  soon  I  found  the  w%y, 

Tho'  somctinies  toilsome,  many  a  sw^  diq[)l^y. 

|l|tich  ^d  I  grieve^  on  that  ill-&ted  mom, 

Whe|i  I  was  first  to  school  reluctant  borne;  €q 

Severe  I  thought  th^  dame^  tho'  ofl  ^he  tiyd 

To  soothe  my  swelling  ^phrits  when  I  a^d ; 

And  of^  when  hsupihly  she  r^ov'd,  I  wfspl^ 

To  my  lone  comer  broken-hearted  <^l)pt. 

And  thought  of  tender  home,  where  «Bgfyr  never  kqpt»  if 

But  soon  enured  to  alphabetic  toils, 
Akrt  I  met  the  daoie  wilh  jocund  smilts; 
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First  at  the^orm,  my  task  for  ever  true*,      ^ 

A  little  iavowrite  rapidly  I  grew ;  '    . 

And  oft  she  strok'd  my  head  with  fond  deliglit,  j6 

Held  me  a  pattern  to  the  diisce's  sight ; 

And  as  she  gave  my  dffigence  its  praise, 

Talk'd  of  the  honours  of  my  fature  days. 

**  '      •  • 

Oh,  h^d  the  veneraWe  matron  thought. 
Of  all  the  ills  by'talent  often  brought ;  75 

Could  she  have  seen  n^e  when  revolving  years 
Had  brought  me  deeper  in  the  vale  of  tears^ 
Then  had  she  wept,  and  wished  my  wayward  ftte 
Had  been  a  lowKer,  an  ui^tteKd  state ;  ^ 

Wish'd  that  remote  from  worldly  woes  anci  strife,        80 
Unknown,  unheard,  I  might  have  pass'd  thro'  life. 

Where  in  the  busy  scene,  by  peace  nnblest. 

Shall  the  poor  wanderer  find  a  place  of  rest? 

A  lonely  mariner  on  the  stormy  main. 

Without  a  hope,  the  calms  of  peace  to  gain ;  ^5 

Longtoss'd  by  tempests  o'er  the  world^s  wide  Aort, 

When  shall  4iis  spirit  rest,  to  t(n\  no  morel 

Not  till  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  shall  lave. 

The  sandy  surface  of  his  unwept  grave. 

Childhood,  to  thee  I  turn,  ftom  life's  alarms,  go 

Serenest  season  of  peipetuaL  cahns, — 

Turn  with  delight,  and  bid  the  passions  cease. 

And  joy  to  think  with  thee  i  tasted  peace. 

Sweet  reign  of  innocence,  when  no  crime  defiles, 

But  each  new  object  brings  attendant  smiles  ;  95 
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When  future  evils  never  haunt  the  sight. 
But  all  19  pregnant  with  uumi^t  delight ; 
To  thee  I  turn,  from  riot  ^nd  from  noise. 
Turn  to  partake  of  more  congenial  joys. 

^Neath  yonder  elm,  that  stands  upon  the  moor,  100 

When  the  clock  spoke  the  hour  of  labour  o'er. 

What  clamourous  throngs,  what  happy  gronpes  were  seen» 

In  various  postures  scattering  o'er  the  green. 

Some  shoot  the  marble,  others  join  the  chaise 

Of  self-made  stag,  or  run  jtbe  emulous  race ;  105 

While  others,  seated  on  the  dappled  grass, 

With  doleful  tales  the  light-wing'd  minutes  pass. 

Well  I  reme|tiber,  how  with  gesture  ^tarch'd,  , 

A  band  of  soldiers,  oft  with  pride  we  march'd. 

For  banners,  to  a  tall  ash  we  did  bind  1 10 

Our  handkerchiefs,  flapping  to  the  whistling  wind ; 

And  for  our  warlike  arms  we  sought  the  naead. 

And  guns  and  spears  we  made  of  brittle  reed ; 

Then,  in  uncouth  array,  our  feats  to  crown. 

We  storm'd  some  ruin'd  pig-^tye  for  a  towp,  1 15 

Pleas'd  with  our  gay  disports,  the  dan^e  was  wont 

To  set  her  wheel  before  the  cottage  front. 

And  o'er  her  spectacles  would  often  peer. 

To  view  our  gambols,  and  our  boyish,  geer. 

Still  as  she  look'd  her  ^heel  kept  turning  rounds     .  1^0 

With  its  belov'd  monotony  of  sound. 

When  tur'd  with  play,  we'd  set  us  by  her  fiijcv     :      ,    ^ 

(For  out  of  school  she  never  knew  to  chide)-;-       _   ^ 

VOL.  I.  X 
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And  wooder  at  her  skill^ — ^wdl  known  to  fame — 

For  who  could  match  in  spuming  with  the  darnel      125 

Her  sheets,  her  linen,  which  she  shew'd  with  pride. 

To  strangers,  still  her  thriftness  testified ; 

Tho'  we  poor  wights  did  wonder  much  in  trotyl. 

How  'twas  her  spinning  manufacturM  cloth. 

Oft  would  we  leave,,  tbo'  well  belov'd>  our  play,         130 

To  chat  at  home  the  vacant  hour  away. 

Many's  the  time  I've  scamper'd  down  the  glade. 

To  ask  the  pf  omis'd  ditty  from  the  maid. 

Which  well  she  lov'd,  as  well  she  knew  to  sing. 

While  we  around  her  form'd  a  little  ring :  135 

She  told  of  innocence  fore^doom'd  to  bleed. 

Of  wicked  guardians  bent  on  bloody  deed. 

Or  little  children  murder'd  as  they  slept ; 

While  at  each  pause  we  wrung  our  hands  and  wepl. 

Sad  was  such  tale,  and  wonder  much  did  we,    «         140 

Such  hearts  of  stone  there  in  the  world  could  be.- 

Poor  simple  wights,  ah!  tittle  did  we  ween. 

The  ills  that  wak  on  man  in  life's  sad  scene! 

Ah,  HtUe  thought  that  we  ourselves  should  know. 

This  world's  a  world  of  weeping,  and  of  woe  I  745 

Beloved  moment!  then  'twa^ first  I  caught 
The  first  foundation  of  romantic  thought. 
'Then  fivst  I  shed  bold  fancy's  thrilling  tear^  ^ 

Then  first  that  poesy  charm'd^ine  iofant  ear. 
Soon  stor'd  with  much  of  legendary  lore,  ^50 

The  sports  Qf  Childhood  dharm'4  my  soul  no  mere^ 
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Far  from  the  scene  of  gaiety  and  noise. 

Far,  far  from  turbulent  and  empty  joys, 

I  hied  me  to  the  thick  o'er-arcbing  shade. 

And  there,  on  mossy  carpet  listless  laid,  155 

While  at  my  fot  the  rippfing  runnel  ran. 

The  days  of  wild  romance  antique  Fd  scan ; 

Soar  on  the  wings  of  fancy  thro'  the  air. 

To  realms  of  light,  and  pierce  the  radiance  there.      159 


PART  II. 


THERE  are,  who  diink  that  Childhood  does  not  share 
With  age  the  cup,  the  bitteif  cup  of  care ; 
Alas !  they  know  not  this  unhappy  truth, 
That  every  age,  apd  rank,  is  Bom  to  ruth. 

From  the  first  dawn  of  reason  in  the  mind,  5 

Man  is  foredoom'd  the  thorns  of  grief  to  find ; 

At  every  step  has  further  cause  to  know. 

The  draught'of  pleasure  still  is  dash'd  with  woe. 

Yet  in  the  youthful  breast,  for  ever  caught 
With  some  new  object  for  romantic  thought,  10 

The  impression  of  the  moment  qoickly  flies. 
And  with  die  mdrroiK  every  .sorrow  dies. 
X2 
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How  different  mauiiood ! — tben  does  Thought's  pontrol 

Sink  every  pang  jrtill  deeper  in  the  soul ; 

Th^n  keen  afHictkMi^s  sad  unceasmg  smarts     :  15 

Becomes  a  painiiil  resident  in  the  heart ;  . 

And  care,  whom  not  the  gayest  cfn  oiit-hniive^ 

Pursues  its  feeble  viclini  to  the  grave. 

Then,  as  each  long-kniwB  Ariend  is.  ^munoii'd  tence. 

We  feel  a  Toid  no  joy  etm  recom^tnce,  20 

And  as  we  weejf  o'er  dvery  tiew-ml&de  tc^b. 

Wish  that  ourselves  the  next  may  meet  our  doom.         ' 

Yes,  Childhood,  thee  ^b»  rankling  woes  pursue. 

No  forms  of  future  ill  salute  thy  view. 

No  pangs  repentant  bid  tb^  wake  to  weep»  25 

But  Halcyon  peace  protects  thy  dpwny  sleep. 

And  sanguine  hope  thro'  every  storm  of  life. 

Shoots  her  bright  beams,  and  calois  tbe  internal,  strifes 

Yet  even  round  childhood's  heart,  a  ttunigfatkiss  shriot* 

Affection's  little  thread  vfSk  e^r  twine;  ^ 

And  tho'  but  frail  may  seem  each  tender  ftie^ 

The  soul  foregoes  them  but  with  many  a  sigh. 

Thus,  when  the  long-expeoted  moment  :caiiiey    , 

When  forced  to  leave  the  gtntle-hearted  dan^ 

Reluctant  throbbibgs  rose  williin  my  bretts^  35 

And  a  stdl  tear  itiy  silent  grief  express'd^ 

When  to  the  puMic  school  con^^difO  <  to.  go^      , . 
What  novels scekes^  did  fmtAy  senaes'floii^l  .  . . 

There  in  eadi  t^^eost^eai^  Relive.  po^erdiblM^        '    . 
Which 'broils  wlK^iAifi^s,iwd4:eaval8t8jlatfiS4     ^^ 
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There  reigns  by  turns  alternate,  love  and  bate» 

Ambition  burns,  and  factious  rebels  prate ; 

And  in  a  smaller  range,  a  snialler  sphere^ 

The  dark  deformities  of  man  apipear. 

Yet  there  the  gentler  virtues  kindred  clai(n»  45 

There  friendship  lig^  lier  pure  unt^^ted  flakne^ 

There  mild  benevdbnce  delights  to  dwell. 

And  sweet  contentment  rests  wkhout  her  cell ;  , 

And  there,  'mid  many  a  stormy  soul,  we  find 

The  good  of  heart,  tbe  intelligent  of  mind.  50 

'Twas  there,  Oh  George  I  with  thee  I  learned  to  join 
In  friendship's  bands-^n  amity  divine. 
Oh,  mournful  thought! — Where  is  thy  spirit  nowl 
As  here  I  sit  on  faVrite  Logaf's  brow. 
And  trace  below  each  wel^remember'd  glade,     ,         55 
Where,  arm  in  arm,  erewhile  with  thee  I  sUray'd. 
Where  art  thou  laid— dn  what  untrodden  shore. 
Where  nought  is  heard  save  ocean's  sullen  roar; 
Dost  thou  in  lowly,  unlamented  state, 
At  last  repose  from  all  the  storms  of  fatel  6o 

Methinks  I  see  thee  struggling  with  the  wave. 
Without  one  aiding  hand  stretched  out  to  save ; 
See  thee  convuls'd,  thy  looks  to  Heaven  bend. 
And  send  thy  parting  sigh  unto  thy  friend. 
Or  where  immeasurable  wilds  dismay,  65 

Forlorn  and  sad  thou  bend'st  thy  weary  way. 
While  sorrow  and  disease,  with  anginsh  rife, 
CoiKume  apace  the  eUring  springs  of  life« 
X3 
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Again  I  see  his  door  against  theei  shut. 

The  unfeelingnative turn  thee  from  his  hut :  70 

I  see  thee  spent  with  toil,  and  worn  with  grief; 

Sit  on  the  grass,  and  wish  the  loug'd  relief;    < 

Then  lie  thee  down,  the  stormy  struggle  o'er. 

Think  on  thy  native  laivd — and  rise  no  more ! 

Oh  that  thou  could'st  from  thine  august  abode^  75 

Survey  thy  friend  in  life's  dismaying  road. 

That  thou  could'st  see  him  at  this  moment  here. 

Embalm  thy  memory  with  a  pious  tear. 

And  hover  o'er  him  as  he  gazes  round. 

Where  all  the  scenes  of  infant  joys  surround.  80 

Yes !  yes !  his  spirifs  near! — ^The  whispering  breeze 

Conveys  his  voice  sad  sighing  on  the  trees ; 

And  lo !  his  form  transparent  I  perceive. 

Borne  on  the  grey  mist  of  the  sullen  eve. 

He  hovers  near,  clad  in  the  night's  dim  robe,  85 

While  deathly  silence  reigns  upon  the  globe. 

Yet  ah !  whence  comes  this  visionary  scene? 

'Tb  fancy's  wild  aerial  dream  I  ween ; 

By  her  inspir'd,  when  reason  takes  its  flight. 

What  fond  illusions  beam  upon  the  sight !  90 

l^he  waves  her  hand,  and  lo!  what  forms  appear! 

What  magic  sounds  salute  the  wondering  ear ! 

Once  more  o'er  distant  regions  do  we  tread. 

And  the  cold  grave  yields  up  its  cherished  dead ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


311 

While  present  sorrows  banisbM  far  away,  §5 

Unclouded  azure  gilds  the  placid  day. 

Or  in  the  future's  cloud-encircled  face. 

Fair  scenes  of  bliss  to  come  we  fondly  trace. 

And  draw  minutely  ev'ry  little  wile. 

Which  shall  the  feathery  hours  of  time  beguile^  100 

So  when  forlorn,  and  lonesome  at  her  gate. 

The  RoyaF  Mary  solitary  sale. 

And  view'd  the  moon-beam  trembling  on  the  wave. 

And  heard  the  hollow  surge  her  prison  lave. 

Towards  France's  distant  coast  she  bent  her  sight,      105 

)For  there  her  soul  had  wii^'d  its  longing  flight; 

There  did  she  form  full  many  a  scheme  of  joy. 

Visions  of  bliss  unclouded  with  alFoy, 

Which  bright  thro'  hope's  deceitful  optics  he^m'A 

And  all  became  the  surety'  wiiich  it  seem*d:  110 

She  wept,  yet  felt,  while  all  within  was  calnf. 

In  ev'ry  tear  a  ^uelaqcholycharnpi. 

To  yonder  hill,  whose  sides,  deforna'd  and  steep. 
Just  yield  a  scanty  sustenance  to  the  sheep. 
With  thee,  my  friend,  I  oftentimes  have  sped,  115 

To  see  the  sun  rise  from  his  healthy  bed ; 
To  watch  the  a^ct  of  the  summer  morn. 
Smiling  upon  the  golden  fields  of  corn. 
And  taste,  delighted  of  superior  joys. 
Beheld  thro'  sympathy's  enchanted  eyes:  120 

With  silent  admiration  oft  we  view'd 
The.  myriad  hues  o'er  heav'n's  blue  concave  strewed 
X4 
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The  fleecy  clouds^  of  ev'ry- tiot  and  shade. 

Round  which  the  silvery  sun-beam  glancing  play'd. 

And  the  round  orb  itself,  in  azure  throne,       •  125 

Just  peeping  o'er  the  blue  hill's  ridgy  zone; 

We  mark'd,  delighted,  how  with,  aspect  gay. 

Reviving  nature  hail'd  returning  day; 

Mark'd  how  the  flowerets  rear'd  their  drooping  heads. 

And  the  wild  lambkins  bounded  o'er  the  meads,        ISO 

While  from  each  tree,  in  tones  of  sweet  delight. 

The  birds  sung  paeans  to  the  source  of  light: 

Oft  have  we  watch'd  the  speckled  lark  arise. 

Leave  his  grass  bed,  and  soar  to  kindred  skies. 

And  rise,  and  rise,  'tttl  the  p(un'd  sight  no  more         135 

Could  trace  him  in  his  hi^  aerial  tour; 

Tho'  on  the  ear,  at  intervals,  his  song 

Came  wafted  slow  the  wavy  breeze  along. 

And  we  have  thought  bow  happy  were  our  lot, 

Bless'd  with  some  sweet,  some  solitary  cot,  140 

Where,  from  the  peep  of  day  till  russet  Eve, 

Began  in  every  dell  her  forms  to  weave,   ' 

We  might  pursue  our  ^^rts  from  day  to  day. 

And  in  each  others  arms  wear  life  away. 

At  sultry  noon  too,  when  bur  toils  were  done,  145 

We  to  the  gloomy  glen  were  wont  to  run. 

There  on  the  turf  we  lay,  while  at  our  feet 

The  cooling  rivulet  rippled  softly  sweet; 

And  mus'd  on  holy  theme,  and  antieid:  lore. 

Of  deeds,  and  days,  and  heroes  now  no  more;  ISO 

Heard,  as  his  solemn  harp  Isaiah  swept. 

Sung  woe  unto  the  wicked  iand^and  wept. 
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t)r  fancy  led — ^saw  Jeremiali  w^mn, 

In  solemn  sorrow  o'er  Judea's  nm. 

Then  to  another  shore  perhaps  urould  rove,  155 

With  Plato  talk  in  his  Ilyssian  grove;  ' 

Or  wand'ring  where  the  Thespian  palace  rose. 

Weep  once  again  o^er  fair  Jocasta's  woes. 

Sweet  then  to  us  was  that  romantic  band. 

The  ancient  legends  of  our  native  land —  l60 

Chivalric  Britomart,  and  Una  fair. 

And  courteous  Constance,  doom'd  to  dark  despair, 

By  turns  our  thoughts  engag'd;  and  oft  we  tsdk^d 

Of  times  when  monarch  superstition  stalk'd^ 

And  when  the  blood-fraught  galliots  of  Rome  l6$ 

Brought  the  grand  Druid  fabric  t<^  its  doom; 

While  where  the  wood-hung  Meinai's  waters  flow. 

The  hoary  harpers  pour'd  the  strain  of  woe. 

While  thus  emplo/d,  to  us  how  sad  the  bell 

Which  summoned  us  to  school ! — Twns  fancy's  knell,  1 70 

And  sadly  sounding  on  the  sullen  ear. 

It  spoke  of  study  |]^,  and  chilling  fear. 

Yet  even  then,  (for  oh,  what  chains  can  bind. 

What  powers  control,  the  energies  of  mind  1) 

Even  there  we  soared  to  many  a  height  sublime,        1/5 

And  many  a  day-dream  charm'd  the  lazy  time. 

At  evening  too,  how  pleasing  was  our  Walk, 
£ndear'd  by  friendship's  unrestrained  talk. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


314 

When  to  the  upland  heights  we  bent  our  way. 
To  view  the  last  beam  of  departing  day ;  ISO 

How  calm  was  all  around;  no  playful  breeze 
Sigh'd  'mid  the  wavy  foliage  of  the  trees. 
But  all  was  still,  save  when,  with  drowsy  song. 
The  grey-fly  wound  his  sullen  horn  along; 
And  save  when,  heard  in  soft,  yet  merry  glee,  185 

The  distant  church  bells'  mellow  harniony; 
The  silver  mirror  of  the  lucid  brook. 
That  /mid  the  tufted  broom  its  still  course  took; 
The  rugged  arch,  tlmt  clasp'd  its  silent  tides, 
With  moss  and  rank  we^ds  hanging  down  its  sides,     190 
The  craggy  rock  that  jutted  on  the  sight. 
The  shrieking  bat,  that  took  its  heavy  flight, 
V  All,  all  was  pregnant  with  divine  delight. 
We  lov*d  to  watch  tl^  swallow  swimming  high. 
In  the  bright  azure  of  the  vaulted  sky ;  195 

Or  gaze  upon  the  clouds,  whose  colour^  pride 
Was  scatter'd  thinly  o'er  the  welkin  wide, 
And  tinged  with  such  variety  of  shade. 
To  the  charm'd  soul  sublimest  thoughts  conveyed, 
{n  these  what  forms  romantic  did  we  trace,  200 

While  fancy  led  us  o'er  the  realms  of  spacel 
Now  we  espied  the  thunderer  in  his  car, 
Leading  the  embattled  seraphim  to  war. 
Then  stately  towers  descried,  sublimely  (ligh. 
In  Gotliic  grandeur  frowning  on  the  sky —  205 

Or  saw,  wide  stretching  o'er  the  azure  height, 
A  ridge  of  glaciers  in  mural  white. 
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Hugely  terrific. — But  those  times  are  o'er, 
Aud  the  fond  scene  can  charm  mine  eyes  no  more; 
For  thou  art  gone  and  I  am  left  below,  210 

Alone  to  struggle  thro'  this  world  of  woe. 

The  scene  is  o'er — still  seasons  onward  roll. 

And  each  revolve  conducts  me  toward  the  goal; 

Yet  all  is  blank,  without  one  soft  relief. 

One  endless  continuity  of  grief;  215 

And  the  Ur*d  soul  now  led  to  thoughts  sublime, 

Looks  but  for  rest  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 

Toil  on,  toil  on,  ye  busy  crouds,  that  pant 

For  hoards  of  wealth  which  ye  will  never  want; 

And  lost  to  all  but  gain,  with  ease  resign  220 

The  calms  of  peace  and  happiness  divine! 

Far  other  cares  be  mine — men  little  crave. 

In  this  short  journey  to  the  silent  grave; 

And  the  poor  peasant,  bless'd  with  peace  and  health, 

I  envy  more  than  Croesus  with  his  wealth.  225 

Yet  grieve  not  I,  that  fate  did  not  decree 

Paternal  acres  to  await  on  me; 

She  gave  me  more,  she  placed  within  my  breast 

A  heart  vdth  little  pleas'd^witli  little  blest: 

I  look'd  around  me,  where,  on  every  side,  -     2S0 

Extensive  manors  spread  in  wealthy  pride;        v  «* 

And  could  my  sight  be  borne  to  either  zone, 

I  should  not  find  one  4oot  of  land  my  own. 

But  whither  do  I  wander?  shall  the  muse. 

For  golden  baits,  her  simple  theme  refuse:  235 
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Ob  do!  but  while  the  weary  spirit  greets 

The  ^ing  scenes  of  Childhood's  far-gone  sweets, 

It  catches  ali  the  infant's  wandering  tongue. 

And  prattles  on  in  tksultory  song. 

That  song  must  clote — the  gloomy  mists  of  night      240 

Obscure  the  pale  stars'  visionary  light. 

And  ebon  darkness,  clad  in  vapoury  wet» 

Steals  on  the  welkin  in  primaeval  jet. 

The  song  muse  dose. — Once  more  my  adverse  lot 
Leads  me  reluctant  from  this  cherish'd  spot;  245 

Again  compels  to  plunge  in  busy  life. 
And  brave  the  hateful  turbuknce  of  strife. 

Scenes  of  my  youth— ere  my  unwilling  feet 

Are  tum'd  for  ever  from  this  loVd  retreat. 

Ere  on  these  fields,  with  plenty  cover'd  o'er,  250 

My  eyes  are  clos'd  to  ope  on  them  no  more, 

i.et  me  ^aculate  to  feeling  due. 

One  loug,  oue  last,  affectiouate  adieu. 

Grant  that,  if  ever  Providence  should  please. 

To  give  me  an  old  age  of  peace  and  ease,  255 

Grant  that  in  these  sequestered  shades  my  days 

May  wear  away  in  gradual  decays:     « 

And  oh,  ye  spirits,  who  unbodied  play, 

Unseeir  upon  the  pinions  of  the  day. 

Kind  genii  of  my  native  fields  benigD,  S@D 

Who  were    ♦    ♦    ♦    ♦    • 
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FRAGMENT 

OFAK 

ECCENTRIC  DRAMA. 

Written  at  a  very  early  Age, 


Id  a  little  volume  which  Henry  had  copied  ont,  apparently  for  die 
press,  before  the  publication  of  Clifton  Grove,  the  song  with 
which  this  fragment  commtooes  was  inserted,  under  the  title  of 
<<  The  Dance  of  the  Ckmsmnptives/'ki  imitation  of  Shakespeare, 
taken  from  an  ^centric  Drama,  written  by  H.  K,  W.  when 
very  young.**  The  rest  was  discovered  among  his  loose  papers, 
m  the  first  rude  draught,  having,  to^  all  appearance,  never  been 
transcribed.  The  song  was  extracted  when  he  was  sixteen,  and 
must  have  been  written  at  least  a  year  before,  probably  more, 
by  the  hand-writing.  There  is  something  stiikinglj  wild  and 
original  in  the.fragment. 


THE  DANCE  OF  THE  qQNSUMPTIVES. 

1. 
DINQ-PONG!  ding-dong! 
Merry,  merry,  go  the  beUs, 
Ding-dong!  ding-dong! 
Over  the  heathy  o^er  the  9u>or,  and  over  tbo  dale, 

"  Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar," 
Dance,  dance  away,  the  jocund  roundelay! 
Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  calls  us  away. 
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.  2.     .  - 

Round  the  oak,  and  round  the  elm. 

Merrily  foot  it  o'er  the  ground! 
The  sentry  ghost  it  stands  aloofj 
So  merrily,  merrily,  foot  it  round. 
Ding-dong!  ding-dong! 
Merry,  merry,  go  the  bells. 
Swelling  in  the  nightly  gale. 
The  sentry  ghost. 
It  keeps  its  post. 
And  soon,  and  soon,  our  sports  must  fail  I    « 
But  let  us  trip  the  nightly  ground. 
While  the  merry,  merry,  bells  ring  round. 

Hark!  hark!  the  death-watch  ticks! 
See,  see,  the  winding-sheet !  ^ 

Our  dance  is  done^  -  \      -^ 

Our  race  is  run,  ^ 

And  we  must  lie  at  the  alder's  feet! 

Diug-Klong,  ding-dong. 

Merry,  merry,  go  the  bells. 
Swinging  o'er  the  weltering  wave  J 

And  we  must  seek. 

Our  death-beds  bleak, 
Where  the  green  sSd  grows  upon  the  grave 
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They  vanish—The  Goddess  of  Consumption  descen^, 
habited  in  a  sky-Uue  Robe — Attended  by  mournfui 
*    Music. 

Come,  Melancholy,  sister  mine! 

Cold  the  dews,  and  chill  the  night: 
Come  from  thy  dreary  shrine! 
The  wan  moon  climbs  the  heavenly  height. 
And  underneath  her  sickly  ray. 
Troops  of  squalid  spectres  play. 
And  the  dying  mortab  groan. 
Startles  the  night  on  her  dusky  throne. 
Come,  come,  sister  mine! 
Gliding  on  the  pale  moonshine; 
We'll  ride  at  ease,  ^ 
On  the  tainted  breeze,       > 
And  oh!  our  sport  will  be  divine. 

The  Goddess  of  Melancholy  advances  out  of  a  deep  Glen 
in  the  rear,  habited  in  black,  and  covered  with  a 
thick  Veil — She  speaks. 

Sister,  from  my  dark  abode. 
Where  nests  the  raven,  sits  the  toad,  ^ 

Hither  I  come,  at  thy  command, .         . 
tSister,  sbter,  join  thy  hand! 
I  will  smooth  the  way  for  thee. 
Thou  shalt  furnish  food  for  me. 
,     Come,  let  us  speed  our  way. 
Where  the  troops  ofspectres  pky. 
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To  charael-bousesy  church-yards  drear. 
Where  Death  sits  with  a  horrible  leer, 
A  lasting  grin  on  a  throne  of  bones. 
And  skim  along  the  blue  tomb-stones. 
Come,  let  us  speed  away. 
Lay  our  snares,  and  spread  our  tether! 
I  will  smooth  the  way  for  thee, 
Thou  shalt  furnish  food  for  me; 
;    And  the  grass  shall  wave 
O'er  many  a  grave, 
Where  youth  and  beauty  sleep  together. 

CONSUMPTION. 

Come,  let  us  speed  our  way! 
Join  our  hands,  and  spread  our  tether !  , 
I  will  furnish  food  for  thee. 
Thou  dialt  smooth  the  way  for  me; 
And  the  grass  shall  wave 
O'er  many  a  grave. 
Where  youth  and  beauty  sleep  together. 

MBLABI€WMLr.   - 

Hbt,  sistei,  his^!  who  comes  here; 
Oh,  I  know  her  by  that  tear. 
By  that  blue  eye's  langmd  glare, 
By  her  skin,  and  by  her  bsur: 

She  is  mine. 

And  she  is  tbkie^ 
Now  thy  deaifficst  dimgbl  piffMUPe*^ 
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CONSUBlPTION. 

In  the  dismd  night  air  drest, 
I  will  creep  ioto  her  breast; 
Fluish  her  cheek,  and  bleach  her  skin. 
And  fe^  on  the  vital  fire  within. 
Lover,  do  not  tnigt  her  eyes, — 
When  they  sparkle  mo^t  she  dies! 
Mother,  do  not  trust  her  brieath, — 
Comfort  she  will  breathe  in  death! 
J^tber,  do  not  strive  to  save  her, — 
She  is  mine,  and  I  must  have  her! 
The  coffin  must  be  her  bridal  bed; 
The  winding-sheet  must  wrap  her  head; 
The  whispering  winds  must  o'er  her  sigh. 
For  soon  iii  the  grave  the  maid  must  lie.         ^ 
The  worm  it  will  riot, 
<  On  heavenly  diet. 
When  death  has  deflowered  her  eye. 

Whik  Ommmptian  speaks  Angelina  enters. 

ANGELINA. 

WWn*  what  a  silent  and  d^ected  pace 
Pott  thou,  wan  moon!  upon  thy  way  advance 
In  die  blue  welkb's  vault. — Pale  wanderer! 
Hast  thou  too  felt  the  pangs  of  hopless  love. 


*  Witb  how  sad Bteps,0  Moon!  tboa  climb*st  the  ikies, 
How  silently^  and  with  h<hv  wan  a.iace! 

•IR  p.  SI|>NKY. 

roh.  I.  y 
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That  thus,  with  such  a  melancholy  frace^ 
Hiott  dost^ursue  thy  solkary  course!     • 
Has  thy  Endymion,  sipooth-i^c'd  boy,  forsopk. 
Thy  widow'd  breast — o&  m^icb,  tbe  8|^i)er  oft  , 
Has  nestled  fondly,  while  the  silver  c}ouds 
Fantastic  pillow'd  thee,  and  die  dim  night 
Obsequious  to  diy  wilt  epcurtainM  roiH^ 
With  its  thick  frin^  thy  cbu^— Wan  tr^vellei^ 
How  like  thy  fete  to  minel^ — ^Yet  I  have  ptill 
One  heavenly  hope  reniaining,  whi^  thou  lacW«t 
My  woes  will  sppn  be  buried  in  the  grave 
Of  kind  forgetfi]|lne9s: — ^my  jouiqey  here^ 
Tho'  it  be  daifcsoon^,  joy^j^  imd  forlorn. 
Is  yet  but  short,  aqd  soon  my  Wjeary  f<^t 
Will  ^eel  ^  piBaceful  inn  of  l^stiqg  |^t       .    , 
But  thou,  unhappy  Queet^!'  art  doom'd  to  trace 
Thy  lonely  walk  in  the  drear  reahns  ^  night. 
While  many  a  lagg^  age  shall  sw^^p  be^eatb 
Tlie  leaden  pmions  of  unshaken  time; 
Tho'  not  a  hope  shall  spread  its  glittering  hue 
To  cheat  thy  steps,  along  the  weary  way. 

O  tha^  the  sum  of  human  I^^ppine^s 
iSbould  be  so  trifling,  and  so  frail  witti^l^ 
That  when  possest  it  is  but  lessep'^  grief; 
And  even  then,  tbei^'s  scarce  a  suddc^gvs^ 
That  blows  across  the  dismal  wsuHe  of  M0, 
But  bears  it  from  the  view.--^!  who  woiM  shun 
The  hour  that  cut3  from  earth,  and  fear  to  press 
The  calm  ^d  peaceful  pillows  of  the  grave,  " 
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AncTyet  ^tire  tfa^  various  ills  of  life 

And  dark  vkissitode! — Soon,  I  hope,  I  feel^ 

And  am  assured,  that  I  shall  lay  my  head. 

My  weary  achmg  head,  on  its  last  rest. 

And  on  my  lowly  bed,  the  grass  green  sod 

Will  flourish  sweetly.-— And  then  they  will  wMp» 

That  one  so  young,  and  whit  the/re  {^eas'd  to  cril 

So  beautiful,  should  die  so  soon. — And  tell 

How  painful  disappointment's  canker'd  fang 

Withered  the  rose  upon  my  Maiden  €h«ek. 

Oh,  foolish  ones!  why,  I  shall  sleep  so  sweetly. 

Laid  in  my  darksome  grave,  that  they  themselves 

Might  envy  me  my  rest  I— And  as  for  them. 

Who,  on  the  score  of  former  intimacy. 

May  thus  remembrance  me — they  must  themselves 

Successive  falK 

Around  the  winter  fire, 
(When  out-a-doors  the  biting  frost  congeals. 
And  shrill  the' skater's  irons  on  the  |>ool 
Ring  loud,  as  by  the  moonlight  he  performs 
His  gracejpul  evolutidns:) — ^They  not  long 
Shall  sit  and  chat  of  older  times,  and  feats 
Of  early  youth,  but  silent,  one  by  one. 
Shall  drop  into  their  shtouds. — Some,  in  their  age. 
Ripe  for  the  sickle;  others  young,  like  me. 
And  falling  green  beneath  th'  untimdy  stroke. 
Thus,  in  short  time,  in  the  church-yard  forlom. 
Where  I  shall  lie,  my  firioids  will  lay  them  ddwn 
And  dwell  with  me,  a  happy  family. 
And  oh,  tkou  crueli  yet  beloved  youth, 
Y2 
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Who  now  bast  left  ine  hopeless  here  to  mouro^ 
Do  thou  but  shed  one  teatT  upon  my  corse/ 
And  say  that  1  was  gentle,  afud  deserv'd 
A  better  lover,  and  I  ^haU  forgive 
All,  all  thy  wrdngs; — and  then  do  thoii  forget 
The  hapless  Margsa«t,  and  be  ai  blest 
As  wtth  can  mak^  ibe<e — Laugh,  and  play,  and  siog. 
With  thy  dear  choice,  and  never  think  of  me. 

Tet  hist,  I  h^  a  step.~In  this  dark  wood — 


TO  A  FRIEND. 
WRITTEN  AT   A  VERY  BARLY  AGS*. 

IT£  read,  my  fnend,  of  Diocletian^ 

And  many  another  noble  Grecian,' 

Wlio  wealth  and  palaces  resigned. 

In  cots  the  joys'  of  peace  to  find ; 

Ma^imian's  mead  of  turnip  tops, 

^Disgustii^  food  to  dainty  chops) 

I've  alto  read  of,  witliout  wonder; 

But  such  a  curst  egregious  blunder. 

As  that  a  man,  of  wit  and  soise. 

Should. leave  his  bboks  to  hoard  up  pence, — 

Forsake  the  lov*d  Aoaian  Maids, 

For  all  the  p^ty  tricks  ofinides,' 
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I  never,  either  now,  or  long  siuoe. 
Have  heard  of  such  a  piece  of  nonsense. 
That  one  who  leamiog*s  joys  hath  felt. 
And  at  the  Muses'  altar  knelt^ 
Should  leave  a  life  of  sacred  leisure. 
To  taste  the  accumulating  pleasure; 
And  nietamorpjhos'd  to  an  alley  dock* 
Grovel  in  loads  of  kindred  muck. 
Oh!  'tis  beyond  my  compr^hensioo! 
A  ^urtier  throwing  up  hb  pension,-^ 
^  A  lawyer  working  without,  a  fee, — 
A  parson  giving  charity, 
A  truly  pious  methodist  preacher^. 
Are  not,  egad,  so  out  of  nature.    ' 
Had  nature  made  thee  half  a  fool. 
But  given  thee  wit  to  keep  a  school, 
I  had  not  stared  at  thy  backsliding; 
But  when  thy  wit  I  can.confide  in,. 
When  well  I  know  thy  J9st  pretence. 
To  solid  and  exalted  sense. 
When  well  I  know  that  on  thy  h^ 
Philosophy  her  lights  bath  $hed^ 
I  stand  aghast!  thy  virtues  sum  to. 
And  wonder  wh^t  this  world  wil)  come  tol 

Yet  whence  this  strain?  shall  I  repme, 
Hiat  thou  alone  dost  singly  shine? 
Shall  I  lament  that  thou  alone 
Of  men  of  parts,  faa^  prudence  known! 
Y3 
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LINESi 
ON  READING  THE  POEMS  OF  WABTON. 


Age  fourteen. 


OU,  Warton!  to  thy  soothing  shell, 
Stretchec)  remote  in  hermit  cell. 
Where  the  hrook  runs  babblbg  by. 
For  ever  I  could  listening  lie: 
And  catohiog  all  the  muses'  fire. 
Hold  converse  with  the  tuneful  quire. 

« 
What  pleasing  themes  thy  page  adorn. 
The  ruddy  streaks  of  cheerful  mom! 
The  pastoral  pipe,  the  ode  sublnne. 
And  melancholy's  mournful  chime^    * 
Each  with  unwonted  graces  shines 
In  thy  ever  lovdy  fines. 

Thy  muse  deserves  the  lasting  need; 
Attuning  sweet  the  Dorian  reed, 
Kow  the  love-lorn  swain  complains. 
And  sings  his  sorrows  to  the  plains; 
Kow  the  ^Ivan  scenes  appear. 
Through  all  the  changes  of  the  year; 
Or  the  elegiac  strain 
Softly  sings  of  mental  4)ain, 
And  mouruful  diapasons  sail 
On  the  fMntly-dying  gale. 
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Buty  ah !  the  soothing  scene  is  o'er! 

On  middle  iight  we  cel^  to  soar. 
For  now  the  nmse  atomes  a  bolder  swttp. 
Strikes  on  the  Ijric  string  her  .sorrows  deep^ 

In  strams  unheard  before. 
Now,  now  the  rising  fire  thrills  high, 
Now,  now  to  heav'n^s  high  realms  we  fly. 

And  eveiy  throne  exjdore. 
The  soul  entranced,  on  m^hty  wings. 
With  all  the  pocf  s  heat,  up  springs. 

And  loses  earthly  woes; 
Till  all  alarmed  at  the  giddy  h^ght. 
The  muse  descends  on  gentler  flight. 

And  hills  the  wearied  soul  to  sdi  repose. 


TO  THE  MUSE» 

Written  at  the  age  of  fonrteeo. 
I. 

ILL-FATED  maid,  b  whose  unhappy  train 
Chill  poverty  and  misery  are  seen. 

Anguish  and  discontent,  the  unhappy  bane 
Of  life,  and  blackener  of  each  brighter  scene. 

Why  to  thy  votaries  dost  thou  give  to  feel 
So  keenly  all  the  scorns — the  jeers  of  life? 
Why  not  endow  them  to  endure  the' strife 

With  apath/s  invulnerable  steel. 

Or  self-content  and  ease,  each  torturing  wound  to  heal  7 
Y4 
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IL 

Ah!  who  would  Uste  your  selP-ddotliiig  joyi^ 
That  lure  the  unwary  to  a  vKtcfaed  dooml 

That  bid  fair  views  and  flatteriug  fai^pes  arise. 
Then  hurl  them  headlong  to  a  lasting  tomb. 

What  is  the  charm  which  leads  tliy  victims  oa 
To  persevere  in  paths  that  lead  to  woet 
What  can  induce  them  in  that  rout  tp  go. 

In  wliich  in-numerous  before  have- gone. 

And  died  in  misery,  poor  and  woe^begone* 

III. 

Yet  can  f  ask  wht;t  chatins  in  thee  afe/tuU^  ^ 
I  who  have  drank  from  thine  etheiial  rtll. 

And  tasted  all  tiM  pletsttvn  that  abound 
Upon  Parnassus^  lov'd  Aoiitan  hiUl 

I,  thro'  whose  soul  the  muses'  strains  aye  thrill! 
Oh!  I  do  feel  the  spell  with  wMeh  I'm  ^; 

And  tho'  our  annals  fearful  atoriei  teU,    . 
How  Savage  languish'd,  and  how  Otway  died. 
Yet  must  I  pertevere  let  whale'er  will  betides 
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Written  at  the  age  of  fbarteeai. 


L 
SOSTLT»  aoMj^  blow^  bfeet«v  '  * 

iGrcnlly  o'«r  my  Edw^fly!  •• 
Sjol  bedumbersy'slun^n sweeUy, 
Softly  zephyrs  pass  him  by! 
,My  love  is  asleep^t 
He  lies  by  the  deep. 
All  along  wbore  the  salt  waves  ^fa» 

II. 
1  have  cover'd  him  with  rudies. 
Water-flags  and  branches  dry; 
Edwy  long  have  been  thy  slumbers^ 
Edwy,  Edwy,  ope  thine  eye! 
My  loYe  is  asleep. 
He  lies  by  the  cieep. 
All  along  where  the  salt  waves  sigh. 
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Still  he  bleeps;  he  ivill  not  waken^ 

Fastly  closed  is  his  eye; 
Paler  is  his  cheek,  and  chiller 
Than  the  icy  moon  on  high. 
Alas!  he  is  dead. 
He  has  chose  his  death-bed, 
AQ  along  iirbeie  the  salt  wai^  sjgb. 

IV. 

b  it,  is  it  so  my  Edwy? 

Will  thy  slumbers  never  flyl 

Could'st  thou  think  I  would  survive  tbeet 

No,  my  love,  thou  bid'st  me  die. 

Thou  bid'st  me  seek. 

Thy  death-bed  bleak^ 

All  along  where  the  salt  waves  sigh. 

V. 

I  will  gently  kiss  thy  cold  lips. 

On  thy  breast  111  lay  my  head. 
And  the  winds,  shall  sing  our  deatb-cEige, 
And  our  shroud  the  waters  spread; 
The  moon  will  smile  sweet. 
And  Uie  wild  vrave  will  beat, . 
Oh!  so  softly  o'er  onr  lonely  bed. 
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THE  WANDERING  BOY. 

A80N6. 
I. 

WHEN  the  winter  wind  whistles  along  the  wildmoor. 
And  the  cottager  shuts  on  the  beggar  his  door; 
When  the  chilling  te^r  stands  in  nij  comfortless  eye^ 
Oh  how  hard  is  the  lot  of  the  wandering  boy. 

II. 

The  winter  is  cold,  and  I  have  no  vest. 
And  my  heart  it  b  cold  as  it  beats  in  my  breast; 
^o  father,  no  mother,  no  kindred  have  I, 
For  I  am  a  parentless  wandering  boy. 

IIL 
Yet  I  had  a  home,  and  I  once  had  a  sire, 
A  mother,  who  granted  each  infant  desire; 
Our  cottage  it  stood  in  a  wood-embower'd  vale. 
Where  the  rmg-dove  would  warble  its  sorrowful  tale, 

IV. 

But  my  father  and  mother  were  summoned  away. 
And  they  left  me  to  hard-hearted  strangers  a  prey; 
I  fled  from  their  rigour  with  many  a  sigh. 
And  now  Tm  a  poor  little  wandering  boy.  ' 
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The  wind  il  is  keen,  and  the  naow  loads  the  fale. 
And  no  one  will  list  to  my  innocent  talet* 
111  go  to  the  grave,  where  my  parei^  both  lie» 
And  death  shall  befriend  the  poor  wandering  boy. 


FRAOMENT4 


-THE  western  gale. 


Mild  as  the  kisses.of  connubial  love. 

Plays  i:ound  my  languid  lipibs,  as  all  dissolvkl. 

Beneath  the  ancient  elm's  fantastic  shade 

I  lie,  exhausted  with  the  noon-tide  beat;  . 

While  ri{>pl^ig  o'er  its  de^worn  pebble  bed» 

The  rapid  rivulet  rushes  at  my  feet, 

Dispensnig  coolness. — On  the,  fringed  maife 

Full  many  a  flow'ret  rears  |ts  Itead, — or  pink« 

Or  gaudy  daflfodil. — Tis  here,  at  noon. 

The  buskin'c)  wood-nymphs  fron^  the  heat  reture. 

And  lave  them  in  the  fountain;  here,  secure    . 

From  Pan,  or  savage  satyr,  they  disport. 

Or  stretch'd  supmely  on  the  velvet-turf, 

Lull'd  by  the  laden  bee,  or  sultry  fly. 

Invoke  the  God  of  slumber.    *    ♦    ♦ 
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And  hark,  bow  merrily,  from  distant  tow% 
Ring  round  the  village  bells,  now  on  the  gale 
They  rise  with  gradual  swbll,  distinct  and  loiid. 
Anon  they  die  npon  the  penrive  ear. 
Melting  in  faintest  music. — They  bespeak 
A  day  of  julHlee,  and  oft  they  bear 
Comraixt  along  the  unfreq^nted  shore. 
The  sound  of  village  dance  and  tabor  loud. 
Startling  the  musing  ear  of  solitude. 

Such  is  the  jocund  wake  of  Whitsuntide, 
When  hippy  superstition,  gabbling  eld  v 
Holds  her  unhurtful  gambols — all  the  day 
The  rustic  revellers  ply  the  mazy  dance. 
On  the  smooth  shaven  green,  and  then  at  evt 
Commence  the  harmless  rites  and  auguries; 
And  many  a  tale  of  ancient  dHys  goes  round. 
They  tell  of  wizard  seer,  (ii^hr>se  potent  spells' 
Could  hold  in  dreadful  thhkll  the  hibourrng  mooii. 
Or  draw  the  fix'd  stars  from  their  eminence. 
And  still  the  midnight  tempest.— >Tben  anon. 
Tell  of  uncharnelM  spectres,  seen  to  glide 
Along  the  lone  woods'  unfrequented  path. 
Startling  the  nighted  traveller ;  while  the  sound' 
Of  undistinguished  murmurs,  heard  to  come 
From  the  dark  centred  of  the  deepening  glen, 
Struck  on  his  frozen  ear. 

Oh,  Ignorance, 
Thou  art  fall'n  man's  best  friend!  With  thee  lie  speeds 
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In  frigid  apathy  along  his  mty. 
And  never  does  the  tear  of  agony  ' 

Bum  down  bis  scorching  cheek :  or  the  keoi  steel 
Of  wounded  iSeeling  penetrate  his  breast 

E'en  now  as  leaning  on  this  fragrant  bank^ 

I  taste  of  all  the  keener  happiness^ 

Which  sense  refin'd  aflbrds^  — £Vn  noir  my  heart 

Woidd  &in  indoce  vat  to'forsake  the  world. 

Throw  off  diese  garments,  and  in  shepherd's  weeds. 

With  a  small  flock,  and  slunrt  suspended. reed. 

To  sojourn  in  the  woodland. — Then  my  thou^t 

Draws  such  gay  pictures  of  ideal  bliss, 

That  I  could  almost  err  in  reason's  spite. 

And  trespass  on  my  judgment* 

Such  is  life : 
The  distant  prospect  always  seems  moce  fair. 
And  when  attained  another  still  succeeds. 
Far  fairer  than  before, — ^yet  compaas'd  round 
Widi  the  same  dangers,  and  the  same  dismay* 
And  we  poor  pilgrims  in  this  dreary  maae. 
Still  discontented,  diase  the  fairy  fcnrm 
Of  unsubstantial  happiness,  to  find 
When  Uie  itself  k  sinking  in  the  strife, 
'Tb  but  an  airy  babble  and  a  cheat. 
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CANZONCT. 

1. 
MAIDEN !  wrap  tby  mantle  round  thee, 

Cold  the  rain  beats  on  thy  breast: 
Why  should  horror's  voice  astound  .thee  1 
Death  can  bid  the  wretched  rest ! 
All  under  the  tree. 
Thy  bed  may  be. 
And  thou  mayst  slumber  peacefully. 

2. 
Maiden  I  once  gay  pleasure  knew  ^e ; 

Now  thy  cheeks  are  pale  and  deep : 
Love  haa  been  a  felon  to  thee ; 
Tet,  poor  maiden^,  do  not  weep : 
There's  rest  for  thee. 
All  muikr  the  tree, 
Whenr  thoti  wilt  sleep  most  peacefuRy^ 


COMMENCfeMENT  OP  A  FOBM 

ON  DESPAIR. 
SOME  to  Adnian  lyres  of  s3ver  soimd 
With  winiiing  elegance  attune  their  song, 
Form'd  to  sink  lightly  on  the  soothed  sense. 
And  charm  the  soul  with  softest  harmony ; 
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Tb  then  that  hope  with  sanguine  eye  is  seen. 

Roving  thro'  fancy's  gay  futuri^ ; 

Her  heart  light  dancing  to  the  sounds  of  pleasure. 

Pleasure  of  days  to  come.  —Memory  too  then 

Comes  with  her  sister.  Melancholy  sad. 

Pensively  musing  on  the  scenes  of  youth. 

Scenes  never  to  return*. 

Such  subjects  merit  poets  us'^to  raise 

The  attic  verse  harmonious,  but  for  me 

A  dreadlier  theme  demands  my  backward  hand^ 

And  bids  me  strike  the  strings  of  dissonance 

With  frantic  energy. 

Tis  wan  Despair  I  sing ;  if  sing  I  can. 

Of  him  before  whose  blast  the  voice  of  spng;^ 

And  mirth,  and  hope,  and  happiness,  all  fly, 

Kor  ever  dare  return^    His  notes  are  heard 

At  noon  of  night,  where,  on  the  coast  of  blood. 

The  lacerated  sop  of  Angola 

Howb  forth  bb  suffVbgs  to  the  moaning  wind; 

And,  when  the  awful  silence  of  the  ni^ht 

Strikes  the  chill  death-dew  to  the  murd'rer's  hearty 

He  speaks  in  every  conscience-prompted  word 

Half  utter'd,  half  suppress'd. — 

Tishimt  sjfig — Despair— terrific  name. 

Striking  unsteadily  the  tremulous  chord 

Of  timorous  terror— discord  in  tiie  sound : 

For  to  a  theme  revoltmg  as  b  thb, 

r'l     '         ■  -  V.   .  i"a3g=aega^gagg38gsr 

*  Allndiog  to  tiie  two  pleashig  poems,  the  Pteasves  oC  Bof 
and  of  Memoijk 
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Dare  not  I  woo  the  maids  of  harmony. 
Who  love  to  sit  and -catch  the  soothing  soi^nd 
Of  lyre  .£olian,  or  the  martial  bilgle. 
Calling  the  hero  to  the  field  of  glory. 
And  firing  th^m  with  de^eds  of  high  emprise 
And  warlike  triumph :  but  from  scenes  like  mine 
Shrink  they  affrighted,  )Eind  detest  the  bard 
Who  dares  to  sound  the  hollow  tones  of  horror* 

H[ence  then,  soft  raaids. 
And  woo  the'silken  zephyr  in  the  bowers 
By  Heliconia's  sleep-invitmg  stream ; 
For  aid  Hke  yours  I  seek  not ;  'tis  for  [towers 
Of  darker  hue  to  inspire  a  verse  like  mine! 
Tis  work  for  wizards,  sorcerers,  and  fiends ! 

Hither,  ye  furious  imps  of  Acheron, 
Nurslings  of  helly  and  beings  shiinnuig  light. 
And  ail  the  myriads  of  the  burning  concave ; 
Souls  of  the  damued,^HitIier,  ohl  come  and  join 
Th'  infernal  chorus.    Tis  Despair  I  sing ! 
He,  whose  sole  tooth  inflicts  a  deadlier  papg^ 
Than  all  your  tortures  joined,    ^mg,  sing  Despair  I 
Repeat  the  sounds  and  celebrate  his  power; 
Unite  shouts,  screams,  and  agonizing  shrieks, 
Till  the  loud  p^ean  ring  thro'  hell's  high  vault. 
And  the  remotest  spirits  of  the  deep 
Ijeap  from  the  lake,  and  join  the  dreadful  song. 

'    '    ■    '       •  "  ■  I     ■    :  '   ' 

VOL,   I.  z 
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TO  THE  JiTIND.    . 

^  AT  BflDNIOUT* 

Not  unfamiliar  to  mine  ear» 
Blasts  of  the  night  f  ye  howl  as  now 
My  shuddering  casement  IoikI 
With  fitful  force  ye  beat. 

Mine  ear  has  dwelt  in  silent  awe, 
The  howlmg  sweep,  the  sudden  nub ; 
And  when  the  parsing  gale 
Pour'd  deep  the  hoUow  dirge* 


THE  EVE  pF  DIBATH, 

JBREGULAR. 
I. 

SILENCE  of  Death— portentous  calm. 

Those  ajry  forms  that  yonder  fly. 
Denote  that  your  void  foreruns  a  storm« 

That  the  tour  of  fele  is  nigh.  \ 

I  see,  I  see,  on  the  dim  inist  borne, 

'  The  Spirit  of  battles  rear  hfe  crest  I 
I  see,  I  see,  that,  ere  the  morn,  ,'        ' 

His  spear  will  forsake  its  hated  rest, 
And  the  widow'd  wife  of  La^rendill  will  beat  her  nake4 

breast. 
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O'er  the  smocHb  bosom  t>f  the  suHen  deep^ 

No  softly-raffling  zephyrs  fly ; 
But  liatare  sleeps  a  deathless  sleep, 

For  the  hour  of  battle  Is  nigh. 
Not  a  loose  leaf  waves  on  the  dusky  oak^ 

But  9  eoeeping  stillness  reigns  around ; 
Except  when  the  r^ven,  with  ominous  croak^ 

On  the  ear  does  unwelcomely  sound. 
I  know,  I  know,  what  this  silence  i^eans, 

I  know  what  tlie  raven  saith, — 
Strike,  oh  ye  bards!  the  melancholy  harp,    « 

fqt  this  is  the  eve  of  fieaA, 

III. 

Behold,  how  along  the  twilight  air 

The  shades  of  our  fathers  glide ! 
There  Morven  fled,  with  the  blood-drendfd  hair^ 

And  Cobpa  with  grey  side* 
No  gale  around  its  coolness  flings. 

Yet  sadly  sigh  the  gloomy  trees; 
And  hark,  how  the  harp's  unvisited  strings 
^  Sound  sweet,  as  if  swept  by  a  whispering  breese } 
Tis  done !  the  sun  he  has  set  in  blood  I 

fie  will  never  set  more  to  the  brave ; 
Let  us  pour  to  the  iiero  the  dirge  of  death— 

for  to-morrow  he  hies  to  the  grave. 


'z  2 
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THANyiTOS. 

OH  !  who  vrovid  cherish  life. 
And  cling  unto  Ihis  heavy  clog  of  cljqr. 

Love  thb  rude  i^ld  of  strife^ 
Where  glooms  and  tempests  clp^d  thejaii^est.d^f  I 
And  where, 'oeath  outward  smiles 
Concealed^  the  snake  lies  feeding  on  its  prey^ ' 
Where  pit4aUs  lie  in  ev'ry  floweiy  way,     .  . 
And  syrens  lure  the  wanderer  to  tbeix  mk»  1 ; 
Hateful  it  is  tp  me. 

Its  riotous  railings  and  jj^vengeful  strife*; 

Fm  tir'd  with  all  its  ^screams  and  brutal  shouts 
pinning  the  ear ; — awj|y*:^away  witti  Jifef 
And  welcome,  oh  t  thou  silent  maid, 
'  Who,  in  some  foggy  ^It,  art  laid ; 
Where  never  day-light's  dazzling  ray 
Comes  to  dbturb  thy  dismal,  sway ; 
And  there  amid  unwholesQn(ie  damps  dost  sle^ 
In  such  forget^  slumbers  djpep^  .  . 

That  all  thy  senses  stupified. 
Are  to  marble  petrUied* 
Sleepy  Qeath  I  welcome  thee ! 
Sweet  are  thy  c^lm§  to:  misery^ 
Poppies  I  will  agk  no  ni(^e. 
Nor  Jhe  fat^  Hellebore  ^ 
Death  is  the  best,  the  only  cure;, , 
Hi9  are  sluml^^s  ever  sure* 
Lay  me  in  the  Gothic  tomb, 
|n  whose  solemn  fretted  glooroi 
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I  may  lie  in  mouldec^ig^gUt^ 

With  dl  the  grandeur  Qf  the  great^ 

Over  nie«  magnificent^ 

Carve  a  stately  monuipent ; 

Then  thereon  iny  status  lay, 

With  hands  in  attitude  to  pray,. 

And  angels  serve  to  hold  my  head. 

Weeping  o'er  the  father  dead* 

Duly  too  at  dose  of  dfiy. 

Let  the  pealing  organ  play  i 

And  while  the  hanhpnious  thunders  roll, 

Chaunt  a  vesper  to  iiiy  soul  r 

Thus  how  sweet  my  sleep  will  be. 

Shut  out  from  thoughtful  misery ! 


ATHANATOS. 
AWAY  with  death— away 
With  ^  her  sluggish  sleeps  and  chilling  damps. 

Impervious  to  the  day; 
Where  nature  sinks  into  inanity. 
How  can  the  soul  desire. 
Such  hateful  nothingness  to  crave ; 

And  yidd  with  joy  the  vital  fin* 
To  moulder  in  the  gravel 

Yet  mortal  life  is  sad. 
Eternal  stoims  molest  its  sullen  sky ; 

And  sorrows  ever  rife 
Drain  the  sacred  fountain  dry, — 
Away  with  mortal  life  I 
23 
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Kut,  hail  the  calm  reality,' 

The  seraph  InmoHali^ !  v 

Hail  the  heavenly  howers  of  peace/ 

Where  all  the  stormsof  passion  cease^  ^ 

Wild  life's  dbmaying  struggle  o^er. 

The  wearied  ^rit  Weeps  no  more  7 

tint  wears  thb  eternal  smile  of  joy. 

Tasting  bliss  without  alloy. 

Welcome,  welcome,  happy  bowers,* 

Where  no  passing  tempest  lowers  j;* 

But  the  azure  heayens  dbplay         ^ 

The  everlasting  smile  of  day; 

Where  the  choi^il  seraph  choir. 

Strike  to  praise  the  harmonious  lyre ;, 

And  the  spirit  sinks  to  ease, 

Luird  by  distant  symphonies. 

Oh!  to  think  of  raeetiBg  there 

The  friends,  whose  graves  received  our  tear. 

The  daughter  lov'd,  tiie  wife  adoVd, 

To  our  widow'd  arms  restored ; 

And  all  the  joys  which  death  did  sever. 

Given  to  u»  again  for  ever ! 

Who  would  ding  to  wretched  life. 

And  hug  the  poisoned  thorn  of  strife ; 

Who  would  not  long  from  eai^  to  fly, 

A  sluggish  senseless  lump  to  lie : 

When  the  glorious  prospect  lies,. 

Fidl  before  h»  raptured  eyes^     ^ 
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MUSIC, 

Written  f>8tweeii  the  ages  of  fourteen  and  fifieen,'irritb  a  few" 
subsequent  verbal  alterations. 

Music,  all  powerful  o'er  the  humdn  mind. 
Can  still  each  mental  storm,  each  tumult  calm. 

Soothe  anxious  care  on  sleepless  couch  reclin'd. 
And  e'en  fierce  anger's  furious  rage  disarm. 

At  her  command  the  various  passions  lie. 
She  stirs  to  battle,  pr  she  lulls  to  peace. 

Melts  the  charm'd  soul  to  thrilling  ecstasy. 

And  bids  the  jarring  world's  harsh  clangour  cease. 

Her  martial  sounds  can  fainting  troops  inspire^ 
With  streqgth  unwonted,  and  enthusiasm  raise. 

Infuse  new  jirdour,  and  with  youthful  fire. 
Urge  on  the  warrior  grey  with  length  of  days. 

Par  better  she  when  with  her  soothing  lyre. 

She  charms  the  faulchion  from  the  savage  grasp. 

And  melting  into  pity  vengeful  ire. 

Looses  the  bloody  breast-platens  iron  clasp. 

With  her  in  pensjve  n^ood  I  long  to  roam. 
At  midnight's  hour,  or  evening's  calm  decline, 

And  thoughtful  o'er  the  falling  streamlet's  foam. 
In  calm  seclusion's  hermit  walks  recline. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


344 

Whilst  mellow  sounds  from  distant  copse  arise. 
Of  softest  jSute  or  reeds  harmonic  join'd. 

With  rapture  thnU'd  each  worldly  passion  dies. 
And  pleas'd  attention  claims  the  passive  mind. 

Soft  through  the  deli  the  dying  strains  retire. 

Then  burst  majestic  in  the  varied  swell; 
Now  breathe  melodious  as  the  Grecian  lyre, 

Or  on  the  ear  in  sinking  cadence  dwelK 

Romantic  sounds !  such  is  the  bliss  ye  give, 
That  heaven's  bright  scenes  seem  bursting  on  the  sotti; 

With  joy  Vd  yield  each  sensual  wiah^  to  Kv^ 
For  ever  'neath  your  undefU'd  controuL 

Oh  surely  melody  from  heaven  Was  sent, 
To  cheer  the;  soul  when  tir'd  with  human  strife. 

To  soothe  the  wayivard  heart  by  sorrow  rent. 
And  soften  down  the  rugged  road  of  life* 
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ODE 

TO   THE   HARVEST   MOON. 


-Com  niit  imbriferum  ver: 


Spicea  jam  campis  cam  messb  inboimit,  et  cam 
Frumenta  in  viridi  ^tipola  lactentia  torgent: 

Concta  tibi  Cererem  pubes  agrestis  adoret. 

Virgil. 

MOON  of  HarvesI,  herald  niild» 
Of  plentyy  nisU^  labiHir's  diiki. 
Hail!  oh  hail!  I  greet  thy  beam* 
As  soft  it  trembles  o'er  the  stream^ 
And  gilds  the  strew-tfasit^h'd' hamlet  wide. 
Where  innoeeuc^  and  peace  reside;  ' 

Tis  thou  that  glad'st-  with  j|oy  the  rustic  throng. 
Promptest  the  trijipiog  dancfe,  tb'  exhiburating'soDg. 

MooQ  of  Harvest,  I  do  Ipycy 

O'er  the  uplaocM  now  to.  rove» 

While  thy  modest  ray  sereii^ 

Gilds  the  wide  surrounding  scene; 

And  to  watch  thee  ridi^g^higli. 

In  the  bhie  vault  of  the  sky^ 
Where  no  thin  vapour  intercepts  thy  lay. 
But  in  unclouded  majesty  tho9  walkest  on  thy  way^ 
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Pleasing  'tis,  oh,  mddest  moon! 
Now  the  night  is  at  her  noon, 
'Neath  thy  sway  to  musbg  lie. 
While  around  the  zephyrs  sigh. 
Fanning  soft  the  sun  tann'd  wheat, 
Ripen'd  by  the  suinmer^s  heat; 
Picturing  all  the  rustic's  joy,  •  * 

Wh^  boundless  plenty  greets  his  eye, 

And  thinking  soon, 

Ob,  modest  moon ! 
How  many  a  female  eye  will  roam^ 

Along  the  road. 

To  see  the  load. 
The  last  dear  4oad  of  harvest  honae. 

Storms  and  tempests,  floods  and  rains, 

Stem  despoMers  of  the  plains. 

Hence  away,  the  season  flee. 

Foes  to  light-heart  joffity ; 

May  no  winds  careering  hig^ 

Drive  the  clouds  along  the  sky; 
But  may  all  nature  smile  with  aspect  boon. 
When  in  the  heavens  thou  diew'st  thy  fiice,  oh  Harvest 
^      Moon! 

'Neath  yon  lowly  roof  he  lies. 
The  husbandman,  with  sleep-seal'd  eyes; 
He  dreams  of  crowded  bams,  and  round 
The  yard  he  hears  the  flail  resound; 
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Oh!  inaj  no  burricaDe  destroy 

His  visionary  views  of  joy; 
God  of  the  winds!  oh  hear  his  humble  pray'r. 
And  while  the  moon  of  harvest  shines,  thy  Uust^rinf^ 
whirlwind  spare. 

Sons  of  luxury,  to  you. 

Leave  I  sleep's  dull  pow'r  to  woo; 

Press  ye  still  the  downy  bed. 

While  feverish  dreams  surround  your  head; 

I  will  seek  the  woodland  glade. 

Penetrate  the  thickest  shade. 

Wrapt  in  contemplation's  dreams. 

Musing  high  on  holy  themes. 

While  on  the  gale 

Shall  softly  sail. 
The  nightingale's  enchanting  tune, 

And  oft  my  eyes. 

Shall  grateful  rise. 
To  thee  the  modest  Harvest  Moon! 


END   OF  VOL.   !• 
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PREFACE- 


J^HE  following  Attmpts  mi  Verse,  are  laid  lefore  the 
Public  Ujith  extreme  diffliknce.  The  Author  is  very 
conscunfs  that  the  juvenile  e^vrts  of  a  youth,  who  has 
not  received  the  polish  of  Aeatkmieai  discipline,  and  who 
has  been  but  sparingly  bkssed  with  opportunities  for  the 
prosecution  of  scholastic  pfirsuits,  must  necessarify  he 
drfective  in  the  accuracy  and  finished  elegance,  which 
mark  the  works  of  the  man  who  hds  parsed  his  life  in  the 
retirement  of  his  study,  furnishing  his  mind  with  images^ 
and  at  the  same  time  attaining  the  power  of  disposing 
those  images  to  the  best  adbantage. 

The  unpremeditated  ^fusions  of  a  Boy,  from  his 
thirteenth  year,  employed,  not  in  the  acquisition  of  Me* 
rary  information,  but  in  the  more  active  busiiUss  of  Vfe, 
must  not  be  ejtpected  to  eJtkiMt  imy  considerMe  portion 
of  the  correctness  of  a  Virgil,  or  the  vigorous  compres* 
sion  of  a  Horace.  Men  are  not,  I  believe,  freqiienth/ 
known  to  bestow  much  labour  on  their  amusements  ;  and 
these  Poems  were,  most  of  them,  written  merely  to  be-- 
guile  a  leisure  hour,  or  to  fill  up  the  languid  intervah 
of  studies  of  a  severer  nature, 
b3 
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n«i  TO  oijcfiac  t^9  wptmtM.  **  Efiery  one  fetwt  Alt 
aum  wcrk,'*  taig%  tke  Stagyrite:  Hi  UwoinQoverwui^ 
ing  qffeetum  of  this  kind  which  induced  thU  puNka- 
turn.  Had  the  tnUhor  reUed  en  hi$  cumjmdgment  enly, 
them  Poems  woudd  not,  in  4M  frobabiUiy,  ever  h&ee  $een 
iheSghi. 

Perhofo  ii  may  be  a$ked  of  him,  what  are  his  moiiees 
for  this  fwUication?  He  answers — tiMfify  these:  The 
fadUtatisn  thraugK  its  means  of  those  studies  which, 
from  his  earliest  infancy,  have  been  the  prindipal  objects 
of  his  ambition  :  imd  the  hurease  of  the  capacity  to  pur- 
sue those  inclinations  which  may  one  day  place  him  in  an 
hanowrable  station  in  the  scale  of  society^ 

The  principal  Poem  in  this  Uttk  eolketim  (Clifton 
Grave)  is,  he  fears,  d^icieni  in  numbers,  and  hamuh 
nious  coherency  of  parts.  It  is,  however,  merely  to  be 
regarded  as  a  description  of  a  nocturnal  ramble  in  that 
charming  retreat,  accompamed  with  such  reflections  as 
the  scene  naturally  suggested.  It  was  written  twelve 
months  ago,  when  the  author  was  in  his  sixteenth  year. 
— The  Miscellanies  are  some  of  them  the  productions  of 
a  very  early  age. — Of  the  Odes,  that,  **  To  an  early 
Primrose,'^  was  written  at  thMeen,'-'the  others  are  of  a 
later  date. — The  Sonnets  are  chiefly  irregular;  they 
have,  perhaps  no  other  clam  to  that  specific  denomina^ 
turn,  than  that  they  amnst  mUy  of  fourteen  lines. 

Such  are  the  Poems,  towards  which  I  entreat  the 
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lenity  of  tie  Public.  The  Critic  will  dtmbtksi  find  m 
them  wiMch  to  amdemn,  he  may  Wcewiie,  posmUy,  dia^ 
caver  mmuthing  to  commend.  Let  him  semi  n^ftndts 
with  on  indulgent  eye,  and  in  the  work  of  that  correc^ 
tion  which  I  inmte,  let  him  remember,  he  is  hMing  the 
iron  Mace  of  Criticism  over  the  flimsy  superstructure  if 
a  youth  of  seventeen,  and  rememherif^  that,  may  he 
forhearfrom  crushing  by  too  much  rigour,  the  painted 
butterfly,  whose  transient  colours  may  otherwise  be  capa^ 
hie  of  affording  a  moments  innocent  amusement.  • 

H.  K.  WHITE. 

Nottingham. 
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TO  MY  LYRE. 


AN  ODE. 


I. 

THOU  anairfe  Lyre  I— Thy  music  vfM 
Has  served  to  charm  the  weary  hotir» 
And  many  a  lonely  night  has  'guil'd. 
When  even  pain  has  own'd,  and  smil'd» 
Its  fescinating  power. 

n. 

Yety  oh  my  Lyre !  the  busy  crowd 
Will  little  heeid  thy  an^e  tones ; 
Them,  mightier  naostrels  harj^ig  bud 
Engross^ — and  thou,  and  J,  must  shroud 
Where  dark  oblivion  'thrones. 

nt 

No  handf  Uiy  dkpason  o*tt. 

Well  skili'dy  I  throw  with  sweep  sublime ; 
For  me,  no  academic  lore 
Has  taught  the  s(4emn  strain,  to  pour. 

Or  build  the  polished  rhyme. 

IV. 

Yet  thou  to  Syitmn  themes  canst  £k>ar  t 

Thou  know'st  to  charm  the  woodland  train : 
The  rustic  sws^ns  believe  thy  power 
Can  hush  the  wild  wmds  when  they  ros^r. 
And  still  the  bilowy  main. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


10 

V, 

These  h<moiin»  Ljfre,  we  jfet  maj  keep» 
I,  stilt^  unknown^  may  live  with  thee. 
And  gentle  aephyr's  wing  will  sweep 
Thy  solemn  strings  where  lew  I  sleep. 
Beneath  the  alder  tree. 

VI. 

This  little  dii^e  will  please  me  mi>re 

Than  the  full  requienf s  swelling  peal ; 
rd  rather  tiian  that  crouds  should  sigh 
For  me»  that  from  some  kindred  eye 

Tlie  trickling  tear  should  steaL 

VII. 
Yet  dear  to  me  the  wreath  of  bay. 

Perhaps  from  me  debarred ; 
And  dear  to  me  the  classic  zone, 
¥niich  snatch'd  from  kaming^s  laboured  throne. 

Adorns  the  accepted  bard. 

VIII. 
And  O !  if  yet  ^cre  mine  4o  dwdl 

Where  Cam,  or  bi8>  wmds  alimg. 
Perchance,  inspired  with  aidioiir  chaste, 
I  yet  mif^  call  tb^  fiar  of  taste 

To  listen  to  my  siM>g. 

IX. 

Oh!  tbra, my  Kttle  frirad,  %  st^ 

I'd  change  to  hafq^Mer  lays^ 
Oh  I  then,  the  dmter'd  gkKmw  diould  smile. 
And  through  the  long  the  fr^ed  iMt 

Should  sw^  the  note  of  praise. 
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CLIFTON  GROVE. 

A  Skttch  In  Vene. 

liO !  in  the  west,  fast  fades  the  lingeriiig  light, 
And  day's  last  vestige  tak^its  silent  flight. 
No  more,  is  heard  the  woodman's  measur'd  stroke 
Which,  with  the  dawn,  from  yonder  dingle  broke ; 
No  more,  hoarse  ckmouring  o'er  the  uplifted  head. 
The  crows  assembling,  seek  their  wind-rock'd  bed ; 
Still'd  is  the  village  hum — the  woodland  sounds 
Have  ceas'd  to  echo  o'er  the  dewv  grounds. 
And  general  silence  reigns,  save  when  below. 
The  murmuring  Trent  is  scarcely  heard  to  flow ; 
And  save  when,  swung  by  'nighted  rustic  late. 
Oft,  on  its  hinge,  rebounds  the  jarring  gate : 
Or,  when  the  sheep-bell,  in  the  distant  vale. 
Breathes  its  wild  music  on  the  downy  gale. 

Now,  when  the  rustic  wears  the  social  smile, 
R^leas'd  from  day  and  its  attendant  toil. 
And  draws  his  household  round  their  evening  fire. 
And  tells  the  oft-told  tales  that  never  tire : 
Or,  where  the  town's  blue  turrets  dimly  rise. 
And  manufacture  taints  the  ambient  skies. 
The  pale  mechanic  leaves  the  labouring  loom. 
The  air-pent  hold,  the  pestilentiid  room, 
And  rushes  out,  in^tient  to  begin 
The  stated  course  of  customary  sin : 
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Now,  now,  my  solitary  way  I  bend 

Where  solemn  groves  in  awful  state  impend. 

And  clifis,  that  boldly  rise  above  the  plain. 

Bespeak,  blest  Clifton !  thy  suUime  domain. 

Here,  lonely  wandering  o'er  the  sylvan  bower, 

I  come,  to  pass  the  meditative  hour ; 

To  bid  awhile,  Ihe  stnfe  of  passion  cease. 

And  woo  the  calms  of  solitude,  and  peace. 

And  oh  1  thou  sacred  powef,  who  rear'st  on  high 

Thy  teafy  throne  where  waving  poplars  sigh ! 

Genius  of  woodland  shades  1  whose  mild  controul 

Steals  with  resistless  witchery  to  the  soul. 

Come  with  thy  wonted  ardour,  and  inspire 

My  glowing  bosom  with  thy  hallowed  fire. 

And  thou  too,  fancy  I  from  thy  starry  sphere. 

Where  to  the  hymning  orbs  thou  lend'st  tbinie  ear. 

Do  thou  descend,  and  bless  my  ravished  sight, 

Veil'd  in  soft  visions  of  serene  delight. 

At  thy  command  the  gale  tbat  passes  by 

Bears  in  its  whispers  mystic  harmony.      « 

Thou  wav'st  thy  wand,  and  lo  I  what  forms  appear! 

On  the  dark  cloud  what  giant  shaped  career ! 

TTie  ghosts  of  Ossian  skhn  the  misty  vale. 

And  hosts  of  Sylphids  on  tiie  moon-beam  sail. 

This  gloomy  alcove,  darkling  to  the  sight. 
Where  meeting  trees  create  eternal  night; 
Save,  when  from  yonder  stream,  the  sunny  ray. 
Reflected  gives  a  dubious  gleam  of  day ; 
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Recalls  enieariog  to  my  al^d  miod. 
Times,  when  beneath  the  boxen  he<|ge  redia'd 
I  watcb'd  the  |;^wiiig  to  her  clamourous  brood ; 
Or  lur'd  the  robin  to  its  scattered  food ; 
Op  woke  with  song  tlie  woodland  echo  wild, 
And  at  each  gay  response  delighted,  smH'd. 
How  oft,  when  childhood  threw  its  goUen  ray 
Of  gay  romance,  o'er  evciry  happy  day. 
Here,  would  I  run,  ^  visionary  boy. 
When  the  hoarse  lempesl  shocA  the  vaulted  sky. 
And  fancy-ted,,  beheld  the  Almigbty's  form 
Sternly  careering  on  the  eddying  sttwrn ; 
And  heard,  while  awe  contgeaFd  my  inmost  soul, 
Hb  voice  terri^  in  the  thunders  rolL 
With  secret  joy,  I  viewed  with  vivid  glare. 
The  voUey'd  lightnk^  deave  the  sulten  air ; 
And,  as  the  warring  winds  mround  revil'd. 
With  awful  pleasure  big,-— I  heard  and  simFd. 
Belov'd  remembnuKse !— Memory  which  endears 
This  silent  sp^  to  my  advancing  yeai^ 
Here,  dwells  eternal  peace,  eternal  rest. 
In  shades  like  these  to  live,  is  to  be  blest. 
While  happing  evades  the  busy  croad^ 
In  rural  coverts  loves  the  maid  to  shroud* 
And  thou,  too,.  Im^ration,  whose  wild  ftune 
Shoots  with  electric  swiftness  through  the  frame. 
Thou  here,  dost  love  to  sit,  wittt  iq^ra'd  eye. 
And  listen  to  the  stream  that  murmurs  by. 
The  wooclsUiat  wave, the  grey-owls silkai fl^t. 
The  mellow  music  of  the  listening  night. 
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Congenial  cakas  I  aMwe  wdcone  to  my  braut 

Tluui  maddening  joy  in  dazding  lustre  drai^ 

To  Heaten  my  ptayers,  my  daily  pnr^rs  I  rake^ 

That  ye  may'  bl^ss  my  unambitious  days. 

Withdrawn,  remold  fiom  all  the  haonls  of  strife 

May  trace  with  me  the  kwly  .vde  of  lile» 

And  when  her  tmnner  death  AM  o'er  me  mvve 

May  keep  your  paaeefal  v^ls  on  my  grave. 

Now,  as  I  rove,  where  wide  the  prospect  grows^ 

A  livelier  light  upcm  my  vision  flows. 

No  more  above,  the  embradag  brandies  meet; 

No  more  the  river  gnrgks  at  my  feet, 

Biit  seen,  deep,  down  the  cli&  inqpen^ng  side 

Through  -hanging  woods,  now  gleams  its  ^Iver  tide* 

Dim  is  my  upland  path, — ftcross  the  Oreen 

Fantastic  shadows  fling,  yet  oft  between 

The  chequer'd  glooms,  the  moon  her  chaste  ray  sbeds^ 

Where  knots  of  blue-bdls  droop  their  graceful  heads. 

And  beds  of  violets  blooming  'mid  the  trees, 

Load  with  waste  fragrance  the  nocturnal  breese. 

Say,  why  does  man,  while  to  his  opemng  sights 
Each  shrub  presents  a  source  of  chaste  del^bt. 
And  nature  bids  for  hhn  her  treasures  flow. 
And  gives  to  him  alone,  his  bliss  to  know. 
Why  does  be  pent  £»:  vice's  deadly  charmst 
Why  dasp  the  syien  pkasore  to  bis  arms! 
And  suck  deep  draughts  of  her  v^uptuous  brtaib» 
Thou^  fraught  with  nnn,  infamy,  mai  deal&t 
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Could  he  wbo  thus  to  vile  tojnipuaBto  4SBgB, 
Know  what  cahn  joy  from  purer  sources  springs^ 
Could  he  but  feel  how  swe^  how  free  from  strife^ 
The  harmless  pleasures  of  a  hamdess  life. 
No  more  his  soul  would  pant  for  j6ys  impure. 
The  deadly  chalice  would  no  more  dMvofe, 
But  the  sweet  pottou  he  was  woot  to  sip. 
Would  turn  to  poison  on  .his  conscious  lip.    * 

Fair  Nature !  thee,  in  all  thy  varied  charms. 
Fain  would  I  da^  fcMr  ever  in  my  arms : 
Thine,  are  the  sweets  which  never,  never  sate;, 
Thine,  still  remain,  through  all  the  storms  of  fete. 
Though  not  for  me,  'twas  Heaven's  divine  command 
To  roll  in  acres  of  paternal  land. 
Yet  still,  my  lot  is  Uest,  whSe  I  enjoy 
Thine  opening  beauties  with  a  lover's  eye. 

IIa{]|>y  is  he,  who,  though  the  cup  of  bliss 
Has  ever  shunn'd  him  when  be  thou^t  to  kiss, 
Who,  still  in  abject  poverty,  or  pain. 
Can  count  with  pleasure  what  nnall  joys  remain : 
Thou^  were  his  sight  convey'd  from  zbne  to  zoae. 
He  would  not  find  one  spot  of  ground  his  own. 
Yet,  as  he  looks  around,  he  cries  with  glee. 
These  bounding  prospects  aH  were  made  for  me ; 
For  me,  yon  waving  fidds  their  burthen  bear. 
For  mie,  yon  labourer  guides  the  shining  share. 
While  happy  I,  in  idle  ease  recline. 
And  mark  the  glorious  vbions  as  they  shine. 
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Thb  b  the  qhmmk  by  saj^  often  to]d» 
Convertiis^  aU  it  tQuebes  iBto  ^oM* 
Contept  can  s^iotiie.  where'er  hy  fortune  plac'd. 
Can  rear  a  garden  in  the  desert  waste. 


How  lovely,  from  this  hill's  superior  height 
Spreads  the  wide  view  before  my  straidng  «lght ! 
O'er  many  a  v^ied  mile  of  lengibeaing  ^ound« 
E'en  to  the  blue-ridg'd  hills  remotest  bound 
My  ken  is  borne,  wUle  o'er  my  bead  serene 
The  silver  moon  illumes  Uie  misty  scene. 
Now  shinii^  clear,  now  darkenmg  in  the  glaf)e. 
In  all  the  soft  varielies  of  shade* 

Behind  me,  lo !  the  peaceful  bandet  lies 
The  drowsy  god  has  seal'd  the  cptter's  ^y^. 
No  more,  where  late  the  sodal  fagigot  blaz'd,    . 
The  vacant  peal  resounds,  by  little  rais'd ; 
But,  lock'd  in  silence,  o'er  Arion's*  star 
The  slumbering  night  rolls  on  her  velvet  car ; 
The  church-bell  toUs^  deep^soundjuig  down  the  glade^ 
The  solemn  hour,  for  walking  spectres  made ; 
The  svBo^  plough-boy,  w^eniog  vnfh  the  soim^ 
Listens  aghast,  and  turns  bim  startled  round. 
Then  stops  his  ears,  and  strives  to  dose  his  eyes*. 
Lest  at  the  sound  some  grisly  ghost  should  rise. 


*  The  Constellation  Delphinus.    For  authority  for  liiis  appella- 
tion, vide  OvicTis  Fasti.   B.  11;  113. 
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Now  ceas'd  the  long,  the  monitorjr  toll^ 
tleturning  silence  stagnates  in  the  soul; 
Save  when^  disturb'd  by  dreams,  with  wild  affright. 
Hie  deep-mouth'd  mastiff  bays  the  troubled  night; 
Or  where  the  village  ale-house  cfowtis  the  vale. 
The  creaking  sign-post  whistles  to  the  gale. 
A  little  onward  let  me  bend  my  way, 
Where  the  moss'd  seat  invites  the  traveller's  stay* 
That  spot,  oh!  yet  it  b  the  very  same; 
That  hawthorn  gives  it  shade,  and  gave  it  name ; 
There  yet  the  primrose  opes  ite  earliest  bloom. 
There  yet  the  violet  sheds  its  first  perfume. 
And  iu  the  branch  that  rears  above  the  rest 
The  robin  unmolested  builds  its  nest.    - 
TTwas  here,  when  hope  presiding  o'er  my  breast. 
In  vivid  colours  every  prospect  drest; 
HTwas  here,  reclining,  I  indulged  her  dreams. 
And  lost  the  hour  in  visionary  schemes. 
Here,  as  I  press  once  more  the  ancient  seat. 
Why,  bland  deceiver!  not  renew  the  cheat? 
Say,  can  a  few  short  years  thb  change  atchieve. 
That  thy  illusions  can  no  more  deceive! 
Time's  sombrous  tints  have  every  view  o'erspread. 
And  thou  too,  gay  Seducer!  art  thou  fled? 
Tho'  vain  thy  promise,  and  the  suite  severe. 
Yet  thou  could'st  guile  misfortune  of  her  tear. 
And  oft  thy  smiles  across  life's  gloomy  way. 
Could  throw  a  gleam  of  transitory  day. 
How  gay,  in  youth,  the  flattering  future  seems; 
How  sweet  is  manhood  in  the  in&nts'  dreams;' 
VOL.  II.  c 
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The  dire  mistake  too  socHi  is  brought  to  1^» 

And  all  is  buried  m  redoubled  ai^t 

Yet  spme  can  rise  superior  to  the  pahv 

And  in  their.breasts  the  charmer  hope  retain: 

While  others^  dead  to  feeling,  can  surrey  ' 

Unmoved,  their  fairest  prospects  fade  away: 

But  yet  a  few  there  be, — too  soon  o'ercast! 

Who  shrink  luitmppy  from  the  adverse  blast. 

And  woo  the  first  bri^t  gleamy  which  breaks  tiie  gloonv 

To  gild  the  silent  slumbers  of  the  ton^ 

So,  in  these  shades,  the  e^lv  prhnrose  t^ows, 

Too  soon  deceived  by  suns,  said  mekii^  sbows: 

So  falls  untimely  on  the  desert  wast^ 

Its  blossoms  withering  in  tilie  nor&em  blast 

Now  pass'd  whatever  the  upland  heights  disfday, 

Down  the  ste^  diff  I  wmd  my  devious  way ; 

Oft  rousing,  as  the  rustling  path  I  beat^ 

The  timid  hare  from  its  accmrtom^d  seat. 

And  oh!  how  sweet  this  walk  o'er-hung  with  wooi,, 

That  win^  the  margin  of  the  sol^nn  flood! 

What  rural  objects  steal  upon  the  sight  I 

What  rising  views  pridoi^  the  calm  delight ! 

The  brooklet  brancfaiug  from  tlie  silver  Trent, 

The  whispering  birch  by  every  zeph^lr  bent. 

The  woody  bland,  and  the  naked  mead. 

The  Id^ly  hut  half  hid  in  groves  oi  reed. 

The  rural  wicket,  and  the  rural  style. 

And  frequent  interspersed,  the  woodman's  pik. 
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Above,  below,  y^het^et  I  turn  my  eyes, 
Rocks,  waters,  woods,  in  grand  succession  rise. 
High  up  the  cliff  the  varied  grovel  a&cetid. 
And  mournful  larches  o'er  the  wav6  impend. 
Around,  what  sounds,  what  In'agic  soimds  arise. 
What  glimm'ring  scenes  salute  my  ravish'd  eyes: 
Soft  sleep  the  waters  on  their  ptbbly  bed. 
The  woods  wave  gently  o'er  my  drooping  head. 
And  swelling  slow,  comes  wafted  on  the  wind. 
Lorn  Progne's  note  from  distant  copse  behind. 
Still,  every  rising  sound  of  calm  delight 
Stamps  but  the  fearful  silence  of  the  night; 
Save,  when  is  heard,  between  each  dreary  rest. 
Discordant,  f^om  her  solitary  nest. 
The  owl,  dull  screaming  to  the  wandering  moon. 
Now  riding,  clolid-Wrapt,  n^r  hei^  highest  noon; 
Of  when  (he  wild-duck,  southering,  hither  rides. 
And  plunges  sullen  hk  the  sounding  tides. 

How  oft,  in  thb  sequester^  spo^  when  youth 
Gave  to  each  tale  the  holy  force  of  truthj^ 
Have  I  long  lingered,  while  the  mHk-maid  sung 
The  tragic  legend,  till  the  woodland  tvmgl 
Tha^  tale,  so  sadl^which,  still  to  memory  dear. 
From  its  sweet  source  can  call  the  sacred  tear. 
And  (luird  to  rest  stem  reason's  harsh  control) 
Steal  its  soft  magic  to  the  passive  soul. 
These  halloWd  shades, — these  trees  that  woo  the  wind^ 
.  Recall  its  faintest  features  to  my  mind. 

C2 
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A  hundred  passing  years»  with  march  sublime. 

Have  swept  beneath  the  silent  wing  of  time. 

Since,  in  yon  hamlet's  solitary  shade, 

Reclusely  dwelt  the  far-fiim'd  Clifton  Maid, 

The  beauteous  Margaret  ;  for  her  each  swain 

Confest  in  private  his  peculiar  pain. 

In  secret  sigh'd,  a  victim  to  despair. 

Nor  dar*d  to  hope  to  win  the  peerless  fair. 

No  more,  the  shepherd  on  the  blooming  mead 

Attun'd  to  gaiety  his  artless  reed. 

No  more  entwin'd  the  pansied  wreath,  to  deck 

His  favorite  wetiier's  unpolluted  neck,  ^ 

But  listless,  by  yon  babbling  stream  redin'd. 

He  mix'd  his  sobbings  with  the  passing  wind, 

Bemoan'd  his  hapless  love,  or  boldly  bent. 

Far  from  these  smiling  fields,  a  rover  went. 

O'er  distant  lands,  in  search  of  ease  to  roam, 

A  self-wiird  exile  from  his  native  home. 

Yet  not  to  all  the  maid  expressed  disdain. 
Her  Bateman  lov'd,  nor  lov'd  the  youth  in  vain.    ^ 
Full  oft,  low  whispering  o'er  these  arching  boughs. 
The  echoing  vault  responded  to  their  vows, 
Ashere  deeep  hidden  from  the  glare  o^day, 
£namour'd  oft,  they  took  their  secret  way. 

Yon  bosky  dingle,  still  the  rustics  name; 
Tvi'as  there  the  blushing  maid  Cionfess'd  her  flame« 
Down  yon  green  lane  they  oft  were  seen  to  hie. 
When  evening  slumber'd  on  the  western  sky. 
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That  blasted  yew,  that  mouldering  walnut  bare. 
Each  bears  memento's  of  the  fated  pair. 

One  eve,  when  Autumn  loaded  ev'ry  breeze 
With  the  fali'n  honours  of  the  mourning  trees. 
The  maiden  waited  at  the  accustomed  bower. 
And  waited  long  beyond  the  appointed  hour. 
Yet  Bateman  came  not; — o'er  the  woodland  drear. 
Howling  portentous,  did  the  winds  career; 
And  bleak  and  dismal  on  the  leafless  woods. 
The  fitful  rains  rush'd  down  in  sudden  floods. 
The  night  was  dark;  as  now-and-then,  the  gale 
Paus'd  for  a  moment, — Margaret  listen'd,  pale; 
But  thro'  the  covert  to  her  anxious  ear. 
No  rustling  footstep  spoke  her  lover  near. 
Strange  fears  now  filled  her  breast, — she  knew  not  why. 
She  sigh'd,  and  Bateman's  name  was  in  each  sigh. 
She  hears  a  noise, — ^'tis  he — he  comes  at  last. 
— Alas!  'twas  but  the  gale  which  hurried  past. 
But  now  she  hears  a  quickening  footstep  sound. 
Lightly  it  comes,  and  nearer  does  it  bound ; 
^is  Bateman's  self, — He  springs  into  her  arms, 
^is  he  that  clasps,  and  chides  her  vain  alarms. 
. "  Yet  why  this  lilence? — I  have  waited  long, 
"  And  the  cold  storm  has  yell'd  the  trees  among, 
"  And  now  thou'rt  here  my  fears  are  fled — ^yet  speak, 
**  Why  does  the  salt  tear  moisten  on  thy  cheek  1 
*«  Say,  what  is  wrong?" — Now,  through  a  parting  cloud. 
The  pale  moon  peer'd  from  her  tempestuous  shroud, 
C3 
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And  Batemaps  &ce  was  ^ei^; — 'tw^^f  d^;|(lly  wbjlf, 
Aod  sorrow  seem'd  to  sicken  in  bis  sligk\* 
*'  Oh,  speak  my  love!"  again  the  maid  conjur'd, 
"  Why  is  thy  hesirt  in  sullen  wqe  ixxmuf^V'- 
He  rais'd  his  head,  and  thrice  es$ay'd  to  t^ll,, 
Thrice  from  his  lips  the  un|inish'd  acc^qts  ^^; 
When  thus  at  last  reluctantly  he  firqk^ 
His  boding  silence,  and  (he  piaid  bespoke* . 
**  Orieve  not,  my  love,  but  ere  the  moin  adi^ance, 
**  I,  on  tjiese  fields  must  cast  my  pa^'ting  gMc^; 
*'  For  three  long  years,  by  cruel  f2|te'§  popo^aq^, 
**  I  go  to  languish  in  a  foreign  l^nd. 
*'  Oh,  Margaret!  omens  dire  have  metpi^y  yiew, 
**  Say,  when  far  distant,  wilt  thou  bear  ppie  truet 
**  Should  honours  tempt  thee,  and  should  riches  ^e, 
**  Wotfldst  thou  forget  thin^  ardent  yows  |o  n;e, 
**  And  on  the  silken  couch  of  wealth  reclin'dl, 
''  Banish  thy  £iit)iful  Bi^teipan  irpm  thy  mipc|^" 

\ 
Oh !  why,  replies  the  maid,  np^y  faith  thus  prove. 
Canst  thou!  ah,  canst  tho^  th^n  suspect  my  love! 
Hear  me,  just  God !  if,  from  my  traitprous  h^art. 
My  Bateman's  fond  reniembrance  e'^r  shall  p^ 
If,  when  he  hail  again  his  native  sl^ore. 
He  find  his  Margaret  true  to  him  no  noioret. 
May  fiends  of  hell,  and  every  power  of  drei^d. 
Conjoined,  then  drag  me  from  n^  perjured  bed. 
And  hurl  me  hea41oqg  dowi%  these  awful  steeps. 
To  find  deserved  death  in  yonder  deeps!* 

•  This  part  of  the  Trent  is  commonly , called  "  The  CUftm  Deeps/ 
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Tbus  spafce  the  maid,  and  from  ber  finger  drew 

A  golden  ring,  and  broke  it  quick  in  two; 

One  half  she  ip  her  lovely  basom  hides, 

The  other,  trembling,  to  her  love  confides. 

«  This  bind  the  vow,"  she  said,  "  this  mystic  charm, 

*'  No  future  recantation  can  dsarm, 

"  The  rite  vindictive  does  the  fates  involve, 

"  No  tears  can  move  it,  no  regrets  dissolve." 

She  ceas'd.    The  death-biid  gave  a  dismal  crj. 
The  river  moan'd,  tlic  wild  gale  whistled  by. 
And  once  again  the  lady  of  the  night. 
Behind  a  heavy  cloud  withdrew  her  light. 
Trembling  ^e  view'd  these  portents  with  dismty: 
But  gently  Bateman  kisaM  ber  fears  away: 
Yet  still  he  felt  conc^'d  a  secret  smart. 
Still  melancholy  boditigs  fill'd  his  heart. 

When  to  the  distant  kfnd  the  youth  wais  s^» 
A  lonely  life  the  moody  maiden  led. 
Still  would  she  trace  each  dear,  each  well-known  waH^ 
Still  by  the  moonlight  to  her  love  would  talk. 
And  fancy  ad  she  pfu;ed  s^aong  the  trees. 
She  heard  hia  whispers  in  the  dying  breeze. 
Thus  two  years  glided  on,  in  ^ent  grief; 
The  third,  her  bosom  own'd  the  kind  relief; 
Absence  had  cool'd  her  love; — the  impoverished  flame 
Was  dwindling  &st,  when  lo!  the  tempter  came;: 
He  offer'd  weakh,  and  a^  the  jc^s  of  life, 
And  the  weak  ms^  became  another's  wife! 
C4 
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Six  guilty  months  bad  mark'd  the  false  one's  crioie. 

When  Bateman  hail'd  once  more  his  native  clime. 

Sure  of  her  constancy,  elate  he  came. 

The  lovely  partner  of  his  soul  to  claim. 

Dght  was  his  heart,  as  up  the  well-known  way 

He  bent  his  steps — and  all  his  thoughts  were  gay. 

Oh !  who  can  paint  his  agonizing  throes. 

When  on  his  ear  the  fatal  news  arose. 

Cbiird  with  amazement, — senseless  with  the  blow. 

He  stood  a  marble  monument  of  woe. 

Till  call'd  to  all  the  horrors  of  despair. 

He  smote  his  brow,  and  tore  his  horrent  hair; 

Then  rush'd  impetuous  from  the  dreadful  spot. 

And  sought  those  scenes,  (by  memory  ne'er  forgot) 

Those  scenes,  the  witness  of  their  growing  flame. 

And  now  like  witnesses  of  Margaret's  shame. 

TVas  night — he  sought  the  river's  lonely  shore. 

And  trac'd  again  their  former  wanderings  o'er. 

Now  on  the  bank  in  silent  grief  he  stood. 

And  gaz'd  intently  on  the  stealing  flood. 

Death  in  hb  mien,  and  madness  in  his  eye. 

He  watch'd  the  waters  as  they  murmur'd  by; 

Bade  the  base  murderess  triumph  o'er  his  grave—* 

Prepar'd  to  plunge  into  the  whelming  wave. 

Yet  still  he  stood  irresolutely  bent. 

Religion  sternly  stay'd  his  rash  intent. 

He  knelt. — Cool  play'd  upon  his  cheek  the  wind. 

And  faun'd  the  fever  of  his  maddening  mind. 

The  willows  wav'd,  the  stream  it  sweetly  swept. 

The  paly  moonbeam  on  its  surface  slept. 
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And  all  was  peace; — be  ftlt  the  general  C9hn 
O'er  hb  racked  bosom  shed  a  genial  balm: 
When  casting  far  behind  his  streaming  eye. 
He  saw  the  Grove, — in  fancy  saw  her  lie. 
His  Margaret,  lull'd  ^n  Germain's*  arms  to  rest. 
And  all  the  demon  rose  Within  his  breast. 
Convulsive  now,  he  clench'd  his  trembHng  hand. 
Cast  his  dark  eye  once  more  upcm  the  land. 
Then,  at  one  sfoing  he  spum'd  the  yielding  bank» 
And  in  the  calm  deceitful  current  sank. 

Sad,  on  the  solitude  of  night,  the  sound. 

As  in  the  stream  he  f^ung'd  was  heard  around: 

Then  all  was  still, — the  wave  was  rough  no  more. 

The  river  swept  as  sweetly  as  before. 

The  willows  wav'd,  the  moonbeam  shone  serene. 

And  peace  returning  brooded  o'er  the  scene. 

Now,  see  upon  the  peijur'd  fair  one  hang 
Remorse's  glooms  and  never-ceasing  pang. 
Full  well  she  knew,  repentant  now  too  late. 
She  soon  must  bow  beneath  the  stroke  of  fate. 
But,  for  the  babe  she  bcMre  beneath  her  breast. 
The  offended  God  prolong'd  her  life  unblest. 
But  fast  the  fleeting  moments  roll'd  away. 
And  near,  and  nearer  drew  the  dreaded  day; 
That  day,  foredoom'd  to  give  her  child  the  light. 
And  hurl  its  mother  to  the  shades  of  night. 

*  Gennaio  is  the  traditioiiary  name  of  her  huslHiDd. 
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The  hour  vnmd,  sad  frott  the  wr«tcbed  wif« 

The  guiltless  baby  stnig^d  into  life» — 

As  night  drew  oo,  aroufid  hex  bed,  a  baiid 

Of  friends  and  kindred  kindlj  took  ikmr  stmid; 

lu  holy  prayer  they  paas'd  the  eteephig  time. 

Intent  to  expiate  her  awful  ceime. 

Their  prayers  were  fruitle8s.r^As  the  nidnisht  came, 

A  heavy  sleep  oppressed  each  wvary  fraooe. 

In  vain  they  strove  i^;ainst  the  p'erwhelnaiag  load^ 

Some  power  unseen  their  dmwsy  lids  beakrode. 

They  slept>  'till  in  the  blushing  eastern  sky 

The  bloomy  morning  oped  Mr  dewy  eye; 

Then  wakeniiif  wide  they  soiig^  th^  raviah'd  bed. 

But  lo!  the  haple^  Mai^ret  was ied; 

And  never  more  the  wccfii^  tnda  were  dooat'd 

To  view  the  ftlse  one,  in  the  deeps  intonb'd. 

The  neighbouring  rustics  told  that  in  the  night 

They  heard  sudi  screams,  as  Iroze  them  with  affvigbl; 

And  many  an  infimt  al  ite  motbet'a  breast,. 

Started  dismi^d,  from  its  unthiakiog  rest. 

And  even  now,  upoii  the  heath  forkurn. 

They  shew  the  path,  down  wliicb  the  faur  wat  bonie. 

By  the  fell  demons,  to  the  yawning  wave, 

Her  own,  and  miirder'd  lovei^s,  mutual  grave*. 

Such  is  the  tale,  so  sad,  to  memory  dear. 
Which  oft  in  youth  has  cbana'd  my  iislening  ear* 
That  tale,  which  bade  me  find  redoubled  sweela 
In  the  drear  sileace  of  these  dadc  retivats; 
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And  even  safff  wWi  V^t\m^^J  PPW^, 
Adds  a  new  pkasuire  to  tbe  k^q^  b<mr. 
'Mid  all  the  cfiarpis  |>y  Biggie  N^?e  giwi 
To  this  wUd  ^pol^  tl|is  subliiimry  h^avcD, 
W^  4^^^^  jo^r  epUm^ast  F^pey  1^M9 
On  the  attenf|{^  legend  of  tbe  spepeo* 
This,  sheds  a  |i^i|ry  Ipstre  pa  the  flqods^ 
And  breathes  a  nieUctwf  r  glopm  upon  the  «ftod§j 
This,  as  the  dist^^t  q^t^tract  smlls  a«mi|d. 
Gives  a  roms|^Uc  f^adeq^e^  to  the  sowid; 
This,  and  th^  <]eep'niQg  ^en^  th^  alley  green. 
The  silver  flfre^iQi,  with  $edgy  tufta  between. 
The  ma^sy  lOt^H,  the  wood-e»coaipass'd  kas. 
The  broonpHilad  htenda,  and  the  noddbf  trees^ 
The  lengthei^ii]^  vista,  and  the  preaeii^  ^cnni* 
The  Y^rcblQt  pi^way  breathiag  waste  perfluae; 
These  are  thy  ehar«ns,  tbe  jo^s  whieh  th«e  iiof^ 
Bind  thee,  blest  Clifton  I  close  aroimd  my  bearl. 

Dear  Native  Gf<ove!  whereV#  my  devioufl  liaek. 
To  thee  will  Memory  lead  the  wanderer  back. 
Whether  in  Amo's  polish'd  vales  I  stray, 
Or,  where  '*  Oswego's  swamps"  obstruct  the  day; 
Or  wander  lone,  where  wildering  and  wide. 
The  tumbling  torrent  laves  St.  Gothard^s  »de; 
Or,  by  old  Tejo's  classic  margent  muse. 
Or  stand  entranc'd  with  Pyrillean  views; 
Still,  still  to  thee,  where'er  my  footsteps  roam. 
My  heart  shall  point,  and  lead  the  wanderer  home* 
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When  splendor  offers^  and  when  Fanie  incites, 

rU  paxise,  and  tlunk  of  all  thy  dear  delights/ 

Reject  the  boon,  and  weary^  with  the  change. 

Renounce  the  wish  which  first  induced  to  range; 

Tom  to  these  scenes,  these  well-known  scenes  once  more^ 

IVace  once  again  Old  Trent's  romantic  shore. 

And  tir'd  with  worfds,  and  all  their  busy  ways. 

Here  waste  the  little  remnant  of  my  days. 

But,  if  the  Fates  should  tliis  last  wish  deny. 

And  doom  me  on  some  foreign  shore  to  die; 

Oh!  should  it  please  the  world's  supernal  King, 

That  weltering  waves  my  funeral  dirge  shall  sing; 

Or,  that  my  corse,  should  on  some  desert  strand, 

lie,  stretchM  beneath  the  Simoom's  blastmg  hand ; 

Still,  though  miwept  I  find  a  stranger  tomb. 

My  qprite  shaU  wander  through  this  favorite  gloom> 

Ride  on  the  wind  that  sweeps  the  leafless  grove. 

Sigh  on  the  wood-blast  of  the  dark  alcove. 

Sit,  a  lorn  spectre,  on  yon  well-known  grave, 

Andmixitsmoanings  with  the  desert  wave. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


L 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


GONDOLINE; 

A  BALLAD. 


THE  night  it  was  stilly  and  the  moon  it  shone 

Serenely  on  the  Sea, 
And  the  waves  at  the  foot  of  tlie  rifted  rock 

They  murniur'd  pleasantly. 

When  Gondoline  roani'd  along  the  shore, 

A  maiden  full  fair  to  the  sight; 
Though  love  had  made  bleak  the  rose  on  her  cheek. 

And  tum'd  it  to  deadly  white. 

Her  thoughts  they  were  drear,  and  the  silent^  tear 

It  fill'd  her  faint  blue  eye, 
As  oft  she  heard,  in  fancy's  ear. 

Her  Bertrand's  dying  sigh. 

Her  Bertrand  was  the  bravest  youth 

Of  all  our  good  King's  men. 
And  he  was  gone  to  the  Holy  Land 

To  fight  the  Saracen. 
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And  nmny  a  month  had  pass'd  away^ 

And  many  a  rolling  year. 
But  nothing  the  maid  from  Palestine 

Could  of  her  lover  hear. 

Full  oft  she  vainly  tried  to  pierce 

The  Ocean's  misty  face ; 
Full  oft  she  thought  her  lover's  bark 

She  on  the  wave  could  trace. 

And  every  night  she  placed  a  light 
In  the  high  rock's  lonely  tower. 

To  guide  her  lover  to  the  land. 

Should  the  murky  tempest  lower. 

But  now  despair  had  seiz'd  her  breast. 

And  sunken  in  her  eye: 
<<  Oh!  tell  me  but  if  Bertrand  live, 

'*  And  I  in  peace  will  die" 

She  wander'd  o'er  the  lonely  shore. 
The  Curlew  scream'd  above. 

She  heard  the  scream  with  a  sickening  heart. 
Much  boding  of  her  love. 

Yet  still  she  kept  her  lonely  way. 

And  this  was  all  her  cry, 
•'  Oh!  tell  me  but  if  Bertrand  live, 

*'  And  I  in  peace  shall  die.'' 
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And  now  she  came  to  a  ho^ible  rift 
All  in  the  rod^'s  hard  aide,  , 

A  bleak,  and  blasted  oak,  o'ehpxesA 
The  cavern  yawning  wide.  • , 

And  pendant  from  its  dismal  top 
The  deadly  night-shade  hung. 

The  hemlock,  and  the  aconite. 
Across  the  mouth  were  flung. 

And  all  within,. was  dark,  and  drear. 

And  all  without,  was  calm. 
Yet  Gondoiine  entered,  her  soul  upheld 
'    By  some  deep-working  charm. 

And,  as  she  entered  the  cavern  wide. 
The  moonbeam  gleamed  pale, 

AndxShe  saw  a  suake  on  tlie  craggy  rock. 
It  dung^  by  its  slimy  tail. 

Her  foot  it  slipp'd,  and  she  stood  aghast. 
She  trod  on  a  bloated  toad ; 

Yet  still,  npheld  by  the  secret  charm. 
She  kept  C|K)n  her  road.   ^ 

And  now  upon  her  frozen  ear 
Mysterious  sounds  arose. 
So,  on  the  mountain's  piny  top. 

The  blustering  North-vrind  blows. 
VOL.  II.  .     ^ 
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Then'fiirious  peals  of  laughter  loud 

Were  heard  wHh  thunderiDg  sound. 

Till  they  died  away,  in  soft  decay. 
Low  whiqpering  o'er  the  ground. 

Yet  still  the  maiden  onward  went. 
The  charm  yet  onward  led. 

Though  each  big  glaring  ball  of  sight 
Seemed  bursting  from  her  head. 

But  now  a  pale  blu^  light  she  daw. 

It  from  a  distance  came. 
She  followed,  tiU  upon  her  sight. 

Burst  full  a  flockl  of  flame. 

She  stood  appall'd ;  yet  still  the  charm 

Upheld  her  smking  soul. 
Yet  each  bent  knee  the  other  smote. 

And  each  wild  eye  dul  roll. 

And  such  a  sight  as  she  saw  there. 

No  mortal  saw  before. 
And  such  a  sight  as  she  saw  there. 

No  mortal  shall  see  more. 

A  burning  cauldron  stood  in  the  midst. 
The  flame  was  fierce;  and  high. 

And  all  the  cave  so  wide  and  long. 
Was  plainly  seen  thereby. 
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And  round  about  the  caukiroo  stout 
Twelve  withered  witches  stood : 

Their  waists  were  bound  with  living  snakes. 
And  their  hair  was  stiff  with  blood. 

Their  hands  were  gory  too;  and  red 
And  fiercely,  flamed  their  eyes ; 

And  they  were  muttering  indistinct 
Their  hellish  mysteries. 

And  suddenly  they  join'd  their  hands. 

And  uttered  a  joyous  cry. 
And  round  about  the  cauldron  stout 

They  danced  right  merrily. 

And  now  they  stopt;  and  each  prepared 

To  tell  what  she  had  done. 
Since  last  the  Lady  of  the  night. 

Her  waning  course  had  run. 

Behind  a  rock  stood  Gondoline, 
Thick  weeds  her  face  did  veil. 

And  she  leaned  fearful  forwarder. 
To  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 

The  first  arose :  She  said  she'd  seen 

Rare  ^rt,  since  the  blind  cat  mew'd. 
She'd  been  to  sea,  in  a  leaky  sieve, 
'       And  a  jovial  storm  had  brew'd. 
P2 
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She  call'd  around  the  winged  winds. 

And  raised  a  devilish  rout ; 
And  she  laugh'd  so  loud,  the  peals  were  heard 

Full  fifteen  leagues  about. 

She  said  there  was  a  little  bark 

Upon  the  roaring  wave. 
And  there  was  a  woman  there  who'd  been 

To  see  her  husband's  grave. 

And  she  had  got  a  child  in  her  arms. 

It  was  her  only  child. 
And  oft  its  little  infant  pranks 

Her.  heavy  heart  beguil'd. 

And  there  was  too  in  that  same  bark, 

A  father,  and  his  son ; 
The  lad  was  sickly,  and  the  sirq 

Was  old,  and  woe-begone. 

And  when  the  tempest  waxed  strong. 
And  the  bark  could  no  more  it  'bide. 

She  said,  it  was  jovial  fun  to  hear 
How  the  poor  devils  cried. 

The  mother  clasp'd  her  orphan  child 

Unto  her  breast  and  wept ; 
And  sweetly  folded  in  her  arms 

The  careless  baby  slept 
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And  she  told  bow,  in  the  shape  o'the  wind 

As  manfully  it  roar'd. 
She  twisted  her  hand  in  the  infant's  hair 

And  threw  it  overboard. 

And  to  have  seen  the  mother's  pangs, 

Twas  a  glorious  sight  to  see ; 
The  crew  could  scarcely  hold  her  down 

From  jumping  in  the  sea. 

The  hag  held  a  lock  of  the  hair  in  her  hand. 

And  it  was  soflr  and  fair. 
It  must  haive  been  a  lovely  child. 

To  have  had  such  lovely  hair. 

And  she  said,  the  father  in  his  arms 

He  held  his  sickly  son. 
And  his  dying  throes  they  fast  arose. 

His  pains  were  nearly  done* 

And  she  throttled  the  youth  with  her  sinewy  hands. 

And  his  face  grew  deadly  blue ; 
And  the  father  he  tore  his  thin  grey  hair. 

And  kiss'd  the  livid  hue. 

And  then  she  told,  how  she  bored  a  hole 

In  the  bark,  and  it  fill'd  away ; 
And  'twas  rare  to  hear,  how  some  did  swear. 

And  some  did  vow,  and  pray. 
D  3   ' 
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The  man,  and  woman^  they  soon  were  dead^ 
The  sailors  their  strength  did  urge; 

But  the  billows  that  beat,  were  their  winding-sheet^ 
And  the  winds  sung  their  funeral  dirge. 

She  threw  the  infant's  hair  in  the  fire. 

The  red  flame  flamed  high. 
And  round  about  the  cauldron  stout 

They  danced  right  merrily. 

The  second  begun,  she  said  she  had  done 
The  task  that  Queen  Hecaf  had  set  her^ 

And  that  the  devil,  the  father  of  evil. 
Had  never  accomplished  a  better. 

She  said,  there  was  an  aged  woman 

And  she  had  a  daughter  fair, 
Whos^  evil  habits  flU'd  her  heart 

With  misery  and  care. 

The  daughter  had  a  paramour, 

A  wicked  man  was  he. 
And  oft  the  woman,  him  against. 

Did  murmur  grievously. 

And  the  hag  had  werked  the  daughter  up 

To  murder  her  old  mother* 
That  then  she  might  «eize  on  all  h^  gpods,. 

And  wanton  with  ber  Joven 
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And  one  night  as  the  old  won»n 

Was  Ads,  and  ill  in  bed. 
And  pondering  sorely  on  the  life 

Her  wicked  daughter  led* 

She  heard  her  footstep  on  the  floor, 
And  she  rab'd  her  pallid  head. 
And  she  saw  her  daughter,  with  a  knife. 

Approaching  to  her  bed* 

\ 

And  she  said,  my  child,  Vm  very  ill, 

I  have  not  long  to  live. 
Now  kiss  my  cheek,  that  ere  I  die 

Thy  sins  I  may  forgive. 

And  the  murderess  bent  to  kiss  her  cheek. 
And  she  lifted  the  sharp,  br^t  knift. 

And  the  mother  saw  her  feU  intent. 
And  hard  she  begg'd  for  life. 

But  prayers  would  nothing  her  avail. 
And  she  scream'd  loud  with  fear ; 

But  the  house  was  lone,  and  the  piercing  scmms 
Could  reach  no  human  ear. 

And  though  that  she  was  sick,  and  old. 
She  struggled  hard,  and  fought ; 

The  murderess  cut  three  fingers  through 
Ere  she  could  reach  her  throat. 
D  4 
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And  the  hag  she  hdd  Ak  fingers  np. 

The  skin  was  mangled  sore. 
And  they  all  agreed  a  nobler  deed 
V  Was  never  done  before; 

And  she  threwthe  fingers  m  the  fire. 
The  red  flame  flamed  high. 

And  round  about  the  cauldron  stout 
They  danced  right  merrily. 

The  third  arose:  She  said  she'd  been 

To  Holy  Palestine; 
And  seen  more  blood  in  one  short  day, 

Thau  they  had  all  seed  in  nine. 

Now<7ondoline,  with  fearfiil  steps. 

Drew  nearer  to  Oe  flame. 
For  much  she  dreaded  now  to  hear 
^    Her  hapless  lover's  nam^. 

The  hag  related  then  the  ^oits 

Of  that  eventfiil  clay. 
When  on  the  well-contfestM  field 

Full  fifteen  thousand  lay. 

She  said,  that  she  in  humail  goire. 
Above  the  knees  did  wade. 

And  that  no  tdngue  c6uM  truly  tell 
The  tricks  she^m  h^d  pla/d« 
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Tbeo  was  a  galbnft  ftaliir'd  jFOutb, 

Who  lil^e  a  hero  fei^t ; 
He  kiss'd  a  bracelet  on  his  ynAA,    ' 

And  every  danger  sought. 

And  in  a  vassd's  gaib  disguia^d 

Unto  the  knight  she  sues, 
And  tells  him  she  from  Britam  cames^ 

And  brings  unwelcome  nevm^ 

That  three  days'eie  a^ehad  embark'd* 
His  love  had  giinen  her  ii^nd. 

Unto  a  wealthy  Thane  :-^^aiid  thotigbt 
Him  dead  in  holy  Itod, 

And  to  have  seen  how  he  did  wtitfae 
When  this  her  tale  sU  told. 

It  would  have  made  a  wiaardls  Mood 
Within  hb  heart  run  cold.. 

Then  fierce  he  spurred  Ins  wanior  ste^ 
And  sought  the  battle'3  bed : 

And  soon  all  mandril  b'er.widi  w6«ds 
He  on  the  cold  turf  bUd* 

And  from  his  smokiog  oonb,  the  toie. 

His  head,  half  clqwe  itt  two. 
She  ceas'd,  and  from  beneath  her  gadby 

The  bloody  trophy.drais. 
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Hie  eyes  were  starting  from  tbeir  so^ 

The  mouth  It  ghastly  grum'd. 
And  there  was  a  gash  across  the  brow. 

The  scxip  was  nearly  skinn'd. 

Twis  Bbbtb and's  Head  ! !  WHh  a  terriUe  scream. 

The  maiden  gave  a  spring. 
And  from  her  fearliii  hiding-place 

She  fell  into  the  ring. 

The  lights  they  fled, — the  cauldron  snnk. 

Deep  thunders  shook  the  dome. 
And  h<^ow  peals  of  laughter  came 

Resounding  through  the  gloom. 

Insensible,  the  maiden  lay 

Upon  the  hellish  ground : 
And  still  mysterious  sounds  were  heard 

At  intervals  around. 

Sie  woke^i— she  half  arose, — and  wiM, 

She  cast  a  horrid  glare. 
The  sounds  had  ceas'dy  the  lights  had  fled. 

And  all  ^as  stillness  there^ 

And  through  an  awning  in  the  rock. 

The  moon  it  sweetly  shone. 
And  shew'd  a  river  m  the  cave 

Whicb  dismally  did  moan. 
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The  stream  was  black,  it  sounded  deq> 
As  it  rush'd  the  rocks  between. 

It  offered  well,  for  madness  fired 
The  breast  of  Gondoline. 

She  plunged  in,  the  torrent  moan'd 
With  its  accustomed  sound. 

And  hollow  peals  of  laughter  loud 
Again  rebellow'd  round. 

The  maid  was  seen  no  more, — But  oft 
Her  ghost  is  known  to  glide. 

At  midnight's  silent^  solemn  hour. 
Along  the  ocean's  side. 


LINES 

WKITTBN  ON  A  SURVEY  OP  THE  HEAVENS, 

In  the  Momiiig  before  Day-break. 

YE  many-twinkling  stars,  who  yet  do  hold 
Your  brilliant  places  in  the  sable  vault 
Of  night's  dominions ! — Planets,  and  central  orbs 
Of  other  systems ! — big  as  the  burning  sun, 
'  Which  lights  this  nether  globe, — yet  to  our  eye. 
Small  as  the  glow-worm's  lamp ! — ^To  you  I  raise 
My  lowly  orisons,  while  all  bewilder'd. 
My  vision  strays  o'er  your  etherial  hosts. 
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Too  Tast»  too  boundless,  for  our  uarrqw  mind. 

Warped  with  low  prejudices,  to  infold. 

And  sagely  con^rehend.    Thence  higher  soaring ; 

Through  ye,  I  raise  my  solemn  thoughts  to  him ! 

The  mighty  founder  of  this  wondrous  maze. 

The  great  Creator!  Him !  who  now  sublime 

Whipt  in  the  solitary  amplitude 

Of  boundless  space,  above  the  rolling  spheres 

Sits  on  lus  silent  throne,  and  meditates. 

The  angelic  hosts  in  their  inferior  Heaven, 

Hynm  to  then:  golden  harps  his  praise  sublime. 

Repeating  loud,  *^  The  Lord  our  God  is  great/' 

In  varied  harmonies. — ^The  glorious  sounds 

K<^  o^er  the  air  serene — ^The  .£olian  sphere^if, 

Harping  along  their  viewless  boundaries. 

Catch  the  iuU  note,  and  cry,  **  The  Lord  is  great'' 

Responding  to  the  Seraphim. — O'er  all. 

From  orb  to  orb,  to  the  remotest  verge 

Of  the  created  worlds  the  sound  is  borne  ^ 

Till  the  whole  universe  is  full  of  Him. 

Oh!  'tis  this  heavenly  harmony  which  now 
In  fancy  strikes  upon  my  listening  ear 
And  thrills  my  inmost  soul.    It  bids  me  smile 
On  the  vain  world,  and  all  its  bustling  cares. 
And  gives  a  shadowy  glimpse  of  future  bliss. 

Oh !  what  is  man,  when  at  ambition's  height. 
What  even  are  kings,  when  balanced  m  the  scale 
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Of  these  stupendous  worids !  Almighty  God ! 
Thou,  the  dread  author  of  these  wond'rous  woiiu! 
Say,  caost  thou  cast  on  me,  poor  passing  worm. 
One  look  of  kind  benevolence  1 — ^Thou  canst: 
For  thou  art  ftdl  of  universal  love. 
And  in  th j  boundless  goodness  wilt  impart 
Thy  beams  as  well  to  me,  as  to  the  proud. 
The  pageant  insects,  of  -a  glUtering  hour. 

Oh !  when  reflecting  on  these  truths  sublime. 

How  insignificant  do  all  the  joys, 

llie  gaudes,  and  honours  of  the  world  appear! 

How  vain  ambition !— Why  has  my  wakeful  lamp 

Outwatch'd  the  slow-pac'd  night? — Why  oitt  the  page. 

The  schoolman's  laboured  page,  have  I  employ'd 

The  hours  devoted  by  the  world  to  rest. 

And  needful  to  recruit  exhausted  nature  t 

Say,  can  the  voice  of  narrow  Fame  repay 

The  loss  of  health  ?  or  can  the  hope  of  glory. 

Lend  a  new  throb  into  my  languid  heart. 

Cool,  even  now,  my  feverish,  achmg  brow. 

Relume  the  fires  of  this  deep-sunken  eye. 

Or  paint  new  colours  on  this  pallid  cheek  1 

Say,  foolish  one-M»n  that  unbodied  Fame, 
For  which  thou  barterest  health  and  happiness. 
Say,  can  it  soothe  the  stumbers  of  the  gravel 
Give  a  new  zest  to  bliss  J  or  chase  the  pangs 
Of  everlastmg  punbhment  condign  1         ' 
^  Alas !  how  vain  are  mortal  unan's  desires ! 
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How  fruitless  bis  pursuits !  Eternal  God  I 
Guidie  thou  my  footsteps  in  the  way  of  truth. 
And  oh !  assist  me  so  to  live  on  earth. 
That  I  may  die  in  peace,  and  dakn  a  place 
In  thy  high  dwelling. — All  but  thb  is  foUy, 
The  vain  illusions  of  deceitful  life. 


LINES, 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE  SPOEEK   BT  ▲  LOVER,  AT  THE  GRAVE  OT 

-  HIS  MISTRESS. 

Oecasioned  by  &  Sitaatioii  in  a  Rouance. 

MARY,  the  moon  is  sleeping  on  thy  grave. 

And  on  the  turf  thy  lover  sad  b  kneeling. 

The  big  tear  in  his  eye.— -Mary  awake,  . 

From  thy  dark  house  arise,  and  bless  his  sight 

On  the  pale  moonbeam  gliding.     Soft,  and  low. 

Pour  on  the  silver  ear  of  night  thy  tale. 

Thy  whisper'd  tale,  of  comfort,  and  of  love. 

To  soothe  thy  Edward's  lorn,  distracted  soul,^ 

And  cheer  his  breaking  heart. — Come,  as  thou  didst. 

When  o'er  the  barr^  moors  the  night-wind  howl'd. 

And  the  deep  thunders  shook  the  ebon  throne 

Of  the  startled  night. — O !  then,  as  lone  reclining, 

I  listen'd  sadly,  to  the  dismal  storm, 

Hiou,  on  the  lambent  lightnings  wild  careering 

Didst  strike  my  moody  eye  :^rdead  pale  thou  wert,  . 
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Yet  passing  lovely. — ^Tbon  didst  smHe  upon  tne. 
And  oh !  thy  voice  it  rose  so  niimcal» 
Betwixt  the  hollow  pauses  of  the  storm. 
That  at  the  sound  the  whids  forgot  to  rave. 
And  the  stem  demon  of  the  tempest,  charm'd 
Sunk  on  his  rocking  throne,  to  still  repose. 
Locked  in  tiiie  arras  of  silence. 

Spirit  of  her ! 
My  only  love ! — O !  now  agam  arise. 
And  let  once  more  thine  aery  accents  fall 
Soft  on  my  listening  ear.    The  night  is  calm. 
The  gloomy  willows  wave  in  sinking  cadence 
With  the  stream  that  sweeps  below.    Divinely  swelling 
On  the  still  air,  the  distant  waterfeU 
Mingles  its  melody ; — and  high,  above. 
The  pensive  empress  of  the  solemn  night. 
Fitful,  emerging  from  the  rapid  clouds. 
Shews  her  chaste  face,  in  the  meridian  sky. 
No  wicked  elves  upon  the  Warioek-knoll 
Dare  now  assemble  at  their  mystic  revels. 
It  is  a  night,  when  from  their  primrose  beds» 
The  gentle  ghosts  of  injured  innocents. 
Are  known  to  rise,  and  wander  on  the  breeze. 
Or  take  their  stand  by  the  of^ressor's  couch, 
And  strike  grim  terror  to  his  guilty  soul. 
The  spirit  of  my  love  might  now  awake. 
And  hold  its  customed  converse. 

Mary,  lo! 
Thy  Edward  kneels  vspoa  thy  verdant  grave. 
And  calls  upon  thy  name. — ^The  breeae  that  blows 
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On  his  wan  checicy  will  &Hm  sweep  overbim 
In  solemn  music,  a  funereal  dirge. 
Wild  and  most  s<^rowful.^ — ^His  cheek  is  pale. 
The  worm  that  pre/d  upon  Hhy  yputhfol  Uoom, 
It  eanker'd  green  on  his.— Now  lost^be  stands. 
The  ghost  of  what  he  was,  and  the  cold  dew 
Which  bathes  bis  aching  temples,  gives  sure  cnnen 

Of  speedy  dissolution. Mary,  soon. 

Thy  love  will  lay  his  pallid  cheek  to  tbine^ 
And  sweetly  will  he  sleep  with  thee  in  death* 


MY  STUDY, 

A  Lcitter  in  Hudibrastic  Verse. 

YOU  bidi  me,  Ned,  describe  the  place 
Where  I,  one  of  the  rhyming  race,    . 
Pursue  my  studies  cm  amore, 
And  wanton  with  the  muse  in  glory. 

Well,  figure  to  your  senses  sti^gfat. 
Upon  the  houses  topmost  height, 
A  closet,  just  six  feet  by  four. 
With  white-wash'd  walls,  and  plaster  floor. 
So  noble  large,  His  scarcely  able 
To  admit  a  single  chair  and  table : 
And  (lest  the  muse  should  die  with  cold) 
A  smoky  grale  my  fire  to. hold : 
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So  wonderoas  inudl,  'twouM  mlich  it  jMMe 
To  melt  the  ice-drop  on  one's  nose ; 
And  yet  so  big,  it  cotelrs  <)'er. 
Full  half  the  si>^doi«3  Toom  and  more. 

A  window  vainly  stuffed  about. 

To  keep  November's  breezes  out ^ 

So  crazy,  that  the  panes  proelaim. 

That  soon  they  mean  to  leave  the  frim^  . 

My  furniture,  I  sure  liaay  crack— ' 

A  broken  chair  Uritliotit  a  back ; 

A  table,  wanting  just  two  leg^  ^     . 

One  end  sustained  by  wooden  pegs ; 

A  desk — of  that  I  am  not  fervent,  .. 

The  work  of.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant; 

(Who,  though  I  say't,  am  na  such  fumbler) 

A  glass  decanter  and  a  tumbler. 

From  which,  my  ni^1>pardied  throat  I  lave, 

Luxurious,  with  the  lunpid  wave. 

A  chest,  of  drawers,,  in  antiquc^eetions,. 

And  saw'd  by  me,  in  all  directions; 

So  snudl.  Sir,  that  whoever  views  'em. 

Swears  nothing  but »  doll  could  use  'em» 

To  these,  if  you  #ill  add  a  store, 

Of  oddities  upon  the  floor, 

A  pair  of  globes,  electric  balls. 

Scales,  quadrants,  prisms  and  cobler^s  awb. 

And  crowds  of  books,  on  rotten  shelves. 

Octavos,  folios,  quartos,  twelves; 

VOL.  II.  E 
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I  think,  dear  Ned,  you  curious  dog, 

You'll  have  my  earthly  catalogue. 

But  stay, — I  nearly  had  left  out 

My  bellows  destitute  of  snout ; 

And  on  the  walls, — Good  Heavens !  why  there 

IVe  such  a  load  of  precious  ware. 

Of  heads,  and  coins,  and  silver  mectols. 

And  organ  works,  and  broken  pedsJs, 

(For  I  was  once  a  building  music. 

Though  soon  of  that  employ  I  grew  sick) 

And  skeletons  of  laws  which  shoot     " 

All  out  of  one  primordial  root ; 

That  you,  at  such  a  sight,  would  snsear , 

Confusion's  self  had  s^ed  there. 

There  stands,  just  by  a  broken  iqphere, 

A  Cicero  without  an  ear, 

A  neck,  on  which  by  logic  good 

I  know  for  sure  a  head  wuse  stood ; 

But  who  it  was  the  able  master. 

Had  moulded  in  the  mimic  plaster. 

Whether  'twas  Pope,  or  Coke,  or.Bum, 

I  never  yet, could  justly  learn: 

But  knowing  well,  that  any  head 

Is  made  to  answer  for  the  dead, 

(And  sculptors  first  their  faces  frame. 

And  after  pitch  upon  a  name. 

Nor  think  it  oiight  of  a  mbnomer  x 

To  christen  Chaucer's  busto.  Homer,  ^ 

Because  they  both  have  beards,  which  yon  know 

Will  mark  them  well  from' Joan,  and  Juno,) 
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For  some  great  man,  I  could  not  teU 
iBut  Neck  might  answer  just  as  well. 
So  perchM  it  up»  all  in  a  row 
With  Chatham  and  with  Cicero. 

Then  all  around  in  just  degree, 
A  range  of  portraits  you  may  see. 
Of  mighty  men,  and  eke  of  women 
Who  are  no  whit  inferior  to  men. 

With  these  fair  dames^  and  heroes  round, 

I  call  my  garret  classic  gtound. 

For  though  confin'd,  'twill  well  contain 

The  ideal  flights  of  Madam  Brain. 

No  dungeon's  walls,  no  cell  confin'd. 

Can  cramp  the  energies  of  mind ! 

Thus,  though  my  heart  may  seem  so  small, 

Fye  friends  and  'twill  contain  them  all; 

And  should  it  e'er  become  so  cold 

That  these,  it  will  no  longer  hold^ 

No  more  may  Heaven  her  blessings  gire; 

I  shall  not  then  be  fit  to  live. 


X2 
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TO  AN  EARLY  PRIMROSE. 

MILD  offipring  of  a  dark  and  sullen  sire! 
Whose  modest  form,  so  delicately  fine. 

Was  nurs'd  in  whirling  storms 

And  cradled  in  the  windi* 

Thee,  when  young  spring  first  questioned  winter's  sway^ 
And  dar^d  the  sturdy  blusterer  to  the  fight^ 

Thee  on  this  bank  he  threw 

To  mark  his  yictory. 

In  thb  low  vale,  the  promise  of  the  year. 
Serene,  thou  openest  to  the  nipping  gale. 
Unnoticed,  and  alone, 
.  Thy  tender  elegance. 

So  Virtue  blooms,  brought  forth  amid  Aestormt 
Of  chill  adversity,.in  some  lone  walk 

Of  life,  she  rears  her  head 

Obscure  and  unobserved; 

While  every  bleacjiing  breeze  that  on  her  blows. 
Chastens  her  spotless  purity  of  brciast. 

And  hardens  her  to  bear 

Serene  the  ills  of  life. 
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SONNETS. 

SONNET  I. 

To  the  River  Trent.    Written  on  Recovery  from  Sickneii. , 

ONCE  more,  O  TRENT!  along  thy  pebbly  marge 

A  pensive  invalid,  reduced,  and  pale. 
From  the  close  sick-room  newly  let  at  large. 
Wooes  to  his  wan-worn  cheek  the  pleasant  gale. 
O!  to  his  ear  how  musical  the  tale 

Which  filb  with  joy  the  throstle's  little  throat! 
And  all  the  sounds  which  on  the  fresh  br^j?^  s^. 

How  wildly  novel  on  his  senses  float! 
It  was  on  this  that  many  a  sleepless  night. 

As,  lone,  he  watched  the  taper's  sickly  gleam. 
And  at  his  casement  heard,  with  wild  affright. 

The  owFs  dull  wing,  and  melancholy  scream. 
On  this  he  thought,  this,  this,  his  sole  desire. 
Thus  once  again  to  hear  the  warbling  woodland  choir. 

SONNET  IL 

GIVE  me  a  cottage  on  some  Cambrian  wild. 
Where  far  from  cities,  I  may  spend  my  day^: 

And,  by  tiie  beauties  of  the  scene  beguil'd. 
May  pity  man's  pursuits,  and  shun  bis  ways. 
S3 
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Wiifle  on  the  rock  I  mark  the  browsmg  goat, 

list  to  the  mountain  torrent's  distant  noise. 
Or  tlie  hoarse  bittern's  solitary  note, 

I  shall  not  want  ^e  world's  delusive  joys ; 
But»  with  my  little  scrip,  my  book,  my  lyre. 

Shall  think  my  lot  complete,  nor  covet  more; 
And  when,  with  time,  shall  wane  the  vital  fire, 

I'll  raise  my  pillow  on  the  desart  shore. 
And  lay  me  down  to  rest  where  the  wild  wave 
Shall  make  sweet  qiusic  o'^r  my  lonely  grav?. 


SONNET  lU*. 
Sopposed  to  have  been  addressed  by  a  Female  Lunatic  to  a  Lady, 

LADY,  thou  weepest  for  the  Maniac's  woe. 

And  thou  art  fair,  and  thou,  lil^e  me,  art  young. 
Oh  may  thy  bosQm  never,  never  know. 

The  pangs  with  which  my  wretched  heart  is  wrung, 
I  had  a  mother  once — a  brother  too— 

(Beneath  ycm  yew  my  father  rests  his  head;) 
I  had  a  lover  once,— and  kind,  and  true. 

But  mother,  brother,  lover,  all  are  fled! 
Yet,  whence  the  tear  which  dims  thy  lovely  eye?  , 

Oh!  gentle  lady — ^not  for  me  thus  weep,  * 


*  This  Qoatorzain  had  its  rise  from  an  elegant  Sonnet,  ^<  occa- 
sioned hy  seeing  a  yonng  Female  Lanadc^"  written  by  BIrs.  Lofft,, 
and  pablished  in  the  Mcmthly  Mirror, 
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The  green  sod  soon  upon  my  breast  will  lie» 
And  sof^  and  sound,  will  be  my  peaceful  sleep. 

Go  thouy  and  pluck  the  roses  while  they  bloom — 
My  hopes  lie  buried  in  the  silent  tomb. 


SONNET  IV. 

iSopposed  to  be  written  by  the  imliappy  Poet  Dermody,  in  a  Stonn> 
while  on  board  a  Ship  in  his  Majesty's  service. 

LO !  o'er  the  welkin  the  tempestuous  clouds 
Successive  fly,  and  the  loud-pipbg  wind 

Rocks  the  poor  sea-boy  on  the  dripping  shroucb. 
While  the  pale  pilot  o'er  the  helm  reclin'd» 

Lists  to  the  changeful  storm:  and  as  he  plies 
Hb  wakeful  task,  he  oft  bethinks  him»  sad« 
Of  wife^  and  little  home  and  chubby  lad. 

And  the  half-strangled  tear  bedews  his  eyes; 

ly  on  the  deck,  musing  on  themes  forlorn. 

View  the  drear  tempest,  and  the  yawning  deep. 
Nought  dreading  in  the  green  sea's  caves  to  sleeps 

For  not  for  me,  shall  wife,  or  children  mourn. 

And  the  wild  winds  will  ring  my  funeral  knell. 

Sweetly  as  solenm  peal,  of  pious  passing-bell. 


B4 
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SONNET  V. 

THE  WINTEB  TRAVELLER, 

GOD  help  thee,  Traveller,  on  thy  journey  far; 
The  wind  h  bitter  keen,— &e  snow  overlays 
The  hidden  pits,  and  dangerous  hollow-ways^ 
And  darkness  will  involve  thee. — No  kind  star 
To-night  will  guide  thee.  Traveller, — and  the  war 
Of  winds  and  elements,  on  thy  head  will  breaks 
And  m  thy  agonizing  ear  the  shriek. 
Of  ^irits  howling  on  their  stomjy  car^ 
Will  often  ring  appalling — ^I  portend 
A  dismal  night — and  on  my  wakdul  bed 
Thoughts,  Travellei:,  of  thee,  will  fill  my  head. 
And  him,  who  rides  where  wind  and  waves  contend* 
And  strives,  rude  cradled  on  the  seas,  to  guide 
His  lonely  bark  thioui^  the  tenqpestuoos  tide; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


&7 

SONNET  VI. 

BY   CAPEL  LOFFT,    ESQ. 


This  Sonnet  'was  addressed  to  the  Author  of  this  Volume,  and  was 
occasioned  by  several  little  Qnatorzains,  misnomered  Sonnets, 
which  he  published  in  tiie  Monthly  Mirror.  He  begs  leave  to 
retom  his  thanks  to  the  much-respected  Writer,  for  the  permis- 
son  so  politely  granted,  to  insert  it  here,  and  for  the  good  opi* 
nioB  he  has  been  pleased  to  express  of  his  productions. 


YE»  whose  aspirings  court  the  muse  of  lays, 
*'  Severest  of  those  orders  which  belong, 
**  Distmct  and  separate,  to  Delphic  song," 
Why  shun  the  Sonnet's  undulating  maze? 
And  why  its  name,  boast  of  Petrarchian  days. 

Assume,  its  rules  disown'd?  whom  from  the  throng 
The  muse  selects,  their  ear  the  charm  obeys 
Of  its  full  harmony: — they  fear  to  wrong 
The  Sonnet,  by  adorning  with  a  name 

Of  that  distinguished  import,  lays,  though  sweet. 
Yet  not  ui  magic  texture  taught  to  meet 
Of  that  so  varied  and  peculiar  frame. 
O  think!  to  vindicate  its  genuine  praise 
Those  it  beseems,  whose  I^re  a  £aivouring  impulse  sways. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


58 


SONNET  VII. 

Recantatory^  in  c^ly  to  the  foregdng  degant  AdnumitioiL 

LET  the  sublimer  muse,  who,  wrapt  in  night. 
Rides  on  the  raven  pennons  of  the  storm. 
Or  o'er  the  field,  with  purple  havoc  warm. 

Lashes  her  steeds,  and  sings  along  the  fight; 

Let  her,  whom  more  ferocious  strains  delight. 
Disdain  the  plaintive  Sonnet's  little  form. 
And  scorn  to  its  wild  cadence  to  conform. 

The  impetuous  tenor  of  her  hardy  flight 

But  me,  far  lowest  of  the  sylvan  train. 

Who  wake  the  wopd-nymphs  from  the  forest-shade 
With  wildest  song; — Me,  much  behoves  thy  aid 

Of  mingled  melody,  to  grace  my  strain. 

And  give  it  power  to  please,  as  soft  it  flows 

Through  the  smooth  murmurs  of  thy  frequent  close. 


SONNET  VHL 

t  On  keariDg  the  Sounds  of  an  JEolian  Harp. 

SO  ravishingly  soft  upon  the  tide 
Of  the  enfuriate  gust,  it  did  career. 
It  might  have  sooth'd  its  nigged  charioteer. 

And  sunk  him  to  a  zephyr; — then  it  died. 
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Melting  in  melody; — and  I  descried 
Borne  to  some  wizard  stream,  the  form  appear 
Of  Druid  sage,  who  on  the  far-off  ear 
Pomr'd  his  lone  song,  to  which  the  surge  replied: 
Or  thought  I  heard  the  hapless  pilgrim's  knell. 
Lost  in  some  wild  enchanted  forest's  bounds. 
By  unseen  beings  sung;  or  are  these  sounds, 
Such,  as  'tis  said,  at  night  are  known  to  swell 
By  startled  shepherd  on  th^  lonely  heath, 
Keeping  his  night-watch  sad,_portending  death] 


SONNET  IX. 

WHAT  art  thou.  Mighty  Onk!  and  where  thy  seal? 

Thou  broodest  on  the  calm  that  cheers  the  lands. 

And  thou  dost  bear  within  thine  awful  hands. 
The  rolling  thunders  and  the  lightnings  fleet* 
Stem  on  thy  dark-wrought  car  of  cloud,  and  wind. 

Thou  guid'st  the  northern  storm  at  night's  dead  noon. 

Or  on  the  red  wing  of  the  fier<%  Monsoon, 
Disturb'st  the  sleeping  giant  of  the  Ind. 
In  the  drear  silence  of  the  polar  span 

Dost  thou  repose?  or  in  the  solitude 
Of  sultry  tracts,  where  the  lone  caravan 

Hears  nightly  howl  the  tiger's  hungry  brood? 
Vain  thought!  the  confines  of  his  throne  to  trace. 
Who  glows  dirough  all  the  fidds  of  boundless  space. 
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A  BALLAD. 

BE  Iiusli'd,  be  bash'd,  ye  bitter  winds» 

Ye  pelting  rains  a  little  rest; 
Lie  still,  lie  still,  ye  busy  thoughts, 

T.  at  wring  with  grief  my  aching  breast 

Ob,  cruel  was  my  fiutbkss  love. 
To  triumph  o'er  an  artless  maid : 

Oh,  cruel  was  my  faithless  love, 
To  leave  the  breast  by  him  betray'd. 

When  exird  from  my  native  home. 
He  should  have  wip'd  the  bitter  tear: 

Nor  kft  me  &int  and  lone  to  roam, 
A  heart-sick  weary  wanderer  here. 

My  child  moans  sadly  in  ray  arms. 
The  winds  they  will  not  let  it  sleep; 

Ah,  little  knows  the  hapless  babe. 
What  makes  its  wretched  mother  weep! 

Now  lie  thee  stilt,  ray  infant  dear, 

I  cannot  bear  thy  sobs  to  see. 
Harsh  is  thy  fiither^  little  one. 

And  pever  will  he  sbeU^  thee. 
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Ob»  that  I  were  but  in  my  grave, 
^nd  winds  were  piping  o'er  me  Ioud» 

And  thou,  my  poor,  my  orpkan  babe, 
Wert  nestling  in  thy  mother's  shroud ! 


THE  LULLABY 

OF  A  FEMALE  CONVICT  TO  HER  CHILD,  THE  NIGHT 
PREVIOUS  TO   EXECUTION. 

*SL££P  Baby  mine,  enkerchieft  on  my  bosom, 
Thy  cries  they  pierce  again  my  bleeding  breast ; 

Sleep  Baby  mine,  not  long  thou'lt  have  a  mother, 
To  lull  thee  fondly  in  her  arms  to  rest. 

Baby,  why  dost  thou  keep  this  sad  complaining, 
Long  from  mine  eyes  have  kindly  slumbers  fled  ; 

Hush,  hush,  my  babe,  the  night  is  quickly  waning. 
And  I  would  fain  compose  my  aching  head. 

Poor  wayward  wretch !  and  who  will  heed  thy  weeping, 
When  soon  an  outcast  on  the  world  thou'lt  be : 

Who  then  will  soothe  thee,  when  thy  mother's  sleeping. 
In  her  low  grave  of  shame  and  infamy  I 


*  Sir  Philip  Sidney  has  a  Poea  beginning  <<  Sleep  Baby  mine.** 
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Sleep^  Baby  mine — ^To-morrow  I  must  leave  thee^ 
And  I  would  snatch  an  interval  of  rest ; 

Sleep  these  last  moments,  ere  the  laws  bereave  the<% 
For  never  more  thou'lt  press  a  mothei^s  breast. 
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POEMS, 

WRITTEN  DURING,  OR  SHORTLY  AFTER,  THE  PUBLICATIOK 
OF 

CLIFTON  GROVE. 
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ODE, 

ADDRESSED  TO  H.   FUSELI,   ESQ.   B.   it. 

On  seeing  Engravings  from  his  Designs. 


Mighty  Magician!  who  on  Torneo's  brow. 
When  sullen  tempests  wrap  the  throne  of  night. 
Art  wont  to  sit  and  catch  the  gleam  of  light 
That  shoots  athwart  the  gloom  opaque  below; 
And  listen  to  the  distant  death-shriek  long 
From  lonely  mariner  founderiqg  in  the  deep. 
Which  rises^slowly  up  the  rocky  steep. 
While  the  mmd  sisters  weave  the  horrid  song: 
Or  when  along  the  liquid  sky 
Serenely  chaunt  the  orbs  on  high. 
Dost  love  to  sit  in  musing- trance 
And  mark  the  northern  meteor's  dance, 
(While  far  below  the  fitful  oar 
Flings  its  feint  pauses  on  the  steepy  shore.) 
And  list  the  music  of  the  breeze, 
*    That  sweeps  by  fits  the  bending  seas; 
And  often  bears  with  sudden  swell 
The  shipwrecked  sailor's  funeral  knell. 
By  the  spirits  sung  who  keep 
Their  night  watch  on  the  treacherous  deep, 

VOL.  II.  F 
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And  guide  the  wakeful  Helms-man's  eje 
To  Helice  in  northern  sky; 
And  there  upon  the  rock  inoliu'd 
With  mighty  visions  fill'st  the  mind^ 
Sfich  as  bound  in  magic  spell 
Him*  who  grasp'd  the  gates  of  Hell, 
And  burning  Pluto's  dark  domain 
Held  to  the  day  the  Terrors  of  hb  reign. 

Genius  of  Horror  and  romantic  awe. 
Whose  eye  explores  the  secrets  of  the  deep. 
Whose  power  can  bid  the  rebel  fluids  creep. 
Can  force  the  inmost  soul  to  own  its  law; 
Who  shall  now,  sublimest  spirit. 
Who  shall  now  thy  wand  inherit. 
From  bimf  thy^darling  child  who  best 
Thy  shuddering  images  exprestl 
Sullen  of  soul  and  stem  and  proud, 
«  His  gloomy  spirit  spurn'd  the  croud. 

And  now  he  lays  his  aching  head 
In  the  dark  mansion  of  the  silent  dead* 

Mighty  Magician !  long  thy  wan^  has  lain 
Buried  beneath  the  unfathomable  deep; 
.  And  oh  for  ever  must  its  efforts  sleep, 
May  none  the  mystic  sceptre  e'er  regain? 

Oh  yes,  'tis  lib ! ^Thy  other  son ! 

He  throws  thy  dark-wrought  Tunic  on, 

*  Dante.  t  Ihid* 
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Fuesslin  waves  thy  wand, — agaia  they  rise. 
Again  thy  wildering  forms  salute  our  ravish'deyes. 
Him  didst  thou  cradle  on  the  dizzy  steep 

Where  round  his  head  the  volley'd  light'ning^  flung, 
And  the  loud  winds  that  round  his  pillow  rung 
Wooed  the  stem  infant  to  the  arms  of  sleep. 

Or  on  the  highest  top  of  Teneriife, 
Seated  the  fearless  Boy^  and  bade  him  look 
Where  far  below  tlie  weatlier-beaten  skiff 
On  the  gulph  bottom  of  the  ocean  strook. 
Thou  mark'dst  him  drink  with  ruthless  ear 

The  death-sob,  and  disdaining  rest. 
Thou  saw'st  how  danger  firM  his  breast. 
And  in  his  young  hand  couch*d  the  visionary  spear* 
Then  Superstitiim  at  thy  call. 
She  bore  the  boy  to  Odin's  Hall, 
And  set  before  his  awe-struck  sight 
The  savage  feast  and  spectred  fight; 
And  sumraon'd  from  his  mountain  tomb         * 
The  ghastly  warrior  son  of  gloom. 
His  fabled  runic  rhymes  to  sing 
While  fierce  Hresvelger  flappM  his  wing ; 
Thou  shew'dsf  the  trains  the  shepherd  sees. 
Laid  on  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Which  on  the  mists  of  evening  gleam 
Or  croud  the  foaming  desart  stream; 
Lastly  her  storied  hand  she  waves 
And  lays  lam  in  Florentian  caves; 
There  milder  fables  lovelier  themes 
Enwrap  his  soul  in  heavenly  dreams, 
P2 
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There  pity's  lute  arrests  his  car. 
And  draws  the  half  reluctant  tear  i 
And  now  ^  noon  of  night  he  roves 
Along  the  embowering  moonlight  groTCSi 
And  as  Arom  many  aioavem'd  dcQ 
The  hollow  wind  is  heard  to  swell, 
lie  thinks  sonie  troubled  spirit  sighs. 
And  as  upon  the  turf  he  lies. 
Where  sleeps  the  silent  beam  of  night. 
He  sees  below  the  gliding  sprite. 
And  bears  In  Fancy's  organs  sound 
Aerial  music  warbling  ro\ind. 

Taste  lastly  comes  and  smooths  the  whole^ 
And  breathes  her  polish  o'er  his  soul; 
Glowing  witli  wild,  yet  chasten'd  beat. 
The  wonderpus  wor^  is  no\7  complete. 

The  Poet  dreams:- — ^The  shadow  fliesj^ 
And  fainting  fast  its  image  dies. 
But  lo!  the  Painter's  magic  force 
Arrests  the  phantoms  fleeting  course; 
It  lives — It  lives — the  canvas  glows. 
And  tenfold  vigour  o'er  it  flows. 

The  Bard  behplds  th^  work  atchiev'd. 
And  as  hese^  the  shadow  rise. 
Sublime  before  his  wandering  eyes. 

Starts  at  the  image  his  own  mind  conceiv'd^ 
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ODE, 

▲DDttBISBD  TO  THS  EARL  OF  CARU8LB,  K.  a» 

RETIRED,  remote  from  human  noise, 

A  humble  Poet  dwelt  serene. 
His  lot  w^s  lowly,  yet  bis  joys 

Were  manifold  I  ween. 
He  laid  him  by  the  brawling  brook 
At  eventide  to  ruminate^ 
He  watched  the  swallow  swimming  rouhd^ 
And  mused,  in  reverie  profound^ 
On  wayward  man^s  unhaj^y.  state. 
And  pondered  much,  and  paused  on  deeds  of  antient  date. 

n.  1. 

'*  Oh,  ^twas  not  always  thus,''  he  cried, 

*'  There  was  a  time,  when  genius  claimed    • 
Reqpect  from  even  towering  pride. 

Nor  hung  her  head  ashamed: 
But  now  to  wealth  alone  we  bow. 
The  titled,  and  the  rich  alone^ 
Are  honoured,  while  meek  merit  pines^ 
On  penury's  wretched  couch  reclines^ 
Unheeded  in  his  dying  moan. 
As  overwhelmed  with  want  and  woe,  he  sinks  unknown^. 

ni.  U 

Yet  was  the  muse  not  ahvays  seen 
In  poverty's  dejected  mien, 

V3 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


70 

Not  always  did  repining  rue. 
And  misery  her  stepa  puifiBue, 
Time  was,  wLen  nobles  thought  their  titles  graced. 
By  the  sweet  honours  of  poetic  bays. 
When  Sido^  svmg  bis  melting  song, 
When  Sheffield  joined  the  harmomons  throi^ 
And  Lyttellon  attuned  to  love  hisJs^ys. 
Those  days  are  gone — abs^  for  ever  gonel 

No  more  ctur  nobl^  jova  tagcace 
Their  brows  with  anade^a9»  hy  geauunroB, 
But anrogaiBtty 4ee^ thettiiiae  asbaa^s 
How  differently  thought  the  sires  of  Unsdc^^enente  race  I" 

h  2. 
Thus  sang  the  minstrel : — still  at  eve 

The  upland's  wopdy  shades  among 
In  broked  jfteasNt^s  didhe^eve,  •• 

Witii  solitary  saqf* 
And  still  his  ^htee  wasaye  the  fame, 

Neglecthad  ^uaghan  lo-lbe  core; 
And  be,  with  poirive  joy<Ud  iove  * 
To  seek  the  still  codgctaial  gro»t^ 

And  nmse  on  all  lA  sorrows  o'er. 
And  vow  that  he  wouW  Jok  the^btj^red  world  no /niore« 

II,  2. 
But  human  vows,  bow  frail  they  be! 

Fame  brought  CteHM^  unto  hb  view. 
And  all  am^'d,  he  tbouglit  ta  4e«  ^ 

The  Augustan  age  JWif»¥- 
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Filled  with  wild  rapture,  up  he  rose. 
No  more  he  ponders  on  the  y^oes. 
Which  erst  he  felt  that  fimvard  goes. 
Regrets  he'd  siuk  lu  impoteoce, 
Aod.haib  the  ideal  4%y  of  virtuous  emia^ce. 

III.  2- 
Ah !  silly  man^  yet  smartijig  sore. 
With  ills  whidi  in  the  world  he  bore. 
Again  on  futile  hope  to  rei^, 
'  An  unsubstantial  pr^  at  be»t. 
And  not  to  know  one  swallow  maks«  no  smnmer ! 
Ah,  soon  he'U  find  the  brilliant  i^eam. 
Which  flashed  across  the  hemisphere. 
Illumining  the  darkness  theiie. 

Was  hut  a  simple  solitary  beam. 
While  all  aroqpd  remained  in  customed  Q^ht« 

Still  leaden  ignorance  re^ns  serene. 
In  the  false  court's  delusive  height, 
*  And  only  onef  Carlisle  is  seen. 

To  illume  the  heavy  gi4>om  with  pure  and  steady  light. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  A  SUMMER'S  EVE. 

DOWN  the  suttry  arc  of  day. 
The  burning  wheels  have  ui^d  their  way, 
And  Eve  along  the  western  skies 
Sheds  her  intermhigling  dyes. 
F  4 
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Down  the  deep,  tbe  miry  laoe, 
Creeking  comes  tbe  empty  wain. 
And  Dnver  on  the  shaft-bone  nts, 
Whbtling  now  and  then  by  fits ; 
And  oft,  with  bis  accustomed  calf. 
Urging  on  the  sluggish  BaiL 
Hie  bam  is  stilU  the  master's  gone. 
And  Thresher  puts  his  jacket  on. 
While  Dick,  upon  the  ladder  taU, 
ITails  the  dead  kite  to  the  wall. 
Here  comes  shepherd  Jack  at  last. 
He  has  penned  ^  sheep-cote  fast,     . 
For  Hwas  but  two  A^ts  before, 
A  Iamb  was  ealen  on  the  moor : 
Hb  empty  wall^  Rover  carries^ 
Nor  for  Jack,  when  near  home,  tarrks. 
With  lolling  tongue  he  runs  to  try. 
If  the  h<M'se-tirough  be  not  dry* 
The  milk  is  settled  in  the  pans. 
And  supper  messes  in  the  cans ; 
In  the  hovel  carts  are  wheeled. 
And  both  the  colts  are  drove  a-field; 
The  horses  are  all  bedded  up. 
And  the  ewe  is  with  the  tup. 
Tbe  snare  for  Mister  Fox  b  set. 
The  leaven  laid,  the  thatching  wet. 
And  Bess  has  slink'd  away  to  tsik 
With  Roger  in  the  hoUy-walk. 

Now  on  the  settle  all,  btit  Bess, 
Are  set  to  eat  their  supper  mess ; 
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And  little  Tom,  and  rogubh  Kate, 
Are  swinging  on  the  meadow-gate. 
Now  they  chat  of  various  things. 
Of  taxes,  ministers,  and  kings. 
Or  else  tell  all  the  village  news, 
How  madam  did  the  ^squire  refuse ; 
How  parson  on  his  tythes.was  bent, 
And*landlord  oft  distrained  for  rent. 
Thus  do  they  taft,  till  in  the  Ay 
The  pale  e/d  moon  is  mounted  high. 
And  from  the  alehouse  drunken  Ned 
Had  reeled— then  hasten  all  to  bM. 
The  distress  sees  that  lazy  Kate 
The  happing  coal  on  kitchen  grate 
Has  laid — ^while  master  goes  throughout. 
Sees  shutters  fast,  tSbe  mastiff  out, 
The  candles  safe,  the  hearths  all  clear. 
And  nought  from  thieves  or  fire  to  fear ; 
Then  both  to  bed  together  creep. 
And  jom  the  general  troop  of  sleep. 


TO  CONTEMPLATION. 

COME,  pensive  sage,  who  lovest  to^dwell 
In  some  retired  Lapponian  cell. 
Where  ha  from  noise,  and  riot  rude. 
Resides  sequestered  solitude. 
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Come,  and  o'er  nj  lon^ng  soul 
Throw  thy  dark  and  russet  stolit. 
And  open  to  my  duteous  eyes^ 
The  volume  of  thy  m^eries. 

I  will  meet  thee  on  the  bill. 
Where,  with  printless  footstep  still 
The  morning,  in  her  buskin  grey. 
Springs  upon  her  eastern  way ; 
While  the  frolic  zephyrs  siur», 
Playing  with  the  gossamer. 
And,  on  ruder  fiinions  borne. 
Shake  the  dew  drops  from  the  thorn* 
There,  as  o'er  the  fields  we  pass. 
Brushing  with  hasty  feet  the  grass. 
We  will  startle  from  her  i^t. 
The  lively  lark  with  speckled  breast. 
And  hear  the  floating  clouds  among     ^ 
Her  gale-transported  matin  song. 
Or  on  the  upland  stile  embowered. 
With  fragrant  hawthorn  snowy  flowered. 
Will  sauntering  sit,  and  listen  still. 
To  the  herdsman's  oaten  quill. 
Wafted  from  the  plain  below ; 
Or  the  heifers  frequent  low ; 
Or  the  milkmaid  in  the  grove. 
Singing  of  one  that  died  for  k>ve. 
Or  when  the  noon-tide  heats  oppress. 
We  will  seek  the  dark  recess. 
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Where^  in  the  embowered  transluceiit  stfeaa^ 

The  cattle  shun  the  suUry  beam, 

Aod  o'er  us,  on  the  marge  redin'd. 

The  drowsy  fly  her  horn  shail  wind. 

While  echo,  from  her  ancient  oalc. 

Shall  answer  to  the  woodman's  stroke; 

Or  the  little  peasant's  song, 

Wandering  lone  the  glens  among, 

Hb  artless  lip  with  berries  died. 

And  feet  throij^h  ragged  shoes  descried. 

But  oh,  when  evening's  virgin  queea 
Sits  on  her  fringed  throne  serene. 
And  mingling  whispers  riwg  near. 
Steal  on  the  still  reposing  ear ; 
While  dbtant  brooks  decaying  raniid. 
Augment  the  mixed  dissolving  sound. 
And  the  zephyr  flitting  by. 
Whirrs  mystic  harmony. 
We  will  seek  the  woody  lane. 
By  the  hamlet,  on  the  plain. 
Where  the  weary  rustic  nigh. 
Shall  whistle  his  wild  melody. 
And  the  croaking  wicket  oft 
JBball  echo  from  the  neighbouring  croft; 
And  as  we  trace  the  green  patli  lone. 
With  moss  and  rank  weeds  overgrows. 
We  will  muse  on  pensive  lore. 
Till  the  full  soul  brimming  o'er, 
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Shall  in  our  uplura'd  eyes  appear^ 
Embodied  in  a  qaiTering  tear. 
Or  else,  serenely  silent,  set 
By  the  brawling  rivulet. 
Which  on  its  calm  unruffled  breast. 
Rears  the  old  mossy  arch  impress'd. 
That  clasps  its  s^ret  stream  of  glass. 
Half  hid  in  shrubs  and  waving  grass. 
The  wood-nymphs  lone  secure  retreat, 
Unpressed  by  fawn  or  sylvan's  feet. 
We'll  watch  in  eve's  ethereal  braid. 
The  rich  vermdion  slowly  fode ; 
Or  catch,  faint  twinkling  from  afar. 
The  first  glimpse  of  the  eastern  star. 
Fair  vesper,  mildest  lamp  of  light. 
That  heralds  in  imperial  night: 
Meanwhile,  upon  our  wondering  ear. 
Shall  rise,  though  low,  yet  sweetly  dear. 
The  dbtant  sounds  of  pastoral  hite, 
Invokbig  soft  the  sober  suit 
Of  dinunest  darkness — fitting  weU 
With  love,  or  sorrow's  pensive  spell, 
(So  erst  did  music's  silver  tone. 
Wake  slumberbg  chaos  6n  his  throne.) 
And  haply  then,  with  sudden  swell. 
Shall  roar  the  distant  curfew  bell. 
While  in  the  castles  mouldering  tower. 
The  hooting  oWi  is  heard  to^pour 
Her  melancholy  song,  and  scare 
Dull  silence  brooding  in  the  air. 
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Meanwhile  her  dusk  and  slambering  car. 
Black  suited  night  drives  on  from  far. 
And  Cynthia's  'merging  from  her  rear^ 
Arrests  the  waxing  darkness  drear. 
And  summons  to  her  silent  call 
Sweeping  in  their  airy  pall, 
Tlie  unshrived  ghosts,  in  fairy  trance. 
To  join  her  moonshine  morrice-dance;  , 
While,  around  the  mystic  ring. 
The  shadowy  shapes  elastic  spring. 
Then  with  a  passmg  shriek  they  fly. 
Wrapt  in  mists  along  the  sky. 
And  oft  are  by  the  shepherd  seen. 
In  hb  lone  night-watch  oa  the  green. 

Then,  herimt,  let  us  turn  our  feet. 

To  the  low  Abbey's  st'dl  retreat, 

Jlmbowered  in  the  distant  glen. 

Far  from  the  haunts  of  bmy  men. 

Where,  as  we  sit  upon  the  tomb. 

The  glow-worms  light  may  gild  the  gloom, 

And  show  to  fancy's  saddest  eye. 

Where  some  lost  hero's  ashes  lie. 

And  oh  1  as  through  the  mouldering  arch. 

With  ivy  filled  and  weeping  larch, 

The  night  gale  whispers  sadly  clear, 

jSpeaWng  dear  things  to  fanc/s  ear. 

We'll  hold  communion  with  the  shade. 

Of  some  deep-wailing  ruined  maid — 
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Or  tM  tbt  ghost  of  Spenafer  dowH, 
To  leU  of  woe  aod  fortime's  frown  ; 
And  bid  m  cast  the  eye  of  hope« 
Beyond  this  bad  world'snsuTOw  scope. 
Or  k*  these  joyj9>  to  us  denied^ 
To  linger  by  the  forssf  s  side ; 
Or  in  the  mes^^ow  or  the  wood. 
Of  by  the  lone  romantic  flood; 
Lrt  us  in  the  busy  town« 
.  When  sleep^s  diill  streams  the  pec^  drown^ 
Far  from  drowsy  pillows  flee. 
And  turn  the  church's  massy  key ; 
Then>  as  through  the  painted  glass. 
The  moon's  faint  beams  obscurely  pass ; 
And  darkly  on  the  trophied  waU, 
Her  hmX  ambiguous  shadows  fdl ; 
Let  ns,  while  the  foint  winds  wail. 
Through  the  long  reluctant  aisle,     , 
As  we  pace  with  reverence  meet. 
Count  the  echoiags  of  our  feet ; 
¥(hik  from  the  tombs,  with  confessed  breathy 
Distinct  responds  the  voice  of  death. 
If  thou,  mild  sage»  wilt  condescend. 
Thus  on  my  Ibotstisps  to  attend. 
To  thee  my  leniely  lamp  Adll  bum. 
By  fallep  Genius^  sainted  um ! 
As  o^er  the  scroll  of  Time  I  pore. 
And  sagely  spell  of  smcient  lore, 
llil  I  can  rightly  guess  of  all 
That  Plato  could  to  memory  call. 
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And  scan  the  &rmkas  views  ef  thii^  ; 
Or  with  old  Egypt's  fettei'd  kings. 
Arrange  the  inystie  tnons  that  shme 
In  night's  high  pj^iilosopbic  naae  ; 
And  to  thy  name  shall  e'er  bdieng 
The  honoors  of  undying  song« 


ODE 

TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  ROJtfANCfi. 

OH  !  thou  who  in  my  early  youth. 
When  Fancy  wore  the  garb  of  truth, 
Wert  wont  to  win  my  in£mt  feet. 
To  some  reiir'd,  deep-fabled  seat. 
Where  by  the  brooklet's  secret  tide. 
The  midnight  ghost  was  known  to  glide  ; 
Or  lay  me  in  ^ome  lopely  glade. 
In  native  Sherwood's  forest  shade. 
Where  Robin  Hood,  the  outlaw  bold. 
Was  wont  his  sylvan  courts  to  hold ; 
And  there  as  musing  deep  I  lay. 
Would  steal  my  little  soul  away. 
And  all  thy  pictures  I'epresent, 
Of  siege  and  solemn  tournament ; 
Or  bear  me  to  the  magic  scene. 
Where  clad  in  greaves  and  gaberdine. 
The  warrior  )cnight  of  chivalry. 
Made  many  a  fierce  enchanter  flee ; 
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And  bore  the  bigh4ioni  dame  away, 
LoDg  held  the  fell  magiciaii's  prey. 
Or  oft  would  tell  the  shudderiiig  tale 
Of  murders,  add  of  goblins  pale, 
Hauuting  the  giulty  baron's  side, 
(Whose  floors  with  secret  blood  were  died,) 
^Whicb  o'er  the  vaulted  corridore. 
On  stormy  nights  was  heard  to  roar. 
By  old  domestic,  wakenM  wide 
By  the  angry  winds  that  chide. 
Or  else  the  mystic  tale  would  teU, 
Of  Greensleeve,  or  of  Blue-Beard  fell. 


THE  SAVOYARD'S  RETURN. 

I. 

OH !  yonder  is  the  well-known  spot. 

My  dear,  my  long4o8t  native  home ! 
Oh  I  welcome  is  yon  little  cot. 

Where  I  shall  rest,  no  more  to  roam ! 
Oh  J  I  have  travell'd  far  and  wide. 

O'er  many  a  distant  foreign  lahd  r 
Each  place,  each  province,  1  have  tried. 

And  sung  and  danced  my  saraband. 
But  all  their  charms  could  not  prevail. 
To  steal  my  heart  from  yonder  vale. 
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Of  dktant  climes  the  false  report 

It  fair'd  me  from  my  native  land; 
It  biide  me  rove — my  sole  support 

My  cymbals  and  my  saraband. 
The  woody  dd\,  the  hanging  rock. 

The  chamois  skipping  o'er  the  heights; 
The  plain  adom'd  with  many  a  Sods, 

Andy  bh!  a  thousand  more  delights. 
That  grace  yon  dear  beloved  retread. 
Have  backward  won  my  weary  feet. 

III. 

Now  safe  returned,  with  wandering  tired. 

No  more  my  little  home  111  leave; 
And  many  a  tale  of  what  Fve  seen 

Shall  wbyle  a^ay  the  winter^s  eve. 
Oh!  I  have  waniier'd  &r  and  wide. 

O'er  many  a  distant  foreign  lapd; 
Each  place,  each  province,  I  have  tried, 

A^  sung  and  danced  my  saraband. 
But  all  their  charms  could  not  prevail. 
To  steal  ^y  heart  from  yonder  vale« 


VOL.  II. 
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LINES 

Written  Impromptaj  on  reading  tbe  following  passage  in  Mr. 

Cape!  Lofft's  beautifbl  and  interesting  Preikce  to  Natinniel 
-  Bloomfield's  Poems,  jost  pnblished: — ^  It  has  a  mixture  of  the 

q>ortive,  which  deepens  the  impression  of  its  mdancholy  close. 

I  could  have  wished,  as  I  have  said  in  a  short  note,  the  condo- 

sion  had  been  otherwise.    The  soots  of  life  less  offend  my  taste 

than  ito  sweeto  delight  it," 


GO  to  the  raging  sea^  and  say,  "  be  still,^ 
Bid  the  wild  lawless  wmds  obey  thy  will; 
Preach  to  the  storm,  and  reason  with  despair. 
But  tell  not  Misery's  son  thai  life  is  fair! 

Thou,  who  in  Plenty  *s  lavish  lap  hast  rolfd. 
And  every  year  with  new  dehght  hast  tol<{« 
Thou,  who  recumbeni  in  the  lacquered  barge. 
Hast  dropt  down  Joy's  gay  stream  of  pleasant  marge, 
T^ilau  may'st  extol  life's  calm,  untroubled  sea. 
The  storms  of  misery  never  burst  on  theel 

m 

Go  to  the  mat,  where  squalid  want  reclines^ 
Go  to  the  shade  obscure,  where  Merit  pines ; 
Abide  with  him  whom  penury's  charms  control^ 
And  bind  the  rising  yeamiqgs  of  fiis  soul. 
Survey  his  sleepless  couch,  and  standing  there, . 
Tell  the  poor  pallid  wretch,  that  life  is  fair! 

Press  thou  the  lonely  pillow  of  his  bead,^ 
And  ask  why  sleep  his  kmguid  eyes  has  fled ; 
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Mark  his  deVd  temples,  and  his  half-shut  eye. 
His  trembling  nostrils,  and  his  deepnlcawa  mgh, 
His  mutt'ring  mouth,  contorted  with  despair. 
And  ask  if  genius  could  inhabit  there. 

Ob  yes!  that  sunken  eye  with  fire  once  gleam'd. 
And  rays  of  light  from  its  full  circlet  streamed; 
But  now  Neglect  has  stung  him  to  the  core. 
And  Hope's  wild  raptures  thrill  his  breast  no  more; 
Domestic  Anguish  winds  his  vitals  round. 
And  added  Grief  compels  him  to  the  ground. 
Lo!  o'er  his  manly  form,  decayed,  and  wan. 
The  shades  of  death  with  gradual  step^  steals  on; 
And  the  pale  mother  pining  to  decay, 
Weeps^for  her  boy,  her  wretched  life  away. 

Go,  child  of  fortune!  to  his  early  grave, 
Where  o'er  his  head  obscure  the  rank  weeds  wave; 
Behold  the  heart-wrung  parent  lay  her  head 
On  the  cold  turf,  and  ask  to  share  his  bed. 
Go,  child  of  Fortune,  take  thy  lesson  th^re. 
And  tell  u^  then  that  life  b  wcndWousfair! 

Yet  Lofft,  in  thee,  whose  hand  b  still  stretch'd  forth, 
T*  encourage  genius,  and  to  foster  worth ; 
On  thee,  th'  unhappy^s  firm,  unfailing  friend, 
^Tis  just  that  every  blessing  should  descend ; 
lis  just  that  life  to  thee  should  only  shew, 
Her  fairer  side  but  little  mix'd  with  woe. 

G  2 
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WRITTEN  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OP  DEATO. 

SAD  solitary  Thought,  wbo  keep'st  thy  vigils. 

Thy  solemn  vigils,  in  the  sick  man's  mind;        ' 

Communing  lonely  with  his  sinking  ^ul. 

And  musing  on  the  dabions  glooms  that  lie 

In  dim  obscuHty  before  him, — ihee. 

Wrapt  in  thy  da  A  magnificence,  I  call 

At  this  still  midnight  hour>  this  iawftil  season^ 

When  on  my  bed,  in  wakeful  restlessness,  i 

I  turn  me  wearisome;  while  all  around. 

All,  all  save  me,  sink  in  fbrgetfulness; 

I  only  wake  to  watch  the  sickly  taper 

Whith  lights  me  to  my  tomb.*— Tes,  tis  the  hand 

Of  death  I  feel  press  heavy  on  my  vitals, 

^ow  sapping  the  warm  Current  of  existence. 

My  moments  now  are  f^ — ^Tbe  sand  of  life 

Ebbs  fastly  to  its  finish.— Yet  a  little. 

And  the  last  fleeting  particle  w3l  f^l 

Silent,  unseen,  unnoticed,  unlamented. 

Come  then,  sad  Thought,  and  let  us  meditate. 

While  meditate  we  may. — We  have  now 

But  a  small  portion  of  what  men  call  ^me 

To  hold  communion;  for  even  now  the  knife. 

The  separating  knife,  I  feel  divide 

The  tender  bond  that  ties  my  soul  to  earth. 

Yes,  I  must  die — I  feel  that  I  must  die; 

And  though  to  me  has  life  been  dark  and  dreary. 

Though  Hope  for  me  has  smil'd  but  to  deceive. 

And  disappointment  still  pursued  her  blandishments; 
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Yet  do  I  feel  my  soul  recoil  within  me 
As  I  contemplate  ^  dim  gulph  pf  death. 
The  shuddering  void,  the  awful  blank — ^futurity. 
Aye,  I  had  planned  full  many  a  sanguine  scheme 
Of  earthly  happiness, — romantic  schemes. 
And  fraught  with  loveliness;  and  it  is  h^ 
To  feel  the  hand  of  death  arrest  one's  steps. 
Throw  a  chill  blight  o'er  all  one's  budding  hopes. 
And  hurl  one's  soul  uqtimely  Xii  the  shades,     ^ 
Ix>st  in  the  gaping  gulph  of  blank  oblivion.  ^  t 

Fifty  years  hence,  and  who  will  hear  of  Henry! 
Oh!  none; — another  busy  tnrpod  of  beings 
Will  shoot  up  m  the  interim,  and  none 
Will  hold  him  in  rem^mbraoce.    I  shall  ^ink. 
As  sinks  a  stranger  in  the  crowded  streets 
Of  busy  London; — Some  short  bustle's  caiis'd, 
A  few  enquiries,  and  the  crowds  close  in. 
And  all's  forgotten.— On  my  grassy  grave 
The  men  of  future  times,  will  careless  tread. 
And  read  my  name  up^a  the  sculpture<d  stone; 
Nor  will  the  sound,  familiar  to  their  ears. 
Recall  my  vaqish'd  memory. — I  did  hope 
For  better  things! — I  hop'd  I  should  not  leave 
The  earth  without  a  vestige; — Fate  decrees 
It  shall  be  otherwisi^^  and  I  submit. 
Henceforth,  oh  worid,  no  BK»re  of  thy  desires  l 
No  more  of  hppe !  the  wanton  vagrant  Hope ! 
I  abjure  all. — ^Now  other  carfis  engross  me. 
And  my  tir'd  soii^l,  with  emulative  ba^e. 
Looks  to  its  God^  and  prunes  its  wings  for  Heaven. 
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PASTORAL  SONG. 

COME,  Anna!  come,  the  morning  dawns, i 
Faint  streaks  of  radiance  tinge  the  skies; 
Come  let  us  seek  the  dewy  lawns. 
And  watch  the  early  lark  arise; 
While  nature  clad  in  vesture  gay. 
Hails  the  lov'd  return  of  day. 

Our  flocks  that  nip  the  scanty  bhide  * 

Upon  the  moor,  shall  seek  the  vale; 
And  then,  secure  beneath  the  shade. 
We'll  listen  to  the  tiirostk's  tak/ 
And  watch  the  silver  cloaas  above» 
As  o*er  the  azure  vault  thq^  rove. 

Come,  Anna!  come,  and  bring  Uiy  lute. 

That  with  its  tones,  so  softfy  sweet. 
In  cadence  with  my  mellow  flate. 
We  may  beguile  the  noontide  heat. 
While  near  the  meUow  bee  shall  join. 
To  raise  a  harmony  divine. 

And  thed  at  eve,  when  sil^ce  reigns, 

£xcq[>t  when  heard  the  beetle's  hum; 
We'll  leave  the  sob^-tinted  plains. 

To  these  sweet  heights  agam  we'll  come; 
And  thou  to  thy  soft  lute^shalt  play 
A  solenm  ve^r  to  departing  day. 
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ODE 


TO  MIDNIGHT. 


SEASON  of  general  rest,  whose  solemn  ^ill 
Strikes  to  the  trembling  h^art  a  fearful  chill. 

But  speaks  to  philofiophie  soub  delight ; 
Thee  do  I  hail,  as  at  my  casement  high. 
My  candle  waning  melanch^y  by,  . 

I  sit  and  taste  the  holy  calm  of  night. 

Yon  pensive  orb  that  through  the  ether  sails. 
And  gilds  the  misty  shadows  of  the  vales. 

Hanging  in  thy  dull  rear  her  vestal  flame; 
To  her,  while  all  around  in  sleep  recline. 
Wakeful  I  raise  my  orisons  divine. 

And  sing  the  gentle  honours  of  her  name^ 

While  Fancy  lone  o'er  me  her  votary  bends. 
To  lift  my  soul  her  fairy  visions  sends. 

And  pours  upon  my  ear  her  thrilling  song; 
And  Superstition's  gentle  terrors  come. 
See,  see  yon  dim  ghost  gliding  through  the  gk>om! 

See  round  yon  church-yard  elm  whatspectres  throng ! 
o  4 
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Meanwhile  I  tune^  to  some  romantic  lay» 
My  flageolet, — and  as  I  pensive  play, 

Tlie  sweet  notes  ecbo  o'er  the  mountain  scene : 
The  traveller  late  journeying  o'er  the  moors. 
Hears  them  aghast, — (while  still  the  dull  owl  pours 

Her  hollow  screams  each  dreary  pause  between). 

Till  in  the  lonely  tower  he  spies  the  light. 
Now  faintly  flashing  on  the  glooms  of  night. 

Where  I,  poor  muser,  my  lone  vigils  keep; 
And  'mid  the  dreaiy  solitude  serene. 
Cast  a  much*meaning  glance  upon  the  scene. 

And  nuse  my  moumfiil  eye  to  Heaven  and  w^ep. 


ODE      - 
TO  rnovGBT, 
Written  at  Midoighf. 


I. 
HENCE  away  tmdictive  thought! 

Thy  pictures  are  of  pain ; 
Tlie  visions  through  thy  datrk  eye  caught. 
They  with  no  genflle  charms  are  fhiught. 
So  prithee  back  again. 
I  would  not  weep, 
I  wish  to  sleep. 
Then  why,  tiiou  busy  foe,  with  me  thy  vigfls  kecpl 
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Why  dost  o'er  bed  aad  couch  r€K:liBet 

Is  this  thy  new  delight  ? 
Pale  visitant. — It  is  not  thine 
To  keep  thy  sentry  through  the  mine^ 
The  dark  vault  of  the  night ;  ' 

^Tb  thine  to  die. 
While  o'er  the  eye. 
The  dews  of  ahimber  f^ess^  and  waking  sorrows  fly. 

III. 
Go  thou  and  bide  wkh  Ima  who  guides 

His  bark  through  lonely  seas ; 
And  as  reclining  on  his  helm. 
Sadly  he  marks  tlie  starry  realm. 
To  him  thou  mayst  bring  ease ; 

But  thou  to  me  v 

Art  misery, 
So  prithee,  prithee  plume  thy  wings  and  from  my  pillow  flee. 

IV. 
And  Memory  pray  what  art  tfaoa  1 

Art  thou  of  pleasure  bom  1 
Does  bliss  untainted  from  thee  flow  ? 
The  rose  that  gems  thy  pensive  blow. 
Is  it  without  a  thorn  1 
With  all  thy  smiks. 
And  witching  wiles. 
Yet  not  unfrequent  bittern4»s  thy  moumiiil  sway  defiles. 
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V. 

The  drowsy  ni^t-wateh  has  forgot 

To  call  the  solemn  hour ; 
LulFd  by  the  winds  he  slumbers  deep. 
While  I  in  vain^  capricious  Atep, 
Invoke  thy  tardy  power ; 
And  restless  lie. 
With  unclosed  eye. 
And  count  the  tedious  hours  as  slow  tliey  minute  by. 


GENIUS, 


Air  ODE. 


1. 1. 

MANY  there  be  who,  through  the  vale  of  life,^ 

With  velvet  pace,  unnoticed,  softly  go, 
Wlule  jarring  discord's  inharmonious  strife 

Awakes  them  not  to  woe. 
By  them  unheeded,  carking  care,    ^ 
Green-ey'd  grief,  and  dull  despav; 
Smoothly  tliey  pursue  their  way. 

With  even  tenor,  and  with  equal. breath; 
Alike  through  cloudy,  and  through  sunny  day. 

Then  sink  m  peace  to  death. 
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But  all !  a  few  there  be  whom  griefs  devour. 

And  weeping  woe^  and  disappointmeot  keen. 
Repining  penury,  and  sorrow  sour. 
And  self-consuming  spleen. 
And  these  are  Genius'  ^vourites:  Uiese 
Know  the  thought-thron'd  mind  to  please. 
And  from  her  fleshy  seat  tp  draw 

Xo  realms  where  F^owsy's  golden  orbits  roll, 
Dbdaining  all  but  'wildering  raptures  law. 
The  captivated  soul. 

III.  1. 
Genius,  from  thy  starry  throne,   '  - 

High  above  the  burning  zone,  ' 
In  radiant  robe  of  light  array'd. 
Oh  hear  the  plaint  by  thy  sad  favourite  made. 

His  melanoholy  moan. 
He  tells  of  scorn,  he  tells  of  broken  vows. 

Of  sleepless  nights,  of  anguiah-ridden  days. 
Pangs  that  his  sensibility  uprouse 

To  curse  his  being,  and  his  thirst  for  praise. 
Thou  gaVst  to  him,  with  treble  force  to  feel. 

The  sting  of  keen  neglect,  the  rich  man's  scorn. 
And  what  o'er  all  does  in  his  soul  preside 

Predominant,  and  tempers  him  to  steel,   -' 
His  high  indignant  pride. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


93 

1.2. 

Lament  not  ye,  who  Irainfoly  steal  through  life. 

That  Genioi  w'uMs  not  your  lowly  shed ; 
For  ah,  what  woes  and  sorrows  ever  nfe> 

Distract  his  hapless  bead ! 
For  him  awaits  no  hadmy  sleep. 
He  wakes  aSi  night,  and  wakes  to  weep ; 
Or,  by  bb  lonely  lamp  be  sits, 

At^emn  midnight,  when  the  peasant  sleeps,. 
In  feverish  study,  and  m  moody  fits 

Hb  mournful  vigib  keeps* 

M.2. 
And  oh !  for  what  consupies  hb  watchftd  oil  1 

For  what  does  thus  h^  waste  life's  fleetiog  breatb  f 
Tb  for  neglect  and  penury  he  doth  toil, 
Tb  fyg  untimely  death.  < 
Lo !  where  dejected  pak  be  Kes, 
Despair  depicted  m  hb  eyes. 
He  feels  the  vital  flaaie  decrease^ 

He  sees  the  grave,  wide-yawnii^  for  its  prey. 
Without  a  friend  to  soothe  bb  soul^  to  peace. 
And  cheer  the  expiring  ray. 

HI.  2. 
By  Subno's  bard  of  mournful  fame. 
By  gentle  Otway's  Biagic  name. 
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By  him,  the  yodtb,  who  smfl'd  at  deaths 
And  rashly  dar^d  to  stop  bis  vital  breath. 

Will  I  thy  pangs  proclaim ; 
For  still  to  misery  closely  thou'rt  allied. 
Though  gaudy  pageaots  glitter  by  thy  side. 

And  £ur  resounding  fame. 
What  though  to  thee  the  dazzled  millions  bow. 
And  to  thy  posthumous  merit  bend  them  low ; 
Though  unto  thee  the  monarch  looks  with  awe. 
And  thou,  at  thy  iash'd  $ar,  dost  nations  drtw. 
Yet  ah !  unseen  b^ind  thee  fly 

Corroding  anguish,  spul-subduing  pain. 
And  discontent  that  clouds  the  fairest  sky : 
A  melancholy  train. 
Yes,  Genius,  thee  a  thousand  cares  await. 
Mocking  thy  deridkg  state ; 
Thee,  chill  Adversity  will  ^11  attend. 
Before  whose  face  flies  fast  the  summer^s  friemi. 

And  leaves  thee  dl  forlorn ; 
While  leaden  Ignorance  rears  her  bead  and  bu»ghs. 
And  fat  Stupidity  shakes  his  jolly  sides. 
And  while  the  cup  of  affluence  he  quaffs 

With  bee-eyed  wisdom.  Genius  derides. 
Who  toils,  and  every  hardship  doth  outbrave. 
To  gain  the  meed  of  praise,  when  he  is  raoulJeriog  in 
his  grave.         ^ 
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FRAGMENT  OF  AN  ODE  TO  THE  MOON. 

I. 
MILD  orb  who  floalest  throng  tbe  realm  of  nig^t* 
^  A  pathless  wanderer  o'er  a  lonely  wild ; 
Welcome  to  me  thy  soft  and  pensive  light. 
Which  oft  in  childhood  my  lone  thoughts  beguile. 
Now  doubly  dear  as  o'er  ray  silent  seat. 
Nocturnal  study's  stiH  retreat. 
It  casts  a  moumftil  melandioly  gtoam. 
And  through  my  lofty  easement  weaves,     ^ 
Dim  through  the  vine's  encir^g  leaves, 
An  intermingled  beam* 

11. 

These  feverish  dews  that  on  my  temples  hang. 

This  quivering  lip,  these  eyes  of  dying  flame ; 
These  the  dread  signs  of  many  a  secret  pang. 

These  are  the  meed  of  him  who  pants  for  fame ! 
Pale  Moon,  from  thoughts  like  these  divert  my  soul ; 

Lowly  I  kneel  before  thy  shrine  on  high ; 
My  lamp  expires ; — beneath  thy  mild  control. 

These  restless  dreams  are  ever  wont  to  fly. 

Come  kindred  mourner,  jp  my  breast. 
Soothe  these  discordant  tones  to  rest. 

And  breathe  the  soul  of  peace ; 
Mild  visitor,  I  feel  thee  here. 
It  is  not  pain  th&t  brings  this  tear. 

For  thou  hast  bid  it  cease. 
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Oh !  many  a  year  has  pass'd  away. 
Since  I  beneath  thy  fairy  ray» 

AttunM  my  infant  reed ; 
When  wilt  thou.  Time,  those  days  restore. 
Those  happy  moments  now^no  more, 

«        «        «        «  .     « 

When  on  the  lake's  damp  marge  I  lay. 

And  mark'd  the  northern  meteor's  dance ; 
Bland  Hope  and  Fancy  ye  were  there. 
To  inspirate  my  trance. 

Twm  sisters  faintly  now  ye  deign. 
Your  magic  sWeets  on  me  to  shed. 
In  Tain  your  powers  are  now  essay'd, 
To  chase  supef|or  pam. 

And  art  thou  fled,  thoo  welcome  orb. 

So  swifdy  pleasure  flies ; 
So  to  mankind  in  darkness  lost. 

The  beam  of  ardour  dies. 
Wan  Moon  thy  nightly  task  is  done. 
And  now  eqciirtain'd  in  the  main. 

Thou  sinkest  into  rest ; 
But  I,  in  V&in,  oil  thorny  bed. 
Shall  woo  the  god  of  soft  repose — 
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FRAGMENT. 


OH !  thou  most  fatal  of  Pandora's  train. 

Consumption !  silent  cheater  of  the  eye ; 
Thou  com'st  not  robed  in  agonizing  pain. 

Nor  mark'st  th^  coul^  with  Death's  delunre  dye. 
But  silent  and  unnoticed  thou  dost  lie ; 

O'er  iife'is  soft  springs  thy  venom  dost  difibse. 
And,  while  thou  givest  new  lustre  to  tiie'eye. 

While  o'er  the  cheek  are  spread  health's  ruddy  hues, 
£*en  then  life's  little  rest  thy  cruel  power  subdues* 

Oft  I've  beheld  thee  in  the  glow  of  youth. 

Hid  'neath  tlie  blushing  roses  which  there  bloom'd; 

And  dropt  a  tear,  for  then  thy  cankering  tooth 
I  knew  would  never  stay,  till  all  consum'd. 

In  the  cold  vault  of  death  he  were  eatomb'd. 

But  oh !  what  sorrow  did  I  feel,  as  swift. 

Insidious  ravager,  I  saw  thee  fly 
Through  fkir  Lucina's  breast  of  whitest  tuow. 

Preparing  swift  her  passage  to  the  sky. 
Though  still  intelligence  beam'd  in  the  glance. 

The  liquid  lustre  of  her  fine  blue  eye ; 
Yet  soon  did  languid  listlessness  advance. 
And  soon  she  calmly  sunk  in  death's  repugnant  trance. 
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ETen  when  her  end  was  swiftly  drawing  near. 
And  dissolution  hover'd  o'er  her  head; 

Even  then  so  beauteous  did  her  form  appear. 
That  none  who  saw  her  but  admiring  said. 
Sure  so  much^beauty  never  could  be  dead. 

Yet  the  dark  lash  of  her  expressive  eye. 

Bent  lowly  down  upon  the  languid 
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TO  CAPEL  LOFtT,  ESQ. 

liOFFT,  irato  thee,  oBe  tribiilsry  song. 
The  simple  Muse,  acfintriiig,  fma  would  bring; 

She  longs  to  lisp  Ibee  to  tlie  listennig  throngs 
And  with  thy  naine  to  bid  the  woodlands  ring. 

Fain  would  she  blatoa  all  thy  Tirtnes  forth. 
Thy  warm  phHanthropy,  thy  justice  mild. 

Would  say  bow  thon  didst  foster  knnfred  worth. 
And  to  tl^  bosom  snatch'd  misfortttne^s  chfld: 

Firm  she  wouM  paint  thee,  with  becomhig  zeal. 
Upright,  and  learned,  as  the  Pylian  sire. 
Would  say  how  sweetly  thon  conM'st  sweep  the  lyre. 

And  shew  thy  hibonrs  for  the  public  weal. 
Ten  thousand  virtues  tell  with  joys  supreme. 
But  ah !  she  shrinks  abash'd  before  the  arduous  theme. 


H3 
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TO  THE  MOON. 

WRITTEN  IN  NOVEMBER. 

SUBLIME,  emerging  ftom  the  misty  verge 
Of  the  horizon  dim,  thee,  Moon»  I  hail. 
As  sweeping  o'er  the  leafless  grove,  the  gale 

Seems  to  repeat  the  year's  funereal  diige. 

Now  Aatamn  sickens  on  the  languid  sight. 
And  falling  leaves  bestrew  the  wanderer^s  way. 

Now  unto  thee,  pale  arbitress  of  night. 
With  double  joy  my  homage  do  I  pay. 
When  clouds  disguise  the  glories  of  the  day. 

And  stem  November  sheds  her  boisterous  blight. 
How  doubly  sweet  to  mark  the  moony  ray 

Shoot  through  the  mist  from  the  etherial  height. 
And,  still  tmchang'df  back  to  the  memory  bring 
The  snules  Favonian  of  life's  earliest  sprmg. 
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WRITTEN   AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  A  FRIEND. 

FAST  from  the  West  the  fading  day-streaks  fly. 

And  ebon  night  assumes  her  solemn  sway; 
Yet  here  alone,  unheeding  time,  I  lie. 

And  o'er  my  friend  still  pour  the  plaintive  lay* 
Oh !  'tb  not  long  since,  George,  with  thee  I  woo'd. 

The  maid  of  musings  by  yon  moaning  wav6; 
And  haiFd  the  moon's  mild  beam,  whi^h  now  renew'd 

Seems  sweetly  sleeping  on  thy  silent  grave ! 
The  busy  world  pursues  its  boisterous  way. 

The  noise  of  revelry  still  echoes  round; 
Yet  I  am  sad  w^^e  all  beside  is. gay; 

Yet  still  I  weep  o'er  thy  degerted  mound. 
Ohl  that  like  thee  I  might  bid  sorrow  cease, 
A^d  'neath  ^e  green-swar^  sleep*-the  sleq>  of  peace. 


h4 
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TO  M I^OBTUIffi. 

MISFORTUNE^  I  an  youf^h-ny  dUii  ii  hue. 

And  I  hdOfe  wondered  ncndi  wbea  Bien  haw  UAd, 
How  youth  was  free  from  foirow  aod  from  eamy 

That  Ikon  aboukTst  dwell  widi  m%,  and  leave  Ae  old. 
Sure  dost  nol  Oe  iiKeI-—Sl|riftfl'd  hi«  of  hate. 

My  phi2»  and  tiia&ks  to  thee,  k  gadly  long; 

I  am  not  eitiier.  Beldam^  over  stnmg; 
Nor  do  I  wifib  at  all  to  be  tlrf  male. 
For  thou,  sweet  Fury,  art  my  otter  bUeb  % 

Nay,  shake  not  thos  thy  niserabte  pale; 
I  am  yet  young  and  do  not  Mie  thy  iaee; 
And  lest  thoa  sbouM'st  resume  the  wikHj^eoie  eba€^ 
111  tell  diee  somettdng  sdl  thy  heat  to  assuage, 
—— Tbott  wBl:  not  fait  my  faney  m  nq^  age. 
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AS  thus  oppress'd  with  mKoy  a  faeoty  care, 
Cniough  youDg  jet  sorrowful,)  I  turn  my  £eet 
To  the  dark  woodland, — longing  much  to  greet 
The  form  of  peace,  if  chance  she  sojoum  there; 
Deep  thought  and  dismal,  verging  to  despair. 
Fills  my  sad  breast; — ^and  tirM  with  this  vma  coil, 
I  shrink  dismayed  before  lifers  upland  to8. 
And  as  amid  the  leaves  the  evening  air, 
Whiq[)ers  still  melody,-^!  thmk  ere  long. 
When  I  no  more  can  hear,  these  woods  wffl  irpeak; 
And  then  a  sad  smile  (llays  upon  my  cheek. 
And  mournful  phantasies  upon  me  throng. 
And  I  do  ponder  with  most  strange  delig^ 
On  the  calm  slumbers  of  the  dead^man^s  night 
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TO  APRIL. 

EMBLEM  of  life!  see  changeful  April  sail 
In  Tarying  vest  along  the  shadowy  skies. 
Now,  bidding  Summer's  softest  zephyrs  rise. 
Anon,  recalling  Winter's  stormy  gale. 
And  pouring  from  the  cloud  her  sudden  hail ; 

Then,  smiling  through  the  tear  that  dims  her  eyes. 
While  Iris  with  her  braid  the  welkin  dyes. 
Promise  of  sunshine,  not  so  prone  to  fail* 
So,  to  us  sojourners  in  life's  low  vale. 
The  smiles  of  Fortune  flatter  to  deceive. 
While  still  the  Fates  the  web  of  Misery  weave. 
So  Hope  exultant  spreads  her  aery  sail. 
And  from  the  present  gloom,  the  soul  conveys. 
To  distant  summers,  and  far  happier  days. 
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Y£  unseen  spirits,  whose  wild  melodiesy 
At  evening  rising  slow,  yet  sweetly  clear. 
Steal  on  the  musing  poet's  pensive  ear. 

As  by  the  wood-spring  sti^tch'd  supine  he  lies; 

When  he  who  now  invokes  you,  low  is  laid. 
His  tir'd  frame  resting  on  the  earth's  cold  bed ; 

Hold  ye  your  nightly  vigils  o'er  his  head, 
Apd.chaunt  a  dirge  to  hb  reposing  shade! 

For  he  was  wont  to  love  your  madrigals; 
And  often  by  the  haunted  stream  that  laves 
The  dark  sequester'd  woodland's  inmost  caves. 

Would  sit  and  listen  to  the  dying  falls. 

Till  the  full  tear  would  quiver  in  his  eye. 

And  his  big  heart  would  heave  with  mournful  extasy. 
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TO  A  tAPER. 

TIS  midnight. — On  the  globe  dead  sluaber  sili^ 

And  all  is  sileoce^iB  the  hour  of  sleep; 
Save  when  tlie  hollow  gust,  that  swells  by  fits» 

Id  the  dark  wood  roars  fearfully  aad  deep. 
I  wake  alone  to  listen  and  to  weep^ 

To  watch,  my  taper,  tl^  pide  beacon  bum; . 
And,  as  still  memory  does  her  ^igih  keep, 
.  To  think  of  days  that  nerer  cas  retora. 
By  thy  pale  ray  I  raise  my  languid  bead^ 

My  eye  surveys  the  s<^tary  ^bom; 
And  the  sad  meaning  tear,  unmixt  with  dread. 

Tells  thoji  dost  light  me  to  the  silent  tomb. 
Like  thee  I  wane; — like  thine  my  life's  last  ray 
Will  iade  in  loneliness,  unwept,  away. 
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YES,  'twffl  Be  opcr  soon.— lUs  siekly  dream 

Of  life  will  vanish  from  my  feverish  brain; 
And  death  my  wearied  sjHrit  will  redeem 

From  this  wild  region  of  unvary'd'paun. 
Yon  brook  will  glide  as  softly  as  before, — 

Yon  landscape  smiie,^— yon  golden  harvest  grow,— 
Yon  sprightly  lark  on  mounting  wing  will  soar. 

When  Henry's  naine  is  heard  no  more  below* 
I  sigh  when  all  my  youthful  friends  caress. 

They  laugh  in  health,  and  future  evib  brave; 
Them  shall  a  wife  and  «niiing  children  bless. 

While  I  am  moolderuig  in  my  silent  grave. 
God  of  the  j^i^ — ^Thou  gavest  the  bitter  cup; 
I  bow  to  thy  behest  and  driiA  it  up. 
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TO  CONSUMPTION. 

GENTLY,  mok  gently,  on  thy  victim's  head. 
Consumption,  lay  thine  hand  ! — Let  me  decays 
Like  the  expiring  lamp,  unseen,  away, 

An4  softly  go  to  slumber  with  the  dead. 

And  if  His  true  what  holy  men  have  said. 
That  strains  angelic  oft  foretell  the  day 
Of  death,  to  those  good  men  who  fall  thy  prey^ 

O  let  the  aerial  music  roond  my  bed, 

Dissohmg  sad  in  dying  symphony. 

Whisper  the  solemn  warning  in  mine  ear; 

That  I  may  bid  my  weeping  friends  good  b'ye. 
Ere  I  depart  upon  my  journey  drear : 

And  smiling  faintly  on  the  painful  past. 

Compose  my  decent  head,  and  breathe  my  last. 
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THY  judgments.  Lord,  are  just ;  thou  lov'st  to  wear 

The  face  of  pity,  and  of  love  divine ; 
But  mine  is  guilt — thou  must  not,  can'st  not,  spare. 

While  Heaven  is  true,  and  equity  is  thine. 
Yes,  oh,  my  God  ! — such  crimes  as  mine,  so  dread. 

Leave  but  the  choice  of  ptmishraent  to  thee ; 
Thy  interest  calls  for  judgment  on  my  head. 

And  even  thy  mercy  dares  not  plead  for  me ! 
Thy  will  be  done — since  'tis  thy  glory's  due. 

Did  from  mine  eyes  the  endless  torrents  flow; 
Smite — ^^it  is  time— though  endless  death  ensue, 

I  bless  the  avenging  hand  that  lays  me  low. 
But  on  what  spot  shall  fall  thine  anger's  flood. 
That  has  not  first  been  drench'd  in  Christ's  atoning  blood  ? 
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TO  A  FRIEND  IN  DISTRESS, 

WbO|  wheo  Heaiy  reMoaed  with  ]dm  iaiMy,  «ske(i, 
'^ffhe  did  not  fttlfw  Wm." 

^^  Do  ImAfedr    The  doubt  is  keen  as  steel. 

Yea»  I  do  feel—most  exquisitely  feel; 

My  heart  can  weep,  wheii  from  my  downcast  eye 

I  chase  the  tear,  and  stem  the  rising  sij^b : 

Deep  buried  there  I  dose  the  rankling  dart. 

And  smile  the  most  when  heaviest  is  my  heart.  . 

On  this  I  act — whatever  pangs  surround^ 

*1%8  magnammUy  to  hide  the  wennd. 

When  all  was  new,  and  life  was  in  its  spring, 

I  liv'd  an  mdov'd  solitary  thing; 

Even  then  I  learnt  to  bury  deep  from  day. 

The  piercing  cares  that  wore  my  youth  away. 

Even  then  I  learnt  for  otbws'  cares  to  feel. 

Even  then  I  wept  I  had  not  power  to  heal; 

Evta  then,  do^p-sounding  through  the  nightly  gloom, 

I  heard  the  wretched's  groan,  and  mourn'd  the  wretcbed's 

doom. 
Who  were  my  friends  in  youth  1 — ^The  midnight  fire — 
The  silent  moon-beam,  or  the  starry  choir; 
^  To  these  I  'plain'd,  or  tum'd  from  outer  sight. 
To  bless  my  lonely  taper's  friendly  light; 
I  2 
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I  never  yel  could  zA,  however  forlorn. 

For  vulgar  pity  mixt  with  vulgar  scorn; 

The  tocred  source  of  woe  I  never  ope. 

My  breasf  8  my  coffer,  and  my  God's  my  hope. 

But  that  I  do  feel,  time,  my  friend,  will  shew. 

Though  tiie  cold  croud  the  secret  never  know; 

With  th^m  I  laugh — yet  when  no  eye  can  see, 

I  weep  for  nature,  and  I  weep  for  thee. 

Yes,  tbou  did'st  wrong  ijae,  *  *  *;  I  fondly  thought, 

lu  thee  rd  found  the  friend  my  heart  had  sought; 

I  fondly  thought  ^at  thou  could'st  pierce  the  guise. 

And  read  the  truth  tiiat  in  my  bosom  lies; 

I  fondly  thought  ere  Time's  last  days  were  gone. 

Thy  heart  and  mine  had  mmgled  into  one! 

Yes — and  they  yet  will  mingle.    Days  and  years 

Will  fly,  and  leave  us  partners  in  our  tearst 

We  tlien  shairfeel  that  friendship  has  a  power. 

To  soothe  affliction  in  her  darkest  hour; 

Timers  trial  o'er,  shall  clasp  each  other's  hand. 

And  wait  the  passport  to  a  better  land. 

TUne, 

H.  K.  WHITE. 

Half  pasi  U  o^ock  at  night 
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CHRISTMAS-DAY, 

]804« 

YET  ODce  more,  tnd  once  more,  awake,  my  harp. 
From  sileoce  and  neglect-^one  lofty  strain; 
Lofty>  yet  wilder  than  the  winds  of  Heaven, 
And  speaking  mysteries,  more  than  words  can  tell, 
I  ask  of  thee  ^  tot  I,  with  hymnings  high. 
Would  join  the  dirge  of  the  departing  year. 

Yet  with  no  wintry  garland  from  the  woodsy 
Wrought  of  the  leafless  branch,  or  ivy  sear. 
Wreathe  I  thy  tresses,  dark  December!  now; 
Me  higher  quarrel  calls,  with  loudest  song. 
And  fearful  joy,  to  celebrate  the  day 
Of  the  Redeemer^ — Near  two  thousand  suns 
Have  set  their  seals  upon  the  rolling  lapse 
Of  generations,  since  the  day-spring  first 
Beamed  from  on  high!— Now  to  the  mighty  mass 
Of  that  increasing  aggregate,  we  add 
One  unit  more.    Space,  in  comparison. 
How  small,  yet  mark'd  with  how  much  misery; 
Wars,  famines,  and  tlie  fury.  Pestilence, 
Over  the  nations  hanging  her  dread  scourge; 
The  o(>pressed,  too,  in  silent  bitterness, 
Weeping  their  sufferance;  and  the  arm  of  wrong 
Forcing  the  scanty  portion  from  the  weak. 
And  stcepuig  the  lone  widow's  couch  with  tears. 
I  3 
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So  bas  the  ycfar  been  charactered  with  woe 

In  Chnstian  land,  and  markM  with  wrongs  and  crimes; 

Yet  'twas  not  thus  tie  tangfat— not  thus  He  Wd, 

Whose  foirth  we  this  day  celebrate  with  prayer 

And  much  thanksgiving. — He,  a  man  of  woes. 

Went  on  the  way  appointed,— pafe,  thoi^  irnde; 

Yet  borne  wkh  patience  stilh-^He  came  to  cheer 

The  broken  hearted,  to  raise  up  the  sick. 

And  on  the  waaderii^  and  benighted  mind 

To  pour  the  light  of  troth.-^O  task  dtidne! 

O  more  thafn  angel  tether!  He  had  words 

To  soothe  the  barking  waves,  and  hush  the  winds; 

And  when  the  soul  was  tossed  in  trouUed  seas^ 

Wrapt  in  thidc  darkness  and  the  howling  stovra. 

He,  pointuig  to  the  star  of  peace  on  high, 

Arm'd  it  with  h<dy  fortitude,  and  bade  it  smHe 

At  the  surrounding  Wreck. ^ 

When  with  deep  s^ony  bis  heart  w^s  racked. 

Not  for  himself  the  tear-drop  dew'd  \m  dieek. 

For  them  He  wept,  for  them  to  Heaven  He  pray'd. 

His  persecutors—**  Father,  pardon  them. 

They  know  not  what  they  do." 

Angels  of  Heaven, 

Ye  who  beheld  him  fwAm%  on  the  cioss 

And  did  him  homage,  say,  may  mortal  join 

The  hallelujahs  of  the  risen  God? 

Will  the  faint  voice  and  grovelling  song  be  beard 

Amid  the  sempUm  in  U^t  divinel 

Yes,  he  will  deign,  the  Prince  of  Peace  will  deign, 

For  mercy,,  to  accept  the  hymn  of  liBntb, 
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Low  though  H  be  lad  knndiie^^-^Loiid  of  life. 
The  Christ,  the  Comibrter,  thine  advcat  now  . 
Fills  my  upripbg  aad^r^l  maatit,  I  % 
Far  o'er  the  8kie%  hqroad  die  ttoSiag  mln; 
The  bonds  of  fltth  dlstohre,  mad  cpth  vtcedes^ 
And  care^  sad  pain,  and.sofrow,  ve  no  laove* 


» 
'» 


NELSOm  MORS. 

Y£T  once  again,  my  faajp,yet  onoe  agaio^ 
One  ditty  niQi:e»  aad  om  tl^e  mountain  adi 
I  willagain  su^ad  thee.    I  have  felt 
The  warm  tear  frequent  on  my  cheeky  mice  last. 
At  even-tide,  when  all  the  winds  were  fausb'd, 
I  woke  to  the*,  the  mehncboly  song. 
Since  then  witli  Jkomghifulneu,  a  maid  seveie, 
I've  joumey'd,  and  have  leam'd  to  shape  the  freaks 
Of  frolic  fency  to  the  lane  of  truth; 
Not  unrepining,  fyc  my  firowmd  heait 
Still  turns  to  thee,  mine  haip,  and  to  the  flow 
Of  spring-gales  past— the  woods  and  storied  haunts 
Of  my  not  song)est  boyhood.— Yet  oaoe  more. 
Not  fearless,  I  wiU  wake  thy  tremalo^s  tones. 
My  long  neglected  harp.— He  miist  not  sink;    • 
The  good,  the  brave— he  must  not,  shall  not  sink 
Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear. 
14 
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Though  from  the  Mtne^t  (Malice  I  may  pour 

No  preciooi  devis  of  Aganippe's  wdl» 

Or  Castaly, — ^though  from  the  mormng  doud 

I  fetch  no  hties  to  scatter  iia  his  lieane:    ^ 

Yet  will  I  wmlhe  a^garlnd  for  his  b^ows. 

Of  simple  flowers,  such  as  the  hedge-rows  scent 

Of  Britain,  my  lov^d  country;  and  with  tears 

Most  eloquent,  yet  silent,  I  will  bathe 

Thy  honoured  corse,  my  NeUcm^  tears  as  warm 

And  honest  as  the  ehbmg  Meod  that  flowed 

Fast  from  thy  honest  heart*-— Thou  Pi^  too^ 

If  ever  I  have  lov'd,  with  faltering  slep^ 

To  follow  thee  in  the  cold  and  starless  night. 

To  the  top  crag  of  some  rain4>eaten  cliff; 

And  as  I  heard^  deq[>  gim  busstiiv  loud 

Amid  the  pauses  of  the  storm^  haw  pour'd 

Wild  strains,  and  moumfiil,  tothe hunyiiig  winds^ 

Thy  dying  soid's  viatioam ;  if  oft 

Amid  the  carnage  of  the  field  I've  sate 

With  thee  upon  the  moonl^^  throne,  and  sung 

To  cheer  the  iaintmg  soldiei^s  dymg  sou). 

With  mercy  and  fotgiveness^-visitant 

Of  Heaven— sit  thou  upon  my  harft 

And  give  it  feeling,  which  were  else  too  cold 

For  argument  so  great,  for  theme  so  high. 

How  dimly  on  thrt^mom  the  sun  arose, 
Kerchieft  in  ousts,  awi  tearful,  wben^' 
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HYMN. 


tfae  q»leiKl«yts  of  the  Dei^« 


I. 
AWAKE,  8W«et  harp  <)f  Judah,  wake, 
Retune  thy  strings  for  Jesus'  sake; 
We  sing  the  Saviour  of  our  race. 
The  Lamb,  our  shield  and  hiding  place. 

II. 

When  God's  right  arm  is  bai^d  ibr  war. 
And  thunders  clothe  his  cloudy  car. 
Where,  where,  oh  where,  shall  man  retire, 
To  escape  the  horrors  of  his  ire? 

III. 

^is  he,  the  Lamb,  to  him  we  fly. 
While  the  dread  tempest  passes  by; 
God  sees  his  Well-beloved'd  face. 
And  spares  us  in  our  hiding  place. 

IV. 

Thus  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  scene. 
The  Lamb  is  our  unfailing  screen; 
To  him,  though  guilty,  still  we  run. 
And  God  still  spares  us  for  hb  Son. 
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V. 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here  below» 
Pdlutions  still  our  hearts  o'eriow : 
FaUco,  algeet,  iiieaa,  a  seoleneei  iaee»  . 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding  place.  ^ 

VI. 

Yet  courage — days  and  years  wSTglid^ 
And  we  shall  lay  these  clods  aside; 
Shall  be  bqitWd  in  Jotdap's  floods 
And  wash'd  m  Jettuf  deanriag  blood. 

vn. 

Then  pure,  immortal^  sii^ss;  freed. 
We  through  the  Lamb  shall  be  cbcreed; . 
Shall  meet  the  Father  face  to  face^ 
And  need  namore  a  hiding  place. 

The  last  stanza  of  this  hymn  was  added  eitanporaneonsly,  by 
Henry,  one  summer  eirening,  when  he  was  with  a  few  friends  on 
the  Trent,  and  singing  it,  as  he  was  used  to  do  on  such  occasions. 
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A  HYMN, 

FOR   FAMILY  W0Jt3HlP. 
h 

O  LORD,  another  da;  is  flown. 

And  we,  a  lonely  band^ 
Are  met  once  more  before  thy  throne. 

To  bless  thy  fostering  hand.     . 

IL 
And  wilt  thou  bend  a  listenbg  ear. 

To  praises  low  as  ours? 
l^hou  wilt!  for  Thou  dost  love  to  hear 

Tbe  song  which  nmeekaess  po^. 

IIL 
And  Jesus  thou  thy  sniiles  wilt  deign» 

As  we  before  thee  pray ; 
For  thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train. 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

IV. 

O  let  thy  grace  perform  its  part, 
And  let  contention  cease;    . 

And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 
Thine  everlasting  peace! 
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V. 

Thus  chaBlen'd,  deans'd^  entirely  thioe^ 

A -flock  by  Jesus  led ; 
The  Sott  oi  Holiaess  shall  sbkie^ 

In  glofy  on  our  head. 

VI. 
And  thou  wilt  turn  our  wandering  6et» 

And  thou  wilt  Mess  our  way; 
Till  worlds  shall  fade,  and  faith  shall  ^eet 

The  dawn  of  lasting  day. 


THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

I. 
WHEN  marshaird  on  the  nightly  plain. 

The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky; 
One  staralone»  of  all  the  train. 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

ll. 
Hark!  hark!  to  Qod  the  chorus  breaks^ 

From  every  host,  from  every  gem; 
But  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks^ 

It  is  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 
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III. 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode. 

The  storm  was  lond, — ^the  night  was  datk. 
The  ocean  yawn'd, — and  rddely  blow'd 

The  wind  that  toss'd  my  fbundering  bark, 

IV. 
Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froae^ 

Death-struck^  I  ceas'd  the  tide  to  stem; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose. 

It  was  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

V. 

It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all. 

It  bade  my  dark  ^rebodings  cease; 

And  through  the  storm,  and  dangers'  thrall^ 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

VI. 

Now  safely  moored! — my  perils  o'er, 
rtl  shig,  first  m  nii^f  s  diadeai|» 

For  ever  and  for  erennoie. 

The  star !— The  star  of  Bethlebem! 
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i   A  HYWN. 

O  LO^D,  n^r  Gtod,  m  mi^x^  turn. 
Id  mercy  bear  a  sinner  m^uni! 
To  thee  I  call,  to  thee  I  ciy, 

0  leave  me,  leave  me  oot  to  die! 

1  strove  agaknt  ib^t.  Lord,  I  Icpow,      / 
I  spum'd  thy  grace^  I  onock'd  thy  l^w; 
The  hour  is  past— the  day's  gone  by. 
And  I  am  left  alone  to  die. 

O  pleasures  p^ist^  whi^  are  ye  now 
But  thorns  .ab<^  j^  ble<idii%  liroirl 
Spectit8  that  bQV^  jrpigid  my  Vw* 
And  aggra¥al(»  and  mock  my  pain. 

For  pleasure  I  have  g|i^n  my  soul; 
Now,  Justin,  ktlbytbomjlem  iroU! 
Now  venfffmof  fmtte^rfmd  mUh  a  blow. 
Lay  thes  rebellious  if^gmte  loiif • 

Y^  Jesus,  Jesus!  there  Til  ding, 
I'll  croud  beneath  his  sheltering  wing; 
I'll  clasp  the  cross,  and  holding  there. 
Even  me^  oh  bliss! — his  wrath  may  spne. 
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MELODY. 

Inserted  in  a  Conection  of  selected  and  original  Songs,  puUlihet 
by  the  Rev,  J.  Plomptre,  of  Claie  Hall,  Cambri^. 

I. 

I 

YES,  onee  moiti  ^t  dying  utrain, 

Anna  touch  thy  lute  lor  me; 
Sweet,  when  pity^  tones  compbuQ, . 

Doubly  sweet  is  melody. 

n. 

While  the  Virtues  thus  inweave 

Mildly  soft  the  tlmffing  song; 
Winter^s  long  end  lonesome  ete. 

Glides  uofelt^  uasete  oknig^ 

ni. 

Thus  when  liie  halli  siden  awiiy» 

And  the  wmtry  night  is  near; 
Thns  shall  virtue's  friendly  my. 

Age's  dosing  etei^  cheer. 
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SONG.— BY  WALLER. 

A  fcdjr  of  Cambridge  tent  Vallei^  Poem  to  Htoqr,  andiHiea 
he  returned  them  to  her^  ihe  discovered  an  additiooal  staoii 
written  by  him  at  the  bottom  of  the  song  here  copied. 

GO,  lovely  tobc  ! 
Tdl  her  that  wattes  her  time  and  mc^ 

That  now  she  knows^ 
When  I  resemUe  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  hit  she  jeems  to  be« 

Tell  her  that's  yoimg. 
And  shuns  to  have  her  graces  spied  ; 

That  had'st  thou  sprung 
lo  deserts,  where  no  men  abide» 
Thou  nust  have  iMKommended  died. 

Small  IS  the  woiA 
Of  beaut  J  from  the  U^  retired ; 

Bid  her  eome  forth, 
Suflfer  herself  to  be  desired. 
And  not  blush  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die,  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee; 
How  small  a  part  of  tune  thej  share. 
That  are  so  wonderous  sweet  and  fair. 
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[Yet>  though  thpu  fade. 
From  thy  dead  leaves  let  fragrance  rise; 

And  teach  the  maid. 
That  goodness  Time's  rude  hand  defies. 
That  virtue  lives  when  beauty  dies.] 


H.  K.  WHITE* 


«1  AM  PLEAS'D,  AND  YET  I'M  SAD.^ 

I. 

WHEN  twilight  steak  along  the  ground. 
And  all  the  bells  are  ringing  round. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  and  five; 
I  at  my  study  wmdow  sit. 
And  wrapt  in  many  a  musing  fit. 

To  bliss  am  all  alive. 

n. 

But  though  impressions  calm  and  sweety 
Thrill  round  my  heart  a  holy  heat^ 

And  I  am  inly  glad; 
The  teardrop  stands  in  either  eye^ 
And  yet  I  cannot  teH  thee  why, 

I  am  pleasM,  and  yet  I'm  sad. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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m. 

Tbe  silvery  rack  that  flies  awiy. 
Like  mortal  life  or  pleasure's  ray» 

Does  that  disturb  my  breasti 
Nay  what  have  T,  a  studious  man. 
To  do  with  lifers  unstable  plan. 

Or  pleasure's  fading  vest? 

IV. 

Is  it  that  here  I  must  not  stom 
But  o'er  yon  blue  hill's  woody  top. 

Must  bend  my  lonely  wayl 
Now  surely  no,  for  give  but  me  _ 
My  own  fire-side,  and  I  shall  be 

At  home  where'er  I  stray. 

V. 

Then  is  it  that  yon  steeple  there. 
With  music  sweet  shall  fill  the  w. 

When  thou  no  more  can'st  hearl 
Oh  no!  oh  no!  for  then  forgiven, 
I  shall  be  with  my  God  in  Heaven, 

Releas'd  from  every  fear.  , 

VI. 

Tficn  whence  it  is  I  cannot  tell. 
But  there  is  some  mysterious  spell 

That  holds  me  when  I  am  glad; 
And  so  the  tear-drop  fills* ray  eye, 
Wlien  yet  in  truth  I  know  not  why. 

Or  wherefore  I  am  sad. 
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SOLITUDE. 

FT  18  not  that  my  lot  is  low. 
That  bids  this  silent  tear  to  flow; 
It  is  not  grief  that  bids  me  moan. 
It  is  that  I  am  all  alone. 

In  woods  and  glens  I  love  to  roam. 
When  the  tir'd  hedger  hies  him  home ; 
Or  by  the  woodland  pool  to  rest. 
When  pale  the  star  looks  on  its  breast. 

Yet  when  the  silent  evening  sighs. 
With  hallow'd  airs  and  symphonies, 
My  spurit  takes  another  tone. 
And  sighs  that  it  is  all  alone. 

The  autumn  leaf  is  sear  and  dead. 
It  floats  upon  the  water^s  bed; 
I  would  not  be  a  leaf,  to  die 
Without  recording  sorrows  sigh! 

The  woods  and  winds,  with  sullen  wail. 

Tell  all  the  same  unvaried  tale; 

I'vf  none  to  smile  when  I  api  free. 

And  when  I  sigh,  to  sigh  with  me.  \ 

Yet  in  my  dreams  a  form  I  view. 
That  thinks  on  me  and  loves  me  too; 
I  start,  and  when  the  vision's  flown, 
I  weep  that  I  am  all  alone. 

K2        .  *  ' 
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IF  for  from  me  the  Fates  remove 
Domestic  peace,  comiubial  love ; 
The  prattling  ring,  the  social  cheer^ 
Affection's  voice,  affection's  tear; 
Ye  sterner  powers  that  bind  the  heart. 
To  me  your  iron  aid  impart! 

0  teach  me,  when  the.  nights  are  chill. 
And  my  fire-side  is  lone  and  still; 
When  to  the  blaze  that  crackles  near, 

1  turn  a  tir'd  and  pensive  ear. 

And  nature  conquering  bids  me  sigh. 
For  love's  soft  accents  whispering  nigh; 

0  teach  me,  on  that  heavenly  road. 
That  leads  to  Truth's  occult  abode; 
To  wrap  my  soul  in  dreams  sublime. 
Till  earth  and  care  no  more  be  mine. 
Let  blest  philosophy  impart 

Her  soothing  measures  to  my  heart; 
And  while  with  Plato's  ravish'd  ears, 

1  list  the  music  of  the  spheres; 
Or  on  the  mystic  symbols  pore. 
That  hide  the  Chald's  sublimer  lore; 
I  shall  not  brood  on  summers  gone. 
Nor  think  that  I  am  all  alone. 
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/ 

FANNY!  upon  thy  breast  I  may  not  lie! 

Fanny!  thou  dost  not  hear  me  when  I  speak! 
Where  art  thou,  love? — ^Around  I  turn  my  eye. 

And  as  I  turn,  the  tear  is  on  my  cheek. 
Was  it  a  dream?  or  did  my  love  behold 

Indeed  my  lonely  couch? — Methought  the  breath 
Fann'd  not  her  bloodless  lip;  her  eye  was  cold 

And  hollow,  and  the  livery  of  death 
Invested  her  pale  forehead. — Sainted  maid. 

My  thoughts  oft  rest  with  thee  in  thy  cold  grave. 

Through  the  long  wintry  night,  when  wind  and  wave 
Kock  the  dark  house  where  tliy  poor  head  is  laid. 
Yet  hush!  my  fond  heart,  hush!  there  is  a  shore 

Of  better  promise;  and  I  know  at  last. 

When  the  long  Sabbath  of  the  tomb  is  past. 
We  two  shall  meet  in  Christ  to  part  no  more. 
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These  fragments  are  Henry's  latest  compositions;  and  were,  for 
the  most  part,  written  upon  the  back  of  his  mathematical  papers, 
during  the  few  moments  of  the  last  year  of  his  life,  in  which 
he  suffered  himself  io  follow  the  uoopiilse  of  his  gemus. 
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I. 


SAW'STthott  tbatBghl!  exdaim'^ltlie  youth,  and  paused; 

Through  yon  dark  firs  it  ^anced,  and  on  the  stream 

That  skirts  the  woods,  it  for  a  moment  play'd. 

Again,  more  light  it  gkam'd, — or  does  some  sprite 

Delude  mine  eyes  with  shapes  of  wood  and  streams. 

And  lamp  far  beaming  through  the  thicket's  gloom. 

As  from  some  bosom'd  cabin,  where  the  voice 

Of  revelry,  or  thrifty  watchfulness, 

Keeps  in  the  lights  at  this  unwonted  hourl 

No  sprite  deludes  mine  eyes, — the  beam  now  glows 

With  steady  lustre. — Can  it  be  the  moon. 

Who  hidden  long  by  the  invidious  veil 

That  blots  the  Heavens,  now  sets  behkid  the  woocb? — 

No  moon  to-night  has  k>ok'd  upon  the  sea 

Of  clouds  beneath  her,  answered  Rudiger, 

She  has  been  sleeping  with  Endymion.    ' 
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IL 


THE  pious  maii» 
In  this  bad  world,  when  mists  and  couchant  storms. 
Hide  Heaven's  fine  circlet,  springs  aloft  in  faith 
Above  the  clouds  that  threat  him,  to  the  fields 
Of  ether,  where  the  day  is  never  veiFd 
With  intervenmg  vapours;  and  lookd  down       .  ^  . 
Serene  upon  the  troublous  sea>  that  hides 
The  earth's  fiiir  breas^  that  sea  whose  netber  face 
To  grovelling  mortals  frowns  and  dari^ens  all; 
But  on  whose  billowy  back,  from  man  concealed    ; 
The  glaring  sunbeam  plays. 


m. 

LO!  on  tbetastem  summit,  dad  in  grey^ 
Mom,  likje  a  horseman  girt  for  travd,  comes; 
An4fir<mihis  tower  of  mist,  \ 

Nighf  s  watchman  hurries  down.: 
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IV, 

THERE  was  a  little  bird  upon  that  pile; 

It  perch'd  upon  a  ruined  pinnacle. 

And  made  sweet  melody. 

The  song  was  soft,  yet  cheerful,  and  most  clear. 

For  other  note  none  swelled  tTie  air  but  bis. 

It  seem'd  as  if  the  little  chorister, 

Sde  tenant  of  the  melancholy  pile. 

Were  a  lone  hermit,  outcast  from  his  kind. 

Yet  withal  cheerful.— I  have  heard  the  note 

Echoing  so  lonely  o'er  the  aisle  forlorn, 

^Much  musmg — 


\ 


V. 


0  PALE  art  thou,  my  lamp,  and  fiunt 

Thy  melancholy  ray; 
When  the  still  nighfs  unclouded  saint 
Is  walking  on  her  way. 
Through  my  lattice  leaf-eml)ower'd. 
Fair  she  sheds  her  shadowy  beam; 
And  o'er  my  sileiit  sacred  room, 
^     Casts  a  chequered  twilight  gloom; 
I  throw  aside  the  learned  sheet, 

1  cannot  chuse  but  gaze,  she  looks  so  mildly  sweet. 
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Sad  vestal  why  art  thou  so  fair^ 
Or  why  am  I  so  fraill 

Methinks  thou  lookest  kindly  on  me^  Moon, 

'And  cheerest  my  lone  hours  with  sweet  regards! 
Surely  like  me  thou'rt  sad,  but  dost  not  speak 
Thy  sadness  to  the  cold  unheeding  croud; 
S09  moumfiilly  composed,  o'er  yonder  cloud 
Thou  shinesty  like  a  cresset,  beaming  far 
From  the  rude  watch-tower,  o'er  the  Atlantic  wave* 


VI. 


O  GIVE  me  music — for  my  soul  doth  faint; 

I  am  sick  of  noise  and  care,  and  now  mine  ear 
Longs  for  some  air  of  peace,  s^me  dying  plaint. 

That  may  the  spuit  from  its  cell  unsphere* 

Hark  how  it  falls!  and  now  it  steak  along. 
Like  distant  bells  upon  the  lake  at  eve. 

When  all  is  still;  and  npw  it  grows  more  strongs 
As  when  the  choral  train  their  dirges  weave. 

Mellow  and  many- voiced;  where  every  close« 

O'er  the  old  minster  roof,  in  echoing  waves  reflows. 
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Oh!  I  am  wrapt  aloft.    My  spirit  soars 

Beyond  the  skies,  and  leaves  the  stars  behind. 

Lo!  angels  lead  me  to  the  happy  shores. 
And  floating  paeans  fill  the  buoyant  wind. 

Farewell !  base  earth,  farewell!  my  soul  b  freed. 

Far  from  its  clayey  cell  it  springs, — 


VII. 

AH !  who  can  say,  however  fair  his  view. 
Through  what  sad  scenes  his  path  may  lie ! 
Ah!  who  can  give  to  others^  woes  his  sigh. 

Secure  his  own  will  never  need  it  too! 

Let  thoughtless  youth  its  seeming  jpys  pursue. 
Soon  will  they  learn  to  scan,  witli  thoughtful  eye, 
The  illusive  past  and  dark  futurity; 

Soon  will  they  know —  \ 
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AND  must  thoa  go,  aod  must  we  part! 

Yes,  Fi^  decrees,  aad  I  submit; 
The  pang  that  rends  in  twain  my  hearty 

Oh,  Fumy,  dost  thou  share  in  it! 

Thy  sei  is  fidde, — when  away. 

Some  happier  youth  may  win  thy — 


IX. 


SONNET. 


WHEN  I  sit  musiog  on  the  checquer^d  past, 
(A  term  much  darkened  with  untimely  woes,) 
My  thoughts  revert  to  her,  for  whom  still  flows 
The  tear,  though  half  disown'd ; — and  binding  fast 
Pride's  stubborn  cheat  to  my  too  yielding  heart, 
I  say  to  her  she  robb'd  me  of  my  rest. 
When  that  was  all  my  wealth.— Tis  true  my  breast 
Received  from  her  this  wearybg  lingering  smart; 
Yet  ah !  I  cannot  bid  her  form  depart; 
Though  wrong'd,  I  love  her — yet  in  anger  love. 
For  she  was  most  unworthy. — ^Thcn  I  prove 
Vindictive  joy;  and  on  my  stem  front  gleams, 
Thron'd  in  dark  clouds,  inflexible    *    *    * 
The  native  pride  of  my  much  injured  heart. 
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X. 


WHEN  high  romance  o'er  every  wood  and  stream. 

Dark  lustre  shed,  my  infant  mind  to  fire; 
Spell-struck,  and  ffll'd  with  many  a  wondering  dream, 

first  in  the  groves  I  woke  the  pensive  lyre. 
All  there  was  mystery  then,  the  gust  that  woke 

The  midnight  echo  was  a  spirit's  dirge; 
And  unseen  fairies  would  the  moon  invoke. 

To  their  light  morrice  by  the  restless  surge. 
Now  to  my  sobered  thought  with  life's  fabe  smiles. 

Too  much    •    * 
The  vagrant  Fancy  spreads  no  more  her  wiles. 

And  dark  forebodings  now  my  bosom  fill. 


XL 

HUSHD  13  the  lyre—the  hand  that  swept 
The  low  and  pensive  wires, 
Robb'd  of  its  cunnmg,  from  the  task  retires. 

Yes— it  is  still — ^the  lyre  is  still ; 

The  spirit  which  its  slumbers  broke. 

Hath  pass'd  away,— and  that  weak  hand  that  woke. 
Its  forest  melodies  hath  lost  its  skill. 
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Yet  I  woald  press  you  to  my  lips  once  mo]:e. 
Ye  wild,  yet  withering  flowers  of  poesy; 

Yet  would  I  drink  the  fragrance  which  ye  pour, 
Mix'd  with  decaying  odours;  for  to  me 

Ye  have  beguiled  the  h^urs  of  infancy. 
As  in  the  wood-paths  of  my  native — 


XIL 

ONCE  more,  and  yet  once  more, 

I  give  unto  my  harp  a  dark-woven  lay; 
I  heard  the  waters  roar, 

I  heard  the  flood  of  ages  pa^  away. 
O  thou,  stern  spirit,  who  dost  dwell 

In  thine  eternal  cell. 
Noting,  grey  chronicler!  the  silent  years; 

I  saw  thee  ri|e, — I  saw  the  scroll  complete^ 

Thou  spakest,  and  at  thy  feet. 
The  universe  gave  way. 
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Grove  or  shortly  afterwards.  Henry  never  laid  aside  the  inten- 
tion of  completing  it,  and  some  of  the  detached  parts  wera 
( his  latest  prodoctioiiB. 
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APOBM. 


Genius  of  smsing^  nvfao,  Uw  nMnigiit  hour 

Wasting  in  woods  or  haunted  forests  wild^ 

Dost  watch  Orion  in  his  aidSo  towtt*. 

Thy  dark  eye  fix^d  as  in  some  holy  trance; 

Or»  when  the  voUey'd  lighteniogs  ckare  the  «ir» 

And  R«un  gaunt  bestrides  the  winged  storm, 

Sitf  st  in  some  lonely  watch-tower — where  thy  temp, 

Faint-blazmgy  strikes  the  fisher^s  eye  from  fior. 

And,  'mid  the  howl  of  elements,  umnov'd 

Dost  ponder  on  the  awful  scene,  and  trace 

The  vast  effect  to  its  superior  source,— 

Spirit  attend  my  lowly  benison! 

For  now  I  strike  to  themes  of  import  high 

The  solitary  lyre;  and  home  by  thee 

Above  thb  narrow  cell,  I  cekbrate 

The  mysteries  <3t  Time  1 
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Him  who,  august. 
Was  ere  these  worlds  were  fashioned, — ere  uie  (sua 
Sprang  from  ttie  east,  or  Lucifer  displa/d 
His  glowing  cresset  in  the  arch  of  mom. 
Or  Vesper  guilded  theserener  eve. 
Yea,  He  had^een  for  an  eternity; 
Had  swept  unvarying  from  eternity 
The  harp  of  de8olation,-^ere  his  tones. 
At  God's  command,  assumed  a  milder,  strain. 
And  startled  on  his  watch,  in  the  vast  deep. 
Chaos's  sluggish  sentry,  and  evok'd 
From  the  dark  void  the  smiling  universe. 

Chain'd  to  the  grovelluig  frailties  of  the  flesh. 
Mere  mortal  man,  unpurged  fVom  etrtbly  dross, 
pannot  survey,  with  fix'd  and  steady  eye. 
The  dim  uncertain  gulph,  which  now  the  muse. 
Adventurous,  would  explore; — but  dizzy  grown. 
He  topples  down  the  abyss. — If  he  would  scan 
The  fearful  chasm,  and  catch  a  transient  glimpse 
Of  its  un&thomable  depths,  that  so 
His  mmd  may  turn  with  double  joy  to  God, 
His  only  certidnty  and  resting  place; 
He  must  put  off  a  while  this  mort^  ¥€st. 
And  learn  to  follow,  without  giddujess,  - 
To  he^ts  where  all  is  vision,  and  surprise. 
And  vague  conjecture:— He  must  waste  by  night 
The  studious  taper,  far  frppi.all  resort 
Of  crouds  and  folly,  in  som§  still,  retreat; 
High  on  the  beetlmg  promontcjry's  cre^ti 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


149: 

Or  ia  the  cave«  of  the  iPHstwUderiieas, 

Where  compass'd  rouod  with  aature's  wildest  diapes. 

He  may  be  driveo  to  centire  all  his  thoughts 

In  the  great  architect,  who  lives  confest 

In  rocks,  and  seas,  and  solitary  wastes; 

So  has  divine  philosophy,  with  voice  . 

Mild  as  the  murmurs  of  the  moonligfit  wave. 

Tutored  tlie  heart  of  him,  who  now  awakes, 

Touchmg  the  cords  of  solemn  minstrelsy. 

His  famt,  neglected  song — intent  to  snatch 

Some  vagrant  blossom  from  the  dangerous  steep  ' 

Of  poesy,  a  bloom  of  such  an  hue. 

So  sober,  as  may  not  unseemly  suit; 

With  Truth's  severer  brow;  and  one  withal 

So  hardy  as  shaU  brave  the  passing  wind 

Of  many  winters,— ^rearing  its  ineek  head 

In  loveliness,  when  he  who.  gathered  it  v 

Is  numbered  with  the  generations  gone.  ^ 

Yet  not  to  me  hath  God's  gpod  providence 

Given  studious  leisure*,  or  unbroken  thought. 

Such  as  he  owns, — a  meditative  man. 

Who  from  the  blush  of  morn  to  quiet  eve 

Ponders,  or  turns  the  page  of  wisdom  o'er> 

Far  from  the  busy  croud's  tumultuous  din;  • 

From  noise  and  wrangling  far,  and  undisturbed 

With  Mirth's  unholy  shouts.    For  me  the  day 


*  The  avthor  was  then  in  an  attorae^f '•  oiflke. 
L3 
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Hath  duties  whidi  require  the  V%at0u»  haoil 

or  8tedtet  api^iealtoii^  but  whkb  lelM 

No  deep  improving  trace  upon  Hie  mind; 

But  be  the  day  audher's; — ^kt  it  patf  I 

The  night^s  my  own!— They  caraiot  stei^  my  itigbC! 

When  Evening  lights  her  folding-star  on  high, 

I  live  and  breathe,  and  in  the  sacred  hours 

Of  quiet  and  repoHe  my  spirit  flies. 

Free  as  the  monmig,  d'er  die  reahns  of  space. 

And  mounts  the  sides,  wai  insps  bier  wiag  for  heafesw 

Hence  do  I  love  the  sober-suit^  maid ; 

Hence  Nighfs  my  friend,  my  nAlress,  attd  niy  tt^ne. 

And  she  shall  aid  mci  n&w  to  magnify 

The  flight  of  ages,— ^nm^  when  the  pale  rajf 

Of  star-light  penetrates  the  studious  gk>om. 

And  at  my  window  ^led, — ^fa^  mankiod 

Are  lock'd  in  sleep,  I  ftdltie  freshening  breeze 

Of  stillness  blow,  ^Me,  in  her  saddest  stdle. 

Thought,  like  a  wakefM  Testkl  at  her  shrine. 

Assumes  hei^  wonted  sway^ 

Bebotdth^wotM 
Rests,  and  her  tilr'd  inhUJiitants  have  p«aios'd 
From  trouble  aild  MriuoH.    The  wido#  now 
Has  ceas'd  to  weep,  and  har  tWul  orphans  lie 
Lbdi'd  in  dxk  ahn,  partakei^  of  her  rest. 
The  man  of  sorrow^  hui  forgot  his  woes; 
The  outcast  that  hb  head,  is  shelterless. 
His  griefe  uushar'd*— The  mother  tends  no  more 
Her  daughter's  dyhijtf^iuabers,  but,  surptiKd 
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With  heaviness^  and  Mak  upon  b#r  aoadti 
Dreams  of  her  bridab*    Even  the  hectic,  lidiU 
On  Death's  lean  arm  to  rest»  in  visions  wrapt» 
Crownbg  with  hope's  bland  wiseatfa  his  shuddering  nuniB^ 

Poor  victim!  smiles. Silence  and  deep  repose 

Keign  o'er  the  nations;  and  the  warning  voice 

Of  nature  utters  audibly  within 

The  general  moral: — ^telb  us  that  repose 

Deathlike  as  this,  but  of  fac  loiiger  q;>ao». 

Is  coming  on  us — that  the  weary  crouds. 

Who  now  enjoy  a  temp<xrary  calm. 

Shall  soon  taste  lasting  quiet,  wrapt  arouncl 

With  grave-clothes;  and  their  aching,  restless  heads 

Moulderii^  in  holes  and  comers  unobserved, 

^Vm  the  last  tramp  shall  break  thdr  sullen  sleep* 

Who  needs  a  teacher  to  admonish  hinpi 

That  flesh  i»  grassi — ^That  earthly  things  ar^  npiistt 

What  are  our  jogfs  but  dreams?  and  what  our  |i<V^ 

But  goodly  shadows  in  the  summer  dpud^ 

liiere's  not  a  wind  that  blows  but  bears  with  it 

Some  rainbow  promise; — ^Not  a  moment  flies 

But  puts  its  sickle  in  the  fields  of  life« 

And  mows  its  thousands,  wkh  theu:  joys  and  c^res. 

TIs  but  as  yesterday  since  pn  yon  stars. 

Which  now  I  view,  the  Chaklee  shepherd*  gaz^di^ 

In  his  mid-watch  observant,  and  di^pos'd 

*Al]ndiiig  to  the  fSn^astnmomkal  ob8ervatioi%  aAde*b>f  flit 
Cbaldean  shei^rda. 

1.4 
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The  twinkling  bdsto  as  faney  gtte  tifein  riiApe. 
Yet  in  the  interim  what  m^fity  shoeks 
Have  buffetted  inatikind,^-w^<^  nations  naf&,—^ 
Cities  made  desolate, — ^the  potisb'd  sunk 
To  barbarism,  and  once  barbaric  states 
Swaying  the  wand  of  science  aiid  Of  arts; 
lUustrioQs  deeds  and  memorable  names 
Blotted  from  record,  and  upon  tiie  toOgne 
Of  grej  tradition  Toluble  no  n»>re. 

Where  are  the  heroes  of  the  ages  pasll  ' 

Where  the  brave  chieftains,  where  the  migbtj^ones 

¥^o  flottris^'d  in  the  infancy  of  days?  ^ 

All  to  the  grave  gone  down.    On  their  Mha  lame 

Exultant,  mocking  at  the  pride  of  raaif. 

Sits  grim  Fargetfulness. — ^The  warrior's  arm 

Lies  nerveless  on  the  pillow  of  its  shame;  '  ^ 

Hush'cf  is  his  stormy  voice,  and  quench'tf  thci  Maze 

Of  his  red  eyesballl— Yesterday  his  Aame 

Was  mighty  on  the  earth— To  day— *fis  what? 

The  meteeir  of  the  night  of  distant  years, 

That  flash*d  nnnoticed,  save  by  wrinkled  eld. 

Musing  at  midnight  upon  prophecies. 

Who  at  her  lonely  lattice  saw  the  gleam 

Point  to  the  mist*pois'd  shrOnd,  then  quie% 

CWd  her  pale  lips,  and  lock'd  tbte  secret  up 

Safe  in  the  cJbarners  treairares. 

'  O  how  weak 
Is  mort^pau!  how  tr^ng— how  confiud 
His  scope  of  vision.    Puffd  with  confici^ice^ 
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His  pkase  grows  bi§  with  immof  tality* 

And  he,  poor  imect  of  a  samaner^s  day. 

Dreams  of  ctemd  honours  to  his  name; 

Of  endless  glory  and  per^niual  bays* 

He  idly  reasons  of  eternity^ 

As  of  the  train  of  stges^^—when^  alas! 

Ten  thousand  tbamaad  of  his  centuries 

Are,  in  compariBon»  a  fittle  pokit. 

Too  trivial  for  aecompt*-'— — O  it  is  strauge^ 

Tis  passing  strsmge,  to  mai^  his  fallacies; 

Behold  him  proudiy  flew  some  pompous  pUe, 

Whose  high  dome  swells  to  emulate  the  skies. 

And  smile  and  say  my  name  shall  live  ynXh  this 

7ill  Time  shaU  he  no  more^  while  at  his  feet, 

Yea^  at  his  very  feet,  the  cruntUing  dust 

Of  the  fidkn  fabric  of  the  other  day, 

Preaches  the  solemn  lesson. — ^He  skoutd  know. 

That  Time  mnsi  conquer.    That  Uie  loudest  blast 

That  ever  filFd  Renown's  obstreperous  trump, 

Fades  in  the  lapse  of  ages,,  and  expires* 

Who  lies  inhum'd  in  the  teirific  ^obm 

Of  the  gigantic  pyramid?  or  who 

Rear'd  its  huge  walls?     Oblivion  laughs  and  says. 

The  prey  is  mine. — ^They  sleep,  and  n^rer  more 

Their  nasies  shaH  stril»  upon  tlie  ear  of  man. 

Their  memory  burst  ^ts  fetters. 

Where  is  Rome? 
She  lives  but  in  the  tale  of  other  times^; 
Her  proud  yfaviUions  are  the  hermit's  home. 
And  her  loi^  colonnades,  her  public  walks^ 
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Now  ^otly  ecbo  talhe  pi^rim's  ttt^ 
Wbo  comes  to  muse  ifi  BoUmdte,  fiod  taae^. 
Through  the  rank,  bums  veveafd,  her  haum/i  imIL 
But  not  to  Rome  alone'  lidaJ*«te  coofia'd 
The  doom  of  niin;  cities  numberless^ 
Tyre,  Sidon,  Carthage,  BabgrlM»  and  Trojr^ 
And  rich  Phoeoidar-^hey  aoe  blotledoot^ 
Half-razed  frcmi  memory*  aad  Uttk  ^ccy  ^ 
And  bang  in  diqpttlew-*-Hafr  Athew  fiilk»t 
Is  polbh'd  Greece  become.  Ifas  sttva^ie. seal 
Of  ignorance  asd  sbAI  aadahatt  tpedauie 


And  empire  seeks  ano4har  hemis^itre* 
Where  now  is  Britain1--WbeM  her  laimll'd 
Her  palaces  and  hidbt  •  Dash'd  in  As  dust 
Some  second  Vaachl  butt  rtdnoed  her  pmK 
And  with  one  bij(  rec^  Imlk  IhiowA  bar  back 

To  primitiye  barbarity. ^Agaia* 

Tlirough  her  depopshlsd  vak^  the  acveam 
Of  bloody  superstition  hoUow  rings, 
And  the  searr'd  aaliye  to  the  tempest  howls 
The  yell  of  depupeeatioikr— -O'er  her  marts. 
Her  crouded  ports,  hioods  Sikoc»;  and  the  cry 
Of  the  low  curlew,  and  the  peBsiy«  dub 
Of  distant  billoWs,  breaks  akme  the  Toid. 
Even  fto  the  savage  aits  upod  the  stime 
That  marks  where  stood  her  capitoib,  and  heara 
The  bittern  boomiBg  in  the  weeds,  be  shrinks 
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From  tbe  dismaying  8oUluidew«^Herbaidf 
SiDg  in  a  kiBguage  that;  hath  penshed; 
And  tbeir  wfld  harps,  wMpanded  o'er  llwir  f^iftB, 
Sigh  to  the  desart  winds  a  djo^  straiiu 

Meanwhile  the  arts,  in  seeood  infoncy^ 

Rise  in  some  distant  dime;  and  then  percfaanee 

Some  bold  adventurer,  fill'd  with  goldemdreanw. 

Steering  his  hatk  Afoogji  tfadckss  solknde^ 

Where^  to  ba  wandering  HuHights,  no  ikring  ^nm 

Hath  ever  ploogl^d  belKove,-**-^eflpks  tbe  cliffii 

Of  fallen  Albion. — To  Ifae  land  unknown 

He  Journeys  joyful;  aiid  perhaps  descriea 

Some  vestige  of  her  ancient  stateMness; 

Then  he,  with  vain  coqeislupt,  filh  his-nnnd; 

Qf  the  unh«Md^f  faoe^  wbicfa  Imd  arciv'd 

At  science  in  that^  solitary  nooky 

Far  from  the  d\iV  world;  and  sag^^  t^fam 

And  moralizes  on  Ibe  state  of  man. 

Still  on  its  marcsb;  utmotieed  abdimfel^ 
Moves  on  our  being.    We  do  live  and  breathy 
And  we  are  gone.    Tbespoiler  hefwis  us  uok. 
We  have  our  spring-time  and  oar  rottentoess; 
And  as  we  fall;  another  mee  succeeds 
To  perish  likewise.-^Meanwhikr  nature  simles^' 
The  seasons  run  their  rodndr^the  sun  firffilt 
His  annual  course~-and  licaven  and  earth Irefaani 
Still  changing,  yet  undiaaged-^-stMl  doomed  ta  fdM 
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Endless  mutatkm  in  perpetual  rest. 

Where  are  cooceal'd  the  dajs  which  have  ekq[M*d  t 

Hid  io  the  mighty  cavero  of  ike  pmd. 

They  rise  upon  us  only  to  appall 

By  indistinct  and  hai^glimps'd  images^ 

Misty,  gigantic^  huge,  obscure,  ramot^. 

Oh  it  is  fearful,  on  the  midnight  couch»     . 

When  the  rude  rushing  winds  foi^get  to  ia;re , 

And  the  pak  mooo,  tbit  thro«^  tlK  casement  Ugb 

Surveys  the  sleepless  muser,  stamps  the  hour 

Of  utter  silence,— it  is  fearful  thea 

To  Isteer  the  mind,  in  deadly  sotitade. 

Up  the  vague  stream  of  probability; 

To  wind  the  mighty  secrets  of  itejMMf,   . 

And  turn  the  key  of  time! — Oh  who  can  strive 

To  comprehend  the  vast,  the  awfid  tnitb,. 

Of  the  eternity  thai  lusthgome  hy^ 

And  not  recoil  from  the  dismaying  sense 

Of  human  impotence?    The  life  of  mm. 

Is  summ'd  in  birthrdays  and  in  sepulchres; 

But  the  Eternal  Ood  had  no  begimaiog;     ^ 

He  hath  no  end.    Tune  had  been  wbh  him 

For  evei^lasting^  ere  the  daedal  world  ^ 

Rose  from  the  gulph  in  loveliness. — Like  him 

It  knew  no  source,  like  him  'twas  uncreate. 

Whdt  is  it  theni  The  past  Eternity! 

We  com^fehead  Sijuiure  wilhoiit  end; 

We  feel  it  possible  that  even  yon  sun 
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May  roll  for  €ver;  bat  we  shrink  amaz'd — 
We  stand  aghast,  when  we  reflect  that  Time 
Knew  no  commencenieDt.^r"That  heap  age  on  age. 
And  million  upon  millidn,  without  end, 
An4  we  shall  never  span  the  void  of  days 
That  were,  and  are  i^  but  in  retrospect 
The  Past  is  an  unfathomable  deptli. 
Beyond  the  span  of  thought;  'tis  an  elapse 
Which  hath  no  mensuratbn,  but  hath  be^ 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 

Change  of  <fays 
To  us  is  sensible ;  and  e^  i^^ol^ 
Of  the  recording  sun  conducts  na  on 
Further  in  life,  and  nearer  to  onr  ^oal. 
Not  so  with  time, — niysterious  dironider. 
He  kfioiii^eth  not  mutation; — centuries 
Are  to  his  being  as  a  day,  and  days 
As  centuries. — ^Time  past,  and  Time  to  come, 
Are  always  equal ;  when  the  world  b€^;an 
God  had  e wted  irom  eternity. 
^       »        ♦        •        » 

Now  look  on  man 
Myriads  of  ages  hence.— Hath  time  elapsed? 
Is  he  not  standing  in  the  self-same  place 
Where  once  we  stood ! — The  same  Eternity 
Hath  gone  before  him,  and  is  yet  to  come : 
His  past  is  not  of  longer  span  than  ours. 
Though  myriads  of  ages  intervened; 
Tor  who  can  add  to  what  has  neitiier  sum. 
Nor  bound,  nor  «ource,  nor  estimate,  nor  end ! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


158 

db»  who  ctn ^oBspMilhe  Alin^h^  iniMll 
Who  can  ui^odi  the  seertts  of  the  Higbl 
To  speculalioBs  of  an  aHitude, 
Sublime  as  this,  oar  reason  stands  ccmSufk 
Foolisby  and  ini^nificant,  and  mean. 
^  Who  can  apply  the  fetile  ai^^nmeafc 
Of  finite  beings  to  infinity  I 
He  might  as  weB  cosq)resstbe  univerae 
Into  the  hoUew  conqpass  of  a  gonrd, 
Scoop'd  out  by  human  art;  or  bid  the  whale 
Drink  up  the  sea  it  smn»  in. — Can  the  less 
Contain  the  greater!  or  the  dvatk  obscure 
IdMiA  the  glories  of  meri(fian  day  I 
What  does  philosophy  impart  to  mad 
But  nndiscofer^d  wondersi — Let  her  soar 
Even  to  her  proudest  hc^hts,— to  where  she  caogbl 
The  sotd  of  Newton  and  of  Socrates, 
Sbebutextencbthea^sape  ofwildaanae 
And  admiration*  All  her  kssoAs  end 
In  wider  views  of  God's  lorfitiioni'd  depths, 

lo!  the  unlettered  hind  who  never  knew 
To  raise  his  nlnd  excursive,  to  the  hdghte 
Of  abstract  contemplation ;  as  he  site 
On  the  green  hiUocky  by  tiie  hedge-foir-sidey 
What  time  the  insect  swarms  are  vmnmnrk^ 
And  marksi  in  silent  tiKmght,  the  bfoken  douda 
That  fringe,  with  lovefiest  hues^,  the  evening^flky. 
Feels  in  his  soul  the  hand  4>f  natare  rottte 
The  thrill  of  gratitude,  to  him  who  fam'd 
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The  goodly  prospect;  hebcMds  the  Ood 

ThronM  in  the  westi  «im|  bis  repoung  etr 

Hears  sounds  angelic  in  the  fitfiil  breero^ 

That  floats  through  neigbbourii^  copee  or  fairy  hnk% 

Or  lingers  playful  on  the  haunted  stream. 

Go  with  the  cott^  to  bis  winter  fire. 

Where  o'er  the  moors  the  loud  blast  whistles  shrill* 

And  the  hoarse  ban-dog  bays  the  icy  moon; 

Mark  with  what  awe  he  Hsts  the  wild  uproar. 

Silent,  and  big  MFith  thought;  and  hear  him  bless 

The  God  that  rides  on  the  tempestuous  clouds 

For  his  snug  hearth,  and  aU  his  little  joys. 

Hear  him  coiiipare  his  happier  lot  with  his 

Who  bends  his  way  across  the  wtnli^  wolds^ 

A  poor  nigfat-tiaveller,  while  the  dismal  snow 

Beats  in  his  face,  and,  ^lubious  of  his  path. 

He  stops,  and  thinks,  in  every  lengthening  blast; 

He  hears  some  vilki^  mastiff's  iiistaut  bowl. 

And  sees,  far  streaming  some  tone  cottage  light; 

Then,  undeceived,  upturns  bis  strearamg  eyes. 

And  clasps  his  shivering  hands;  or,  overpowered. 

Sinks  on  the  froaen  ground,  weigh'd  d«wn  with  sleep. 

From  which  the  hapless  wretch  shi^i  nevefr  wake. 

Thus  the  poor  rustic  warms  his  heart  with  praise 

And  glowing  gratitude, — He  turns  to  bless. 

With  honest  warmtli,  his  Makar  and  hia  God. 

And  shall  it  e'er  be  said,  thata  poor  lund» 

Nurs'd  in  the  lap  oftgn^Mrsmee,  and  bred. 

In  want  and  labo«r,  glows  with  nobler  xeal 

To  laud  his  Maker!s  attributes>  while  he 
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Whom  starry  science  in  ber  cradle  rock'd. 

And  Castaly  end^nten'd  with  its  dews» 

Closes  his  eyes  upon  the  holy  word; 

Aody  blind  to  all  but  arrogance  and  pride. 

Dares  to  declare  bis  infidelity, 

And  openly  contemn  the  Lord  of  Hosts! 

What  is  philosophy,  if  it  impart 

Irreverence  for  the  D«ty-— or  teach 

A  mortal  man  to  set  his  judgment  up 

Against  his  Maker's  will? — ^The  Polygar, 

Who  kneels^to  sun  or  moon,  compar'd  with  him 

Who  thus  perverts  the  talents  he  enjoys^ 

Is  the  most  bless'd  of  men ! — Oh !  I  would  walk 

A  weary  journey,  to  the  furtbest  verge 

Of  the  big  world,  to  kiss  that  good  man's  band. 

Who,  in  the  blaze  of  wisdom  and  of  art. 

Preserves  a  lowly  mind ;  and  to  bis  God, 

Feeling  the  sense  of  his  own  littleness. 

Is  as  a  child  in  meek  simplicity ! 

What  is  the  pomp  of  lemming?  the  parade 

Of  letters  and  of  tonguesi  Fen  as  the  mists      , 

Or  the  grey  mom  before  the  rising  sun. 

That  pass  away  and  perish.  ,/ 

Earthly  Uungs.   ^ 
Are  but  the  transient  pageants  of  an  hour; 
And  earthly  pride  is  like  the  passing  flower. 
That  springs  to  fkU,  and  blossoms  butjLo  die. 
T\s  as  the  tower  erected  on  a  cloud,., 
Basely  and  silly  as  tbe  scbool-boy'^dieamt 
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Ages  and  epochs  that  destroy  our  pride, 

And  then  record  its  downfal,  what  are  they 

But  the  poor  creatures  of  man's  teeming  brain? 

Hath  Heaven  its  ages ;  or  doth  Heaven  preserve 

Its  stated  oerasi    Doth  the  Omnipotent 

Hear  of  to-morrows  or  of  yesterdays  ? 

There  is  to  God  not  fnturenor  a  past: 

Thron'd  in  his  might,  all  times  to  him  are  present ; 

He  hath  no  lapse,  no  past,  no  time  to  come; 

He  sees  before  him  one  eternal  now. 

Time  moveth  not! — our  being  'tis  that  moves; 

And  we,  swift  gliding  down  life's  rapid  stream^ 

Dream  of  swift  ages  and  re/olving  years, 

Ordain'd  to  chronicle  our  passing  days: 

So  the  young  sailor  in  the  gallant  bark. 

Scudding  before  the  wind,  beholds  the  coast 

Receding  from  his  eyes,  and  thinks  the  while. 

Struck  with  amaze  that  he  is  motionless. 

And  that  the  land  is  sailing. 

Such,  alas! 
Are  the  illusions  of  this  proteus  life! 
All,  all  is  false. — ^Through  every  phasis  stiU 
^is  shadowy  land  deceitful. — It  assumes 
The  semblances  of  things,  and  specious  shapes; 
But  the  lost  traveller  might  as  soon  rely 
On  the  evasive  spirit  of  the  marsh. 
Whose  lantern  bearos/  and  vanishes,  and  flits^ 
O'er  bog,  and  rock,  and  pit,  and  hollow-way. 
As  we  on  its  appearances. 

On  earth 
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There  is  nor  certainty,  nor  alablt  hope. 

As  well  the  weary  mariner,  whose  bark  ^ 

Is  toss'd  beyond  Cimmerian  Bosphomi* 

Where  storm  and  dariuieas  hold  tbeir  diear  domain. 

And  sunbeams  never  penetrate,  m%ht  trust . 

To  expectation  of  serener  skies, 

And  linger  in  the  very  jaws  of  death, 

Because  some  peevish  ckmd  were  openings 

Or  the  loud  storm  had  bated  in  ita  ra^; 

As  we  look  forward  in  tins  vale  of  tears 

To  permanent  dcA^t — from  some  slight  ^impse 

Of  shadowy,  unsubstaitfial  hafqpiBess. 

Th6  good  man's  hope  is  laid  far,  hr  beyowl 
The  sway  of  tempests,  or  the  furious  sweep 
Of  mortal  desolalioo. — He  beholds. 
Unapprehensive,  the  gigantic  stride 
Of  rampant  ruui^  or  ttic  unstable  waves 
Of  dark  vicissitude. — Even  in  death. 
In  that  dread  hour,  when,  with  a  giant  pang. 
Tearing  the  tender  fibres  of  the  heart. 
The  immortal  spirit  st;rttggles  to  be  free. 
Then,  even  then,  that  hope  forsakes  him  not. 
For  it  exist!  beyond  ibfi  narrow  verge 
Of  the  cold  sepi^khre.— The  petty  joys 
Of  fleeting  life  indignantly  it  ^um'd. 
And  rented  on  the  lM>8om  of  its  God, 
This  is  man's  only  reasonable  hope; 
And  'tis  a  te|»  wbidi,  cherish'd  m  the  breast. 
Shall  not  be.dt8appointed.>-£ven  He, 
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The  Holy  One— Al0H|^ty—wbo  elaoeed 

The  rolling  world  tlong  iU  wy  wayi 

£ven  He  will  deig9  to  smile  upon  the  good» 

And  welcome  hkn  to  theae  celestial  seats. 

Where  j0j  and  gkubebs  hold  their  ehwgeles^  reign* 

Thou  proud  man,  look  upon  yon  starry  i^ult. 

Survey  tiie  countless  gems  which  richly  stud: 

The  night's  imperial  chariot; — ^Telescopes 

Wilf  shew  thee  myriads  i»ore»  iiuHunerous 

As  the  sea-sand ; — £ach  of  those  tttle  hunpsi 

Is  the  great  souvce  of  lights  the  centrali  sua 

Round  niiich  some  otUer  inighty  sisterbood 

Of  planets  travel»-T-Eveiy  plaset  stock'^ 

With  living  beings  impotent  9St  thee« 

Now,  proud  man--^now,  where  h  thy  greatness  fled? 

What  art  tbou  in  the  scale  of  uaiteisel 

Less,  less  than  i^hiug  I-r-.Yet  of  thee  thi^  God 

Who  built  this  wouderous  frame  of  worlds  is  caceAil, 

As  well  as  of  the  mendicant  who  begjs 

The  leavings  of  tby  table.    And  shalt  thou 

Lift  up  thy  thankless  ^pirit»  acid  ceBtemn 

His  heavenly  providence!    Dduded  fo^l. 

Even  now  the  tiiunderbolt  is  win^d  witk  death, 

Sveu  now  thou  totta«84  on  the  brink  of  HeU. 

How.insignificant  is  vsm^  vmn. 
Bound  to  the  hasty  puioiia  of  ai«  ho\ur! 
How  poor,  how  trivial  in  the  vast  couceit 
Of  infinite  duiati^n^  boundless  space! 
M  2 
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God  of  the  universe— Almighty  One— 

Thou  who  dost  walk  upon  the  winged  winds. 

Or  with  the  storm,  thy  rugged  charioteer. 

Swift  and  impetuous  as  the  northern  blast, 

Ridesf  from  pole  to  pdle; — ^Thou  who  dost  hold 

The  forked  lightnings  in  thine  awful  gr^p. 

And  reinest-in  the  earthquake,  when  thy  wrath 

Goes  down  towards  erring  man, — I  would  address 

To  thee  my  parting  paean;  for  of  thee. 

Great  beyond  comprehension,  who  thyself 

Art  time  and  space,  sublime  infinitude. 

Of  Uiee  has  been  my  song! — With  awe  I  kneel 

Trembling  before  the  footstool  of  thy  stale. 

My  God,  my  Father! — I  will  smg  to  thee 

A  hymn  of  laud,  a  solemn  canticle^ 

Ere  on  the  cypress  wreath,  which  overshades 

The  throne  of  Deatb,  I  hang  my  mournful  lyre. 

And  give  its  wild  strings  to  the  desett  gale. 

Rise,  son  of  Salem,  rise,  and  join  the  strain. 

Sweep  to  accordant  toness  thy  tuneful  harp. 

And,  leaving  Vain  laments,  arouse  thy  soul 

To  exultation.     Sing  hosanna,  sing, 

And  halleluiah^  for  the  Lord  is  great. 

And  full  of  mercy !     He  has  thought  of  man ; 

Yea,  conipass'd  round  vfiih  countless  ^'oHds,  lias  thought 

Of  we  poor  worms,  that  batten  in  the  dews 

Of  mom,  and  perish  ere  the  noonday  sun. 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  for  he  is  merdiHil; 

He  gave  the  Nubian  lion  but  to  live. 

To  rage  its  hour,  and  perish :  but  on  mlin 
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He  lavisk'd  iminortality,  atid  Heaven. 

The  eagle  fells  from  her  aerial  tower. 

And  mingles  with  irrevocable  du^t; 

But  man  from  death  springs  joyful. 

Springs  up  to  life  and  to  eternity. 

Oh  that,'  insensate  of  the  favouring  boon. 

The  great  exclusive  privilege  bestow'd 

On  us  unworthy  trifles,  men  should  dare 

To  treat  with  slight  regard  the  profFer'd  Heaven, 

An^  urge  the  lenient,  but  All- Just,  to  swear 

In  wrath,  "  They  shall  not  enter  in  my  rest." 

Might  l  address  the  supplicative  strain 

To  thy  high  footstool,  I  would  pray  that  thou 

Would'st  pity  the  deluded  wanderers. 

And  fold  them,  ere  they  perish,  in  tliy  flock. 

Yea,  I  would  bid  thee  pity  them,  through  him, 

Thy  well-beloved,  who,  upon  the  cross. 

Bled  a  dread  sacrifice  for^human  sin, 

And  paid,  with  bitter  agony,  the  debt 

Of  primitive  transgression. 

Oh!  I  shrink. 
My  very  soul  doth  si) rink,  when  I  reflect 
That  the  time  hastens,  when,  in  vengeance  cloth'd. 
Thou  shalt  come  down  to  stamp  the  seal  of  fate 
On  erring  mortal  man.     Thy  chariot  wheels 
Then  shall  rebound  to  earth's  remotest  caves. 
And  stormy  Ocean  from  his  bed  shs^ll  start 
At  the  appaUing  summons.     Oh !  how  dread. 
On  the  dark  eye  of  miserable  man. 
Chasing  his  sins  ip  secrecy  and  gloom,  . 
M  3 
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Will  burst  the  effolgeiiGe  of  tlie  qieoin^  Heaven; 

When  to  the  brazen  Uunipet^s  deafening  roar» 

Thou  and  thy  dazzling  cohorts  shall  descend* 

Proclaiming  the  fulfilment  of  the  word! 

The  dead  shall  start  astouisb'd  from  their  sleep  I 

The  sepulchres  shall  groan  and  yield  theur  prey. 

The  bellowmg  floods  shall  disembogue  their  charge 

Of  human  victims* — From  the  fertbest  nook 

Of  the  wide  world  i^all  troop  the  risen  souls. 

From  him  whose  bones  are  bleachiog  in  the  waate 

Of  polar  solitudes^  or  him  whose  coipse» 

Whehn'd  in  the  loud  Atlantic'^  vexed  tidei* 

Is  wash'd  on  some  Carribean  prominenoep. 

To  the  lone  tenant  of  some  secret  cell 

In  the  Pacific's  Vast    ♦    •    ♦    reabn* 

Where  never  plummet's  soon4  was  heard  te  part 

The  wilderness  of  water;  they  shall  come, 

To  greet  the  solemn  advent  of  the  Judg^. 

Thou  irst  shalt  summon  the  elected  saints 
To  their  af^ortioii'd  Heiiven;  and  thy  Son, 
vAt  thy  right  hand,  shall  smile  with  conscious  joy 
On  alt  bis  past  distresses,  when  for  them 
He  bore  humanity's  severest  pangs. 
Then  shalt  Ib^^  seize  the  avenging  scytluter^ 
And,  with  a  roar  as  loud  and  homUe 
As  the  stem  eartb^udEe's  kndnitory  voice. 
The  wicked  shall  be  driven  to  ttieir  abode, 
Down  the  immitigable  gulpb,  to  wail 
And  gnash  their  teeth  in  endless  agon^. 
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♦  ♦  ♦  •     ♦         -  . 

Rear  thou  aloft  thy  standard. — Sfnrit  rear 

Tby.flag  oa  high] — laviacible,  and  throned 

In  unparticipated  laight.    Behold 

Earth's  proudest  boasts,  beneath  thy  silent  sway. 

Sweep  headlong  to  destruction,  thou  the  wbtfe, 

Unmav'd  «nd  heedless,  th«r«ter  Bear  the  rush 

Of  mighty  generaitions,  as  they  pass 

To  the  broad  gulph  of  rain,  and  dost  stamp 

Thy  signet  on  ^hem,  and  they  rise  no  more. 

Who  shaM  contend  with  Time— unvanquish'd  Tinie« 

The  conqueror  of  conquerors,  and  lord 

Of  desolation? — Lo!  the  shadows  fly. 

The  hours  and  days,  and  years  and  centuries^ 

They  fly,  thfey  fly,  and  nations  rise  and  fall. 

The  young  are  old,  the  old  are  in  their  gravesi 

Heardst  thou  that  shcmt?   It  rent  the  vaulted  skies; 

It  was  the  voice  of  people, — mighty  crouds, — 

Again!  'tis  Irash'd — Time  ^esdcs,  and  all  is  hush'd; 

Jn  tiie  vast  muHitiide  npw  reigns  alon^ 

Unruffled  solitude.    They  aU  are  still; 

All — yea,  the  whole — \be  inodculaMe  iiiass> 

Still  as  the  graind  that  clasps  tfaehr  cold  remains. 

Rear  thou  aloft  tliy  standard. — S]pkit  rear 
Thy  flag  on  hi^!  wad  glory  in  thy  strei^gitfa. 
But  do  thou  know,  the  season  yet  shaH  ctimt. 
When  lirom  its  base  tbme  adamantine  throne 
Shall  tumble;  ^n^ben  thine  arm  shall  oeas^  to  strike. 
Thy  voice  foifget  its  petrifying  po^trer; 
M4 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


168 

When  saints  shall  shout^  and  Time  skdl  he  no  mon^e. 
Y^a,  he  dolh  come — the  mighty  champion  comes. 
Whose  potent  spear  shall  give  thee  thy  death-wound, , 
Shall  crush  the  conqueror  of  conquerors. 
And  desolate  stem  desolation's  lord. 
Lo!  >rvhere  he  cometh!  the  Messiah  comes! 
The  King!  the  Comforter!  the  Christ! — He  comes 
To  burst  the  bonds  of  death,  and  overturn 
^he  power  of  Time. — Hark!  the  trumpet's  blast 
Rings  o'er  the  Heavens! — They  rise,  the  myriads  rise — 
Even,  from  their  ghives  they  spring,  and  burst  the  chains 
Of  torpor, — He  has  ransomed  them,    *    *     . 

Forgotten  generations  live  again. 
Assume  the  bodily  shapes  they  own'd  of  old. 
Beyond  the  flood: — the  righteous  of  their  times 
Epibrace  and  weep,  they  weep  the  tears  of  joy. 
The  samted  mother  wakes,  and,  in  her  lap. 
Clasps  her  dear  babe,  the  partner  of  her  grave. 
And  heritor  with  her  of  Heaven, — a  flower 
Wash'd  by  the  blood  of  Jesus  from  the  stain 
Of  native  guilt,  even  in  its  early  bud. 
And  hark!  those  strains,  how  solemnly  serene 
They  fall,  as  from  the  skies — at  distance  fall — 
Agmn  more  loud.^-The  halleluiahs  swell;  - 
The  newly-risen  catch  the  joyful  sound; 
They  glow,,  they  bum;  and  now,  with  one  accord,  . 
Bursts  forth  sublime  from  every  mouth  the  song 
Of  praise  to  God  on  high,  and  to  the  Lamb 
Who  bled  for  mortals. 
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YeX  there  is  peace  for  man. — ^Yea,  there  is  peace. 

Even  in  this  noisy,  this  unsettled  scene ; 

When  from  the  croud,  and  from  the  city  far. 

Haply  he  may  be  set  (in  his  late  walk 

Overtaken  with  deep  thought)  beneath  the  boughs 

Of  honeysuckle,  when  the  sun  is  gone, 

And  with  fixt  eye,  and  wistful,  be  surveys 

The  solemn  shadows  of  the  Heavens  sail. 

And  thinks  the  season  yet  shall  come,  when  Time 

Will  waft  him  to  repose,  to  deep  repose. 

Far  from  the  unquietness  of  life — from  noise  . 

And  tumult  for— beyond  the  flying  clouds. 

Beyond  the  stars,  and  all  this  passing  scene. 

Where  change  shall  cease,  and  Time  shall  be  no  more. 
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This  was  the  work  which  Henry  had  most  at  heart.  His  riper 
jodgment  woold  probably  have  perceived  that  the  sabject  was 
ill  chosen.  What  is  said  so  well  in  the  Censura  Lxterana  of  all 
scriptural  subjects  for  narrative  poetry,  applies  peculiarly  to 
this.  *'  Any  thing  taken  from  it  leaves  the  story  imperfect ;  any 
thing  added  to  it  disgusts,  and  almost  shocks  us  as  impious.  As 
Omar  said  of  the  Alexandrian  Library,  we  may  say  of  such 
writings,  if  they  contain  only  vdiat  is  in  the  scriptures  they  are 

'  superfluous;  if  what  is  not  in  them  they  are  fitlse." — It  may  be 
added,  that  the  mixture  of  mythology  makes  truth  itself  appear 
fabulous. 

There  is  great  power  in  the  execution  of  this  fragment. — ^In  edit- 
ing these  remains,  I  have,  with  that  decorum  ^hich  it  is  to  be 
wished  all  editors  would  observe,  abstained  from  informing  the 
reader  what  he  is  to  admire  and  what  he  is  not;  but  I  cannot 
refrain  from  saying,  that  the  two  last  stanzas  greatly  affected 
me,  whjen  I  discovered  them  written  on  the  leaf  of  a  different  . 
book,  and  apparently  long  after  the  first  canto ;  and  greatly  shall 
I  be  mistaken  if  the]^  do  not  affect  the  reader  also. 
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THE  CHRISTIAD, 


A  DIVINE  POEM. 


BOOK   I. 


1. 

I  SINCf  the  Cross  !~Ye  white  rob?d  aogel  choirs. 
Who  know  the  chords  of  harmony  to  sweep; 

Ye  who  o'er  holy  David's  varying  wires, 

Were  wont  of  old  your  hovering  watch  to  keep. 
Oh,  now  descend!  and  with  your  harpings  deep, 

Pouring  subiitae  the  full  syniphonious  stream 
Of  music, — such  as  soothes  the  saint's  last  sleep. 

Awake  my  slumbering  spirit  from  its  dream. 
And  teach  me  how  to  eialt  the  high  mysterious  the^ne* 
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n. 


Mourn!  Salem,  mourn!  low  lies. thine  bumbled  state 
Thy  glittering  fenes  are  levelled  with  the  ground  1 

Fallen  is  thy  pride! — ^Thine  halls  are  desolate! 
Where  erst  was  heard  the  timbxel's  sprightly  sound. 
And  frolic  pleasures  tripp'd  the  nightly  round. 

There  breeds  the  wild  fox  lonely, — and  aghast 
Stands  the  route  pilgfioi  at  the  void  profound, 

Unbroke  by  noise,  save  when  the  hurrying  blast 
Siglis,  like  a  spirit,  deep  along  the  cheeriess  waste. 


III. 

It  k  for  tltts,  proud  Solyn»a !  thy  tewons 
Lie  crumbling  in  Hie  dust;  for  this- fbrlom 

Thy  genius  waUs  akmg  thy  desert  bowers, 
While  stein  destruc^n  laughs,  as  if  in  se^ra. 
That  thou  didst  dare  insult  God^s  eldest-bom; 

And,  with  most  bitter  persecuting  ire. 
Pursued  his  footsteps  tilt  the  last  day-dawn 

Rose  on  his  fortunes — and  thou  saw^sl  the  fire 
That  came  to  Mght  the  world  iii  one  great  flash  expire. 
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IV. 


Oh!  for  a  peacii  dipt  m  fiving  light. 

To  paint  the  agonies  tibat  Jesus  bare! 
Oh !  for  the  long-lost  harp  of  Jesse's  ought. 

To  h^onn  the  Saviour^s  praise  from  skore  to  shore; 

While  senm>h  bosks  the  lofty  paean  pour. 
And  Heaven  enraptnr'd  lists  the  loud  acclaim! 

May  a  frail  mortal  dare  the  theme  expfope  I 
May  be  to  human  ears  bis  weak  song  hnsml 
Ob!  nay  be  dare  to  sing  Messiah's  glovioiis  same? 


V. 


Spirits  of  pity !  mik)  Crusaders  ccmel 

Buoyant  on  clouds  around  your  minstrel  float; 
And  gire  him  eloquence  who  else  were  duiyb. 

And  raise  to  feeling  and  to  fire  bis  note! 

And  tbou,  Urania !  wba  dost  sliil  dcvole 
Thy  nights  and  days  to  God's  eleri^iil  shnae^ 

Whose  mild  eyes  1umin*d  what  Isaiah  wrote. 
Throw  o'er  thy  bard  that  solemn  stole  of  tbkie. 
And  clotbe  bim  for  tbe  fight  with  energy  divine. 
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vi. 


When  from  the  temple's  lofty  summit  prone^    '     ' 
Satan  o*ercome,  fell  down ;  and  'throned  there^ 

The  Son  of  God  confest,  in  splendor  shone; 
Swift  .as  the  glancing  sunbeam  cuts  the  air. 
Mad  with  defeat^  and  yelhng  his  despair. 

Fled  the  stem  king  of  Hell-^and  with  the  ghire 
Of  gliding  meteors,  ominous  and  red. 
Shot  athwart  the  clouds  that  gathered  round  his  head. 


VII. 

^Right  o'er  the  Euxine,  and  that  gulph  which  late 

The  rude  Massagetae  adorM — he  t>ent 
His  northering  course, — while  rounds  in  dusky  state. 

The  assembling  fiends  their  suramonM  troops  augment; 

Cloth'd  in  dar^  mists,  upon  their  way  they  went. 
While  as  they  pass'd  to  regions  more  severe. 

The  Lapland  sorcerer  sweli'd>  with  loud  lament. 
The  solitary  gale,  and,  fiird  with  fear, 
The  howling  dogs  bespoke  unholy  spirits  near. 
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YIII. 

Where  die  North  Pole,  in  moody  solitude^ 
Spreads  her  huge  tracks  and  frozen  wastes  atxnind; 

There  ice-rocks  pil'd  aloft,  in  order  rude,  . , 

Form  a  gigantic  hall;  where  never  sound 
Startled  dull  Silence'  eari  save  when  profound. 

The smoak-frost  muttered:  there  drear  Cold  for  aye 
Thrones  h^, — and  fii^d  on  his  primaeval  mound^ 

Ruin,  the  giant,  sits;  while  stem  Dismay 
Stalks  like  some  woe-struck  man  along  the  desert  way. 


IX. 


In  that  drear  ^t^  grim  Desolation's  lair^ 
No  sweet  remain  of  life  encheers  tlie  sights 

The  dancing  heart's  bipod  in  an  instant  there 

Would  freeze  to  marl^le. — MingUng  day  and^ight, 
(Sweet  interchange,  which  makes  our  labours  light,) 

Are  there  unknown;  while  in  the  sununer  skies 
The  sun  rolls  ceaseless  round  his  heavenly  height. 

Nor  ever  sets  till  from  the  scene  he  flies, 
And  leaves  the  long  Ueak  night  of  half  the  year  to  rite* 

VOL.  II.  N 
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Twas  there  yet  Auddetfag  fnm  tbe  borfllftg  hAe, 
8atan  had  toi'd  their  next  consistory; 

When  parting  last  be  fondly  hop'd  to  ibake 
Messiah's  eonstsncy, — ^And  thus  to  free 
The  powers  of  darkness  from  the  dread  decree 

Of  bondi^,  brovgfat  by  fahB>  md  eircnmvent 
Tbe  ^loenring  ways  of  faitti  whose  eye  can  see 

The  womb  of  Time,  and  in  its  evnbryo  pent. 
Discern  the  colours  clear  of  e^ty  dark  evest. 


XI. 


Here  the  slam  moaarefa  stayed  his  n^ict  flight. 

And  his  Unck  hosts,  as  with  a  jetty  pati» 
Hovering  obscur'd  the  north  starts  peaceful  light. 

Waiting  on  wing  their  h^ti^^  cl^eikain's  call. 

He,  meanwhile,  (townward,  with  a  saifeen  f^. 
Drop!  on  tbe  echoing  ice.    Iristant  the  so«aid 

Of  their  broad  vans  was  hn^'d^  Md  o'er  tiie  hall. 
Vast  and  obscuf^  the  gloomy  cohorts*  bound, 
HI,  wedg'4  hi  ranks,  the  seat  of  Satan  they  aiHtotmd* 
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xit. 

Hi^  dn  a  sotimii  <lf  the  sotkl  wave» 
Pnrakt  with  rude  shapes  by  the  fantastic  FroBti 

He  stood  in  dlence; — now  keen  thougfafts  engrave 
Daik  figures  6n  his  front;  and  teiBpest4os^» 
He  fcaw  to  say  that  fevcry  hope  is  lost. 

Meanwhile  the  multitude  as  death  are  mute: 
So  ere  the  tempest  on  Malacca's  coast, 

Sweet  Quiet  gently  touching  her  soft  lute, 
Sings  to  the  whispering  waves  the  preludig  to  dispute. 


Xllf. 

'  At  length  collected,  o'er  the  dark  Ditan» 

The  ardi-fiend  ^anced,  as  by  tlie  Boreal  blaze 
Their  downca^  brov^s  were  seen, — and  thus  began 
His  fierce  harangue. — *■  Spirits!  our  better  days 
Are  now  ekps'd;  Moloch  and  BeliaFs  praise 
Shall  sound  no  more  in  groves  by  myriads  trod. 

Lo !  the  light  breaks! — The  astonished  nations  gaie  I 
For  us  is  lifted  high  the  avenging  rod! 
For,  spirits,  this  is  He — this  is  the  son  of  God! 
N  2 
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XIV, 

What  thenl^-shall  Satan's  spirit  crouch  to  fear? 

Shall  he  who  shook  the  piUars  of  Grod's  rdgn. 
Drop  from  his  unnerved  arm  the  hostile  spear? 

Madness!    The  very  thought  would  make  me  fain 

To  tear  the  spaoglets  from  yon  gaudy  plain. 
And  huri  them  at  tlieir  Maker!— flx'd  as  fate 

I  am  his  Foe! — ^Yea,  though  hb  pride  should  deign 
To  soothe  mine  ire  with  half  his  regal  state. 
Still  would  I  bum  with  fixt  unalterable  hale. 


XV. 

Now  hear  the  issue  of  my  curst  emprize. 
When  from  our  last  sad  synod  I  took  flight, 

Buoy'd  with  false  hopes,  in  some  deep-laid  disguise. 
To  tempt  this  vaunted  Holy  One  to  write 
Hb  own  self-condemnation; — in  the  plight 

Of  aged  man  in  the  lone  wilderness. 
Gathering  a  few  stray  sti<^,  I  met  hb  sight; 

And  leanmg  on  my  staff  seem'd  much  t»  guess 
What  cause  could  mortal  bring  to  Ant  fbrlom  recess. 
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XVI. 


Then  thus  in  homely  guise  I  featly  frani'd 

My  lowly  speech — "  Good  Sir,  what  leads  this  way 
*•  Your  wandering  steps'?  must  hapless  chance  be  blam'd 

"  Thai  you  so  far  from  haunt  of  mortals  stray! 

"  Here  have  I  dwell  "for  many  a  lingeriug  day, 
"  Nor  Irace  of  man  have  seen. — But  how!  methought 

**  Thou  wert  the  youth  on  whom  God's  holy  ray 
*'  I  saw  descend  in  Jordan,  when  John  taught 
^  That  he  to  fallen  man  the  saving  promise  broughl/' 


XVII. 

'*  I  am  ibat  man,''  said  Jesus;  "  I  am  he. 

**  But  tnice  to  questions — Can'st  thou  point  my  feet 
*'  To  some  low  hut,  if  haply  such  there  be 

'^  In  this  wild  labyrinth,  where  I  may  meet 

*'  Wilh  homely  greeting,  and  may  sit  and  eat; 
*'  For  forty  days  I'  have  tarried  iasling  here, 

'*  Hid  in  the  dark  glen^  of  this  lone  retreat, 
''  And  now  I  hunger;  and  my  fainting  ear 
Longsmuchtogreetthesoandoffountainsgnshingnear/^ 
N3 
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XVIH. 


Then  thus  I  answcr'd  wily.—"  If,  indeed, 

"  Son  of  our  God  thou  be'st,  what  need  to  seek 

**  For  food  from  menl— Lo !  on  these  flint  stones  feed, 
*'  Bid  them  h^  bread!    Open  thy  lips  and  speak, 
"  And  living  rills  from  y6nparch'd  rock  will  break." 

Instant  as  I  had  ^ke,  his  piijrcing  eye 

Fix'd  on  my  face;— the  blood  forsook  my  cheek, 

I  could  not  bear  his  gaze;  my  mask  slipped  by; 
I  would  have  shunn'd  his  look,  but  had  not  power  to  fly. 


XIX. 

Then  he  rebuked  me  with  the  holy  word- 
Accursed  sounds!  but  now  my  native  pride 

Returned,  and  by  no  foolish  qualm  delerr'd, 
I  bore  him  from  the  mountain's  woody  side. 
Up  to  the  summit,  where,  extending  wide 

Kingdoms  and  cities,  palaces  and  fanes. 
Bright  sparkting  in  the  sunbeams,  were  descried, 

And  in  gay  dance,  amid  luxuriant  plains, 
Tripp'd  lo  the  jocund  reed  the  emasculated  swains. 
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XX, 

**  Behold/'  I  cried,  "  these  glories!  scenes  dime! 

*^  Thou  whose  sad  prime  in  pining  ws|i^  deca^, 
'^  And  these,  O  rapture!  these  sliall  all  be  thine,  - 

**  If  thou  wilt  give  to  me,  not  God,  the  praise. 

*'  Hath  he  not  given  to  infligeoce  thy  dayst 
**  Is  not  thy  portion  peril  here  and  paini 

*'  Oh!  leave  bis  temples,  shun  his  wounding  wayst 
^  **  Seize  the  tiara!  these  mean  weeds  dtsdajm. 
Kneel,  kneel,  tbou  man  of  woe,  suid  peace  and  splein 
dour  gain." 


XXI. 

*'  Is  it  not  written,*'  sternly  he  repliei^ 

"  Tempt  not  the  Lord  thy  God  T  JE'rowning  bespake. 
And  instant  sounds^  as  of  the  ocean  tide,. 

Rose,  and  the  whirlwind  from  its  prison  brake. 

And  caught  me  up  aloft,  till,  in  one  flake. 
The  ridelong  volley  mbt  my  swift  career. 

And  smote  me  earthward  .^- Jove  himself  migbtquake 
At  such  a  fall;  my  sinews  craek'd,  and  near. 
Obscure  and  dizzy  sounds  seem'd  ringing  in  mine  ear. 
N4 
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xxn. 

Sensdess  and  stuim'd  I  lay;  till  castiilg  round 

My  balf  unconscious  gaze,  I  saw  the  foe 
Borne  on  a  car  of  Roses  to  the  ground^ 
By  volant  angels;  and  a^^tailing  slow^ 
Hfi  rnoik,  the  faoaiy  batdement  below, 
'   While  on  the  tall  spire  slept  the  slant  sunrbehm. 
Sweet  on  the  enamoured  zephyr  was  the  flow 
Of  heavenly  instruments^    Such  strains  oft  seem. 
On  8tar*light  bill,  to  aoothe  the  Syrian  shepheid^s  dream. 


I  saw  blaspheming.    Hate  renewed  my  strength ;. 

I  smote  the  ether  with  my  iron  wing. 
And  left  the  accursed  scene.— Arrived  at  length 

In  these  drear  halb,  to  ye,  my  peers!  Ibriog 

The  tidings  of  defeat     Hell's  haughty  king 
Thrice  vanquished,  bafikd,  smitten,  and  dbmay'd ! 

O  shame!     Is  thb  the  hero  who  could  fling 
Defiance  at  his  Maker,  while  array'd. 
High  o'er  the  wails  of  light  i^iellion's  banners  pla/d  I 
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XXIV, 

Yet  shall  not  Heaten's  bland  minions  trinndph  long; 

Hell  yet  sliall  hare  revenge.— O  glorious  sight. 
Prophetic  visions  on  my  fancy  throng, 

I  see  wild  agon/s  lean  finger  write 

Sad  figures  on  his  forehead  ! — Keenly  bright 
Revenge's  fianbeau  burns!  Now  m  his  eyes 

Stand  the  hot  tears, — ^immantled  in  the  night, 
Lo!  he  retires  to  mourn! — I  hear  hb  cries,— « 
He  iaints — be  falb^-'and^lo  1^— tis  true,  ye  powers,  he  dies." 


XXV, 

Thus  spake  the  chieftain, — and  as  if  he  view'd 
The  scene  he  pictured,  with  his  foot  advanced. 

And  chest  inflated,  motionless  he  stood. 
While  under  his  uplifted  shield  he  glanced. 
With  straining  eye-ball  fix'd,  like  one  entranced. 

On  viewless  air ; — thither  the  daik  platoon 
Gaz'd  wondering,  nothing  se^i,  save  when  there 
danced 

The  northern  flash,  or  fiend  late  fled  from  abon. 
Darkened  the  disk  of  the  descending  moon. 
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Silepce  crept  aliUy  throMgh  the  r^pkSf-^The  l>reese 

,  $)i^e  mo0t  distinctly.    As  t^  sailor  stttn^ 
When  all  the  niidDight  g^pii^  from  th§  seag 
Break  bodipg  siQh^  and  tp  |i|i  fjgbt  e^p^mds 
High  QH  t^e  sfaroiids  i^e  f{^t  that  coniiwamb 
The  oc^aa^&rer's  life;  so  stiS*— so  sev 
Stood  wirb  dark  pow4r;-'Whilf  tbroi^h  their  nu- 
.  merous  bands 
Beat  pot  one  hearty  and  mmgliog  h^^  and  fear 
Now  told  tbem  all  was  lost,  npw  bade  revenge  appear. 


XXVII. 

Oae  there  was  there,  whose  loud  defying  tongue 
Nor  hope  nor  fear  had  sil^ced,  but  the  swell 

Of  overboiling  malice.    Utterance  long 
His  passion  i9ock^d»  and  long  be  strove  to  telt 
Hb  labouring^  irn  still  syllable  none  fell 

From  hjs  pale  ({.uivfiring  lip,  but  d^  away 
For  very  fury;  from  each  hollow  cell 

H^qptr^Qg  his  eyes,  that  c^a  ftupy  raiy< 
And         *«♦••* 
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/  XXVill. 

**  This  comes/'  at  length  burst  from  the  furious  chief, 

''  This  comes  of  dbUiut  counsels !  Here  behold 
"The  fruits  of  wily  cumiiog!  the  relief 
<^  Which  coward  pdicy  would  faia  unfold, 
\"  To  soothe  the  powers  that  warr'd  with  HeavcQ  of 
old! 
"  O  wise!  O  potent!  O  sa^dous  snare! 

"  And  lo !  o^r  prince — the  mighty  and  the  boldy 
"  There  stands  he,  spell  struck,  gaping  at  the  air, 
''  While  Heaven  subverts  his  reign,  and  plants  her  stan- 
dard there/' 


XXIX. 

Here,  as  recover^d^  Satan  fix'd  bis  eye 

FaU  on  the  speaker;  d^rk  it  was  and  stem; 
He  wrapt  his  black  vest  round  him  gloomily, 

And  stood  like  one  wh(»n  weightiest  thoughts  concern. 

Him  Moloch  mark'd,  and  strove  again  to  turn 
His  soul  to  rage.    Behold,  behold,  he  cried» 

The  lord  of  Hell,  who  bade  these  legions  ^um 
Almighty  rule — behold  he  lays  aside  . 
The  spesir  of  just  revenge,  and  shrinks,  by  man  deifiedt 
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XXX. 

Urns  ended  Mdocln  and  his  [burning]  tongue 
Hung  qdvering,  as  if  [mad]  to  quench  its  heat 

In  slaughter.    So,  his  native  wilds  among. 
The  famish'd  tiger  pants,  when  near  hb  seat, 

Press'd  on  the  sands,  he  marks  the  traveller's  feet. 

Instant  low  murmurs  rose,  and  many  a  sword 

Had  from  its  scabbard  sprung;  but  toward  the  seat 

Of  the  arch-fiend  all  turned  with  one  accord. 
As  loud  he  thus  harangued  the  sanguinary  horde. 


Ye  powers  of  Hell,  I  am  no  coward.  I  proved  this 
of  old;  who  led  your  forces  against  th^  armies  of  Jeho- 
vah? Who  cojned  with  Ithuriet,  and  the  thuadecs  of  the 
Almighty?  Who,  when  stunned  and  confused  ye  la^  on 
the  burning  lake,  who  first  awoke,  and  collected  your 
scattered  powers?  Lastly,  who  led  you  across  the  un- 
fathomable abyss  to  thb  delightful  world,  and  established 
that  reign  here  which  now  totters  to  its  base.  How, 
therefore,  dares  yon  treacherous  fiend  to  cast  a  stain  on 
Satan's  bravery?  he  who  preys  only  on  the  defenceless — 
who  sucks  the  blood  of  infimts,  and  delights  onlj^in  acts 
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of  ignoble  cruelty  and  unequal  contention.  Away  with 
the  boaster  who  never  joins  in  action,  but,  like  a  cormo- 
ranty  hovers  over  the  field,  to  feed  upon  the  wounded, 
and  overwhelm  the  dying.  True  bravery  is  as  remote 
from  rashness  as  from  he^tation;  let  us  counsel  coolly, 
but  let  us  execute^  our  counselled  puiposes  determinately. 
In  power  we  have  learnt,  by  that  experiment  which  lost 
us  Heaven,  thi|t  we  are  inferior  to  theThunder-bearer; 
In  subtlety — m  jsubdety  alone  we  are  his  equals.  Open 
war  is  imppssiUe. 


Thus  we  shall  pierce  our  Conqueror,  through  the  race 
Which  as  himself  he  loves;  thus  if  we  fall. 

We  fall  not  with  the  anguish,  the  disgrace. 
Of  falling  unrevenged.    The  stirring  call 
Of  vengeance  rings  within  me !     Warriors  all. 

The  word  is  vengeance,  and  the  spur  despair. 
Away  with  coward  wiles  I— Death's  coal-black  pall 

Be  BOW  our  standard! — Be  our  torch,  the  glare 
Of  cities  fir^d!  our  fifes,  the  shrieks  that  fill  the  aur! 
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Him  wnrerbg  rose  ittcBApim^  n^bo  of  oM, 
Fblt  In  the  sSeoce  of  ChaMea's  groves. 

Was  worsUppTd,  God  of  Fire,  wUh  diMtts  umold 
And  raysteiy.    Kki  utrandmng  spkil  f ofires. 
Now  railily  8earcjhfa%  for  Ibe  iiune  it  hji^m, 

Afld  sits  aod  momUs  ISce  soaie  wMte  t^Amd  list. 
Where  stood  his  tenqple,  and  where  fhtpanl  doves 

And  dnnaraon  upheap'd  the  sacred  pyre. 
And  nightf  J  magi  watchM  the  everiasting  fire. 


H^wav'd  his  robe  of  Aame,  be  crossed  his  breast. 
And  8igbing-~fais  papyrus  scarf  survey'd. 

Woven  with  dark  characters;  then  thus  addressed 
The  troubled  counsel. 
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I. 


Thus  far  have  I  pursued  my  solemn  theme 

With  self-rewardiDg  toil; — thus  far  have  sung 
Of  godlike  deeds»  far  loftier  than  beseem 

The  lyre,  which  I  in  early  days  have  strung; 

And  now  my  spirits  faints -and  I  have  hung 
The  shell,  that  solaced  me  in  saddest  liour. 

On  the  dark  cypress!  and  the  strings  which  rung 
With  Jesus*  praise,  their  harpings  now  are  o'er. 
Or  when  the  breeze  comes  by  moan  and  are  heard  no  more. 


And  must  the  harp  of  Judah  sleep  again. 

Shall  I  no  more  re-animate  the  lay!  * 
Oh!  thou  who  visitest  the  sons  of  men. 

Thou  who  dost  listen  when  the  humble  pray. 

One  little  space  prolong  my  mournful  day! 
One  little  lapse  suspend  thy  last  decree! 

I  am  a  youthful  traveller  in  the  way. 
And  this  slight  boon  would  consecrate  to  thee. 
Ere  I  with  Death  shake  hands,  and  smile  that  I  am  free. 
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REMARKS  ON  THE  ENGLISH  POETS. 


IMITATIONS. 

The  sublimity  and  utiarffected  beauty  of  the  sacred 
writings  are  in  no  instance  more  consptcuons^  than  in  the 
following  verses  of  the  xviiith  Psalm* 

*'  He  bowed  the  heavens  aho  and  eanie4own:  and 
Witness  was  under  his  feet. 

*'  And  he  rode  upon  a  cherub  and  did  fly :  yea  he  did 
fly  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind.*^ 

None  of  our  better  versions  have  been  able  to  preserve 
the  original  graces  of  tlies«  versos.  Thut  wrelcbecl  oil^ 
of  Thomas  Stemhold,  however,  (which,  to  the  disgrace 
and  manifest  detriment  of  religious  worA^  is  gener- 
ally used)  has,  in  this  solitary  instance,  and  then  perhaps 
by  accident,  given  us  the  true  spirit  of  the  Psalmist,  ai|d 
has  surpassed  not  only  Merrick,  but  even  the  classic 
Buchanan  *.    This  version  is  as  follows^ 


*  That  the  reader  May  jndge  Hwt  bims^,  BmQhmmS»  tnlnslation 
is  subjoined. 

tJtqae  swM  domiiMin  terr*  demUiat  lA  M^Mii 
Lesiter  inefiiNit  JmsMift  liiiiligia  evrittin; 
O  2 
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**  The  Lord  descended  from  above, 

''  And  bowed  the  heavens  high, 
''  And  undenieath  his  feet  he  cast 

«  The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

^^  On  cherubs  and  on  cherubuns 

"  Full  royally  he  rode, 
**  And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 

"  Came  flying  all  abroad.'' 

Dryden  honoured  these  verses  with  very  high  com- 
mendation, and,  in  the  following  lines  of  his  Annas  Mir- 
abilis,  has  ajqmrently  imitated  th^m,  in  prefereoce  to  the 
original. 

"  The  duke  less  numero^s,  but  in  courage  more^ 
**  On  wings  of  all  the  winds  to  combat  flies.^ 


And  in  his  Ceyx  and  Alcyone,  from  Ovid,  he  1 
**  And  now  sublime  she  rides  upon  the  wmd,^' 


Saceedmit  pedtbus  |nM»e  caliginis  nmbrse ; 
nie  vehens  curm  volocri,  coi  flammens  ales 
Lora  teneos  levibos  yentorum  adremigat  alit 
3c  curcmn  iatvo  nebularam  iovoMt  amictii, 
Pretendtt^e  cavis  piceas  in  nubibiis  undas.    . 

This  18  mmevAuA  too  harsh  and  prosaic,  and  tiwre  is  am 
ples^sant  cacof^Kmy  m  the  t«ramiatto»  of  the  5th  and  0th  lines. 
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which  is  probably  imitated;  as  wdl  almost  of  the  foflow-*^ 
log,  Dot  from  Stemhold,  but  the  original.    Thus  Pope^ 

"  Not  God  alone  in  the  still  calni  we  find,  ' 

**  He  mounts  the  storm  and  rides  upon  the  wind.'^ 

And  Addison-^ 

<'' Rides  in  the  whirlwind  and  directs  the  storm/f 

The  unfortunate  Chatterton  has — 

"  And  rides  upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind.*' 
And  Gray —  •'' 

*'  With  arins  sublime  that  float  upon  the  air.^' 

Few  poets  of  emmence  have  less  iticurred  the  charge 
of  plagiarism  than  Milton;  yet  many  instances  might  be 
adduced  of  similarity  of  ideia  and  language  with  the  scrip- 
ture, which  are  certainly  mare  than  comeidences,  and 
some  of  these  I  shall,  in  a  future  number;  present  to  your 
readers.  Thus  the  present  passage  iti  the  Psalmist  was 
in  all  probability  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote^^ 

"  And  with  mighty  wings  onlspftead, 

"  Dove^'like  sat'st  brooding  on  the  vast  abyss/' 

Par.  Lo$t,  L.  30,  B.  I. 
o3 
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TK^4ir«iM  of  tiw  «jv,  Vmim^ 

*'  He  maketh  the  clouds  his  cbiuriot,  and  walketh  upon 
the  wbgrof  ibe  ww<ili''^^ 

is  evidently  taken  from  the  before-mentioned  verses  in 
the  xviiith  Psalm,  on  which  it  is  perhaps  an  in^roi^neptt  ' 
It  has  also  been  imitated  by  two  of  our  first  poets, 
Shakeqi^e^c^  and  Tbom^on.    The  ^Enrmer  in  ^omo^  and 
Juliet— 

**  Bestrides  the  huy  paced  clouds, 

'' :^4  «^i|9  Mpon  ttl^  bofMm  of  Ihe  W."" 

The  latter  m  Winter,  1. 199— 


''  ■' •"  .■ ''-TWyfiilHr^^i  King  who-oft  - 

*'  Amid  tempestuous  darkness  dwells  alone, 

,  •  > 

M  ,Umi9P  i^M^Qffs  )i9v^  not  biB^Hre*  I  belief  b«e9 
BpUced,  Un^  «WM>t  fell  to  i»tere£(t  tbp  lovei»  of  po^e 
l^ti^9;  ^  tbfsy.gre  emk  99  at  {east  wiUapiu^youf 
readers  in  .^lepeml.  If  tb^  iapfe4  writiiig*  Wftre  attep*- 
tively  perused,  we  should  find  innumerable  passages  from 
which  o\tt  kf^m^^em^p^tB  h^fi 4iaw«  their  most  ad-^ 
mired  ifi«ws  Md  Ibe  mmmv^im^  of  tb<^  ioflances^ 
would  |i^b«pi}  attmrt  tt«  ittention  of  many  persons  to 
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those  volumes^  which  they  n«w  perhaps  think  to  contaip 
every  thin^  tedious  nfii  ^i9gi«s|iiig^  but  which,  on  the 
contrary,  they  woidd  find  replete  with  interest,  beauty, 
and  true  sublimity. 


04 
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STERNHOLD  AND  HOPKINS. 


MR.  EDITOR^ 
IN  your  Mirror  for  July^  a  Mr*  William  Toont.bm 
offered  a  few  observations  on  a  paper  of  mine,  m  a  |ne> 
ceding  number,  containing  remarks  on  tbe  verstoys  «id 
imitations  of  the  9th  and  10th  verses  of  the  xviiith  psahn, 
to  which  I  think  it  necessary  to  offer  a  few  words  by  way 
of  reply ;  as  they  not  only  put  an  erroneous  coBstmctioB 
on  certain  passages  of  that  paper,  but  are  otherwise  open 
to  material  objection. 

The  object  of  Mr.  Toone,  in  some  parts  of  hb  obser- 
vations, app^rs  to  have  been  to  refute  somethbg  which 
be  fancieif  I  had  advanced,  tending  to  estafilish  tbe  ge- 
oeral  merit  of  Sternbold  and  Hopkins's  translation  of  the 
Psahas;  but  he  might  have  saved  hiinself  thia  unneces- 
sary trouble,  as  I  have  decidedly  cond^nnedjt  as  mere 
doggrel,  still  preserved  in  our  churches,  to  the  detri- 
ment of  religion:  And  the  version  of  the  passage  in 
question  is  adduced  as  a  brilliant,  though  probably  acci* 
dental,  exception  to  the  general  character  of  tbe  work. 
What  necessity,  therefore,  your  correspondent  could  se^ 
\  for  *'  hoping  that  I  $h(mld  think  with  him,  that  the 

!  90on€r  the  old  varaion  of  the  pealms  was  consigned  to 

oMivion,  the  better  it  mudd  ^e  for  rational  demotion,"  I 
am  perfectly  at  a  losa  to  imagine. 
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This  .cQnclu4iag  sqitenc^  of  Mr.  Toone's  paper,  which 
I  consider  as  iqtroduced  merely  by  way  of  rounding.the 
period,  and  making  a  graceful  exit,  needs  no  further 
aiii|][iadver8k>n.  1^  shall  therefore  proceed  to  examine 
the  objections  of  the  "  worthy  clergyman  of  the  church 
of  England,''  to  these  verses  cited  by  your  correspondent, 
by  which  he  hopes  to  prove,  that  Dryden,  Knox,  and 
the  numerous  other  eminent  men  who  have  expressed 
their  admiration  thereof,  to  be  liltle  better  than  ideots. 
— The  first  is  this: 

*' Cherubim  is  the  plural  of  Cherub;  but  our  ver- 
sioner,  by  adding  aa  9  to  tf,  has  rendered  them  both 
plurals.''  By  adding  an  «  to  what?  If  th«»  pronoun  it 
refer  to  cherubim,  as  according  to  the  construction  of 
the  sentence  it  really  does,  the  whole  objection  is  non- 
sense.— But  the  worthy  gentleman,  no  doubt,  meant  to 
say,  that  Sternhold  bad  rendered  them  both  phirals,  by 
the  addition  of  an  s,  to  cherub.  Even  in  this  seasef, 
however,  I  conceive  the  charge  to  be  easily  obviated: 
for,  though  cherubim  is  doubtless  usually  considered  «s 
the  plural  of  cherub,  yet  the  two  words  are  freqnenty 
so  used  in  the  Old  Testament  as  to  prove,  that  they 
were  often  applied  to  separate  ranks  of  beings;  One  of 
these,  which  I  shall  cite,  will  dispel  all  doubt  on  the 
subject. 

''And  within  the  oracle  he  mlside  twocherubimsof 
olive  tree,  each  ten  cubits  high.'' 

1  Kings,  V.  23,  chap.  vii. 
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The  oUier  objectioB  turns  upon  a  w«rd  wift  which  it 
IS  not  nec^sary  fbr  hie  to  interfere;  forldid  not  quote 
these  Terses  as  instanees  of  th^  meUt  of  Stemhold^  or 
hb  version,  I  only  Mserted,  that  tli^  lines  which  I  Aea 
copied,  vis. 

The  Lord  descended  from  above,  &c. 

were  truly  noble  and  sublime.  Whether,  therefore, 
Stemhold  wrote  all  the  winds  (as  asserted  by  your  cor- 
re^ndent,  in  order  to  furnish  room  for  objection)  or 
ndghty  winds,  is  of  no  import.  Bu^  If  tUs  really  be  a 
subsequent  alteration,  I  think  at  least  there  is  do  im^ 
provement;  for  when  we  conceive  the  winds  as  assem- 
bling from  all  quarters,  at  the  omnipotent  command  of 
tiie  Deity,  and  bearing  him  with  tiieir  united  forces  from 
^  heavens,  we  have  a  more  sublime  image,  than  when 
ve  see  him  as  flying  merely  on  ndgkty  winds,  or  as 
^ririi^  his  team  (or  troop)  of  angels  on  a  strong  tem- 
pest's rapid  wing,  with  tnost  amazing  sw^tness,  as  eh- 
ffnUfy  represented  by  Brady  and  Thte\ 

*  Hoifv  aiiy  maD,  enjoying  the  use  of  his  senses,  could  prefer 
the  ^oDtemptible  vertion  of  Brady  and  Tate  of^tiils  veise  to  Sttia* 
holdt,  is  to  me  inexpU^ble.  The  epithets  ^i^  ire  ii||rod«<^ 
woul4  have  disgraced  a  school-boy,  and  the  majestic  imagery  of 
the  original  is  sacrificed  te  make  room  for  tinsel  and  fosdan. 

The  cfaviot  of  Hie  king  ef  king>, 
Wkich  active  tfoop^  tf  «mgel8  dremf 

On  a  strong*  tempest's  rapid  i/Hngs, 
With  most  amtaingsw^^hms  flap.    • 
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i  daffet  from  font  correspondent^  opinion,  tbat  thesie 
versesi  so  hr  from  possessing  soblimity,  attract  iba 
wader  ncrel3F  by  tiieir  rumbling  sarnid:  And  here  it 
itia^  jndt  he  matiss  to  observe,  tbat  the  true  sublhne  does 
not  consist  in  high  sounding  words,  or  pompous  magnt* 
,  ficence ;  on  the  contrary,  it  most  frequently  appears  clad 
io  nfitive  dignity  and  simplicity',  without  art,  and  without 
ornament. 

The  most  elegant  critic  of  annuity,  Longinus,  in  his 
trdatiA  oo  the  sublime,  addticeg  the  following  passage 
Htbrn  tiie  book  of  Genesis,  as  possessing  that  quality  in- 
an  eminent  degree. 

'^*  €M[  ^M.  let  tki^  b9  light,  and  there  was  light: — 
Lathe  eoHh  be,  mui earth  was^!* 

From  what  I  have  advanced  on  this  subject,  I  would 
not  have  it  inferred,  that  I  conceive  the  versicm  of  Stem- 
bold  and  Hopkins,  generally  speaking,  to  be  superior  to 
that  of  Brady  and  Tate;  for,  on  the  contrary,  in  almost 
every  instance,  except  that  abovementioned,  the  latter 
possesses  an  indubitable  right  to  pre-eminence.  Our 
language,  however,  cannot  yet  boast  one  version  pos- 
sessing the  true  spirit  of  the  original;  some  are  beneatli 
contempt,'  and  the  best  has  scarcely  attained  mediocrity. 
Your  correspondent  has  quoted  some  verses  from  Tate, 


*The  critic  apparently  quoted  from  memory,  for  we  may 
search  in  vain  fov  tke  latter  part  of  tliit  seutenee. 
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in  triufiif^,  83  cenoparatively  exceUeot;  but*  in  toy 
opmioiiy  they  are  tdto  instances  of  our  general  iailiu«  in 
lacred  poetry:  they  abound  inibi^ae amhkioaa ommneiUm 
which  do  well  to  please  women  and  chiklreD»  but  which 
disgust  the  man  of  taste. 

To  the  imitations  already  noticed  of  this  passage,  per- 
mit me  to  add  the  foUowmg : — 

**  But  various  Iris  Jove's  coniniands  to  bear* 
^)eeds  on  the  wings  of  winds  through  Uqoid  ttr^'* 

Popi^s  Bkul,  B.  t. 

**  Miguel  chisando  os  pelagos  do  vento.*' 

Carl08  Reiimd6,  Cmdo  L  by  Pedro  de 
Azevedo  Tojal,  an  ancient  Portuguese  poet  of  somie  merit. 
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REMAJIKS  ON  THE  ENGLISH  POETS. 


WARTON. 

THE  poems  of  Thomas  WWtoQ  are  replete  wkh  a 
sublimity,  imd  richness  of  imagery,  which  seldom  fail  to 
enchant:  every  line  presents  new  beauties  of  idea,  aided 
.by  all  the  magic  of  animated  diction.  From  the  ineic- 
baustible  stores  of  figurative  language,  majesty,  and 
sublimity,  vi^hich  the  ancient  English  poets  afford,  he  has 
culled  some  of  the  richest  and  the  sweetest  flowers;  But, 
unfortunately,  in  thus  making  use  of  the  beauties  of  other 
writers,  he  has  been  too  unsparing^;  for  the  greater  num- 
ber of  his  ideas,  and  nervous  epithets,  cannot,  strictly 
speaking,  be  called  his  own;  therefore,  however  we  may 
be  charmed  by  the  grandeur  of  his  imiages,  or  the  feli- 
city of  his  expression,  we  must  still  b^ar  in  our  recollec- 
t}on»  that  we  cannot  with  justice  bestow  upon  him  the 
highest  eulogium  of  genins-^that  of  originality. 

It  has,  with  much  justice,  been  observed,  that  Pope, 
and  his  imitators,  have  introduced  a  species  of  refine- 
ment into  our  language,  which  has  banished  that  nerve 
and  pathos, .  for  which  Milton  had  rendered  it  eminent 
Harmonious  modulations,  and  unvarying  exactness  of 
measure,  totally  precluding  sublimity  and  fire,  have  re^ 
duced  our  fashionable  poetry  to  m^re  sing-song.    But 
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Hiomas  WartoD,  whose  taste  was  unvitiated  by  tbe  fri- 
Tolities  of  the  daj»  immediately  saw  the  intrinsic  worth 
of  what  the  woiid  then  slighted.  He  saw^  that  tbe  an- 
cient poets  contained  a  fund  of  strength^  and  beauty  of 
imagery,  as  well  as  diction,  which,  in  the  hands  of  ge- 
nius, would  shine  forth  with  redoubled  lustre.  Entirely 
rejecting,  therefore,  modem  niceties,  he  extracted  the 
honied  sweets  from  these  beauttfol,  tboy^  i^glected 
flowers.  £very  grace  of  sentiment,  every  poetical  teru^ 
which  a  fabe  taste  had  rendered  obsolete,  was  by  him 
revived  and  made  to  grace  he  own  ideas;  md  thoi%h 
many  will  condemn  him^  as  guilty  of  pls^arism,  yet  few 
wifi  be  able  to  withhold  the  tribute  of  their  praise. 

The  peculiar  forte  of  Warton  seems  to  have  bera  m 
the  s<mibre-descriptive.  The  wild  airy  fights  of  a 
Sp^ser;  the  **  chivalroas  feats  of  barons  bold;"  or  tbe 
^  doister'd  soillude,^  wel-e  the  fevourites  of  his  mind. 
Of  this*  hb  bent  he  informs  us  in  the  followii^  tines: — 

Through  Pope's  soft  song  though  all  the  graces  breathe. 
And  happiest  art  adorns  his  attic  page. 
Yet  does  my  mipd  \vilh  sweeter  transport  glow. 
As  at  &e  toot  of  mossy  trunk  reclia'd. 
In  magic  Spenser's  wildly  warbled  song 
I  see  deserted  Una  wander  wide 
\Through  wasteful  solitudes  and  lurid  heaths. 
Weary,  forlorn;  than  where  the  feted  ♦  feir 

*  Belinda.    Vide  Pope's  Rape  of  the  Lock. 
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Upon  the  bosombr^bl  of  siWer  Tbaiiies» 
LauQchef  in  all  tbe  lustre  of  brocade. 
Amid  the  splendors  of  the  langhiog  sun ; 
Tbega^  descHj^on  palls  iy>on  the  seijise 
And  coldly  strikes  the  mind  with  feeble  bliss. 

Pleasures  of  Melanchofy, 
*  ■ 

Wilton's  mii^  was  formed  for  the  grand  and  the 
subUme*  Were  liis.imitatioi^  less  verbal,  and  less  nu-^ 
merousp  I  should  be  led  to  imagine,  that  the  peculiar 
beauties  of  his  favourite  authors  had  sunl^  ^o  impress 
sivelj  into  his  mind^  that  he  had  unwittingly  ^[)propri* 
ated  them  as  his  own;  but  they  are  in  g;eneral  such  ad 
to  preclude  the  idea. 

.  To  tbe  metrical^  and  of  her  intrinsic .  ornaments  of 
stylc^  he  appears,  to  have  paid  due  attention.  If  we 
fneet  with  aq  uncouth  expression,  we  immediately  per^ 
ceive  that  it  b  peculiarly  appropriate,  and  that  no  other 
term  could  have  been  made  use  of  with  so  happy  an  ef- 
fect His  poems  abound  with  alliterative  lines.  Indeed, 
this  6gure  seems  to  have  been  his  favourite;  and  he  stu- 
diously seeks  every  oj^ortunity  to  introduce  it:  how- 
ever, it  must  be  acknowledged,  that  his  "  daisy-dappled 
^ales^''  &c.  occur  too  frequently. 

The  poem  on  which  Warton's  fame  (as  a  poet)  prin- 
cipally rests,  is  the  *'  Pleasures  of  Melancholy,"  and 
(notwithstanding  the  perpetual  recurrence  of  ideas  which 
are  btwrrowed  from  other  poets)  there  are  few  pieces 
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which  I  have  perused  with  ij^e  exquisite  gradficaikm. 
The  gloomy  tiots  with  which  he  overcasts  his  descrip- 
tioos;  his  highly  figurative  hmgnage;  and,  above  ail,  the 
antique  air  which  the  poem  wears,  convey  the  most 
sublime  ideas  to  the  mind. 

Of  the  other  pieces  of  this  poet,  some  are  ^cellent,- 
and  they  idl  rise  above  mediocrity.  In  his  sonpets  he 
has  succeeded  wonderfully;  that  written  at  Windade, 
and  the  one  to  the  river  Lodon,  are  peculiarly  beautiful, 
and  that  to  Mr.  Gray  is  most  elegantly  turned.  The 
•'  Ode  on  the  approach  of  Summer,''  is  replete  with  ge- 
nius and  poetic  fire;  and  even  over  the  Birth-day  odes, 
whkh  he  wrote  as  poet  laureat,  hb  genius  has  cast 
energy  and  bcMity.  His  humourous  pieces,  and  satires, 
abound  in  wit ;  and,  in  short,  taking  him  altogether,  he 
is  an  ornament  to  our  country  and  our  language,  and  it 
is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  profusion  with  which  he  has 
made  use  of  the  beauties  of  other  poets,  shouM  have 
given  room  for  censure. 

I  should  have'closed  my  short,  and  I  fear  jejune  essay 
on  Warton,  but  that  I  wished  to  hint  to  your  truly  ele- 
gant and.  acute  Stamford  correspondent,  Octavius  Gil- 
christ, (whose  future  remarks  on  Warton's  imitations  I 
await  with  considerable  impatience)  that  the  passage  in 
the  pleasures  of  Melancholy — 

or  ghostly  shape. 


At  distance  Hen,  invites^  with  Imk'mng  han4» 
Thy  lonesinne  steps, 
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which  he  juipposea^  io.  be  tsihea  frpMt  Ih^ 'f<^UQWfligti«( 
Coixiiis^  '  1  <  ' 

*      Of  caHiog  diapea^  ajid  bepk^nttig  9badows  4m,  ; : 
And  airy  tongues  that  syllable  ne^a's  nsumes,    :       ; 

is  more  probably  taken  from  the  commencement  of 
Poi)c's  elegy  on  an  unfortunate  lady — 

What  beck'ning  ghost,  along  the  moonlight  shade 
Invites  my  steps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade? 

The  original  idea  was  possibly  taken  from  Comns  by 
Pope,  from  whom  Wartou,  to  all  appearance,  again 
borrowed  it 

Were  the  similarity  of  the  passage  in  Gray,  to  that  in 
Warton,  less  striking  and  verbal,  I  should  be  inclined  to 
think  it  only  a  remarkable  coincidence;  for  Gra/s  bio- 
graphers inform  us,  that  he  commenced  his  elegy  in. 
1742,  and  that  it  was  completed  in  1744,  being  the  year 
which  he  particularly  devoted  to  the  muses,  thou^  he 
did  not  "put  the  finishing  stroke  to  it/'  until  1750. 
The  Pleasures  of  Melancholy  were  published  in  4to.  in 
1747.  Therefore  Gray  migM  take  his  third  stanza 
from  Warton;  but  it  is  rather  extraordinary  that  the 
thh'd  stanza  of  a  poem  should  be  taken  from  another, 
published  five  years  after  that  poem  was  begun,  and 
three  after  it  was  understood  to  be  completed ;  one  cir- 

VOL.  !!•.  P 
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cooiilaaicc,  howtHf,  seems  to  lemler  the  suppositioii  of 
its  being  a  plagiarism  somewhat  more  probable,  which 
h,  that  the  stanza  in  question  b  not  essential  to  the  con- 
QezioD  of  the  precedii^  and  antecedent  verses;  ther^ 
lore  k  nng^t  have  been  added  by  6ray»  when  he  put  the 
''JuUMmg  OrohT  to  his  piece  m  1750. 
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CUESORY  REMARKS  ON  TRAGEDY. 


THE  pleasure  which  is  derived  from  the  rq^resenta- 
tion  of  an  affecting  tragedy/  has  often  been  the  subject 
of  enquiry'  among  pfailo8cq[>hical  critics,  as  a  angnlar 
phcnomenoB* — That  the  nind  shovdd  receive  gratificatiotf 
from  the  excitement  of  those  passions  which  are  in  flteBBt" 
selves  painAiI,  b  really  an  extraordkmry  paradox,  and  ii 
the  more  inexplicable  rince,  when  the  same  means  are 
employed  to  rouse  the  more  pleairing  affections,  no  ade« 
quate  efifect  is  {Hrodnced. 

In  order  to  solve  this  problem,  many  ingenioui 
hypotheses -have  been  invented.  The  Abbe  Dn  Bos  tells 
us  that  the  mind  has  such  a  natural  antipathy  to  a  state 
of  fisUessness  and  langour,  as  to  render  the  transition  froal 
it  to  a  state  of  exertion,  even  though  by  rousing  passions 
m  themselves  painful,  as  in  the  instance  of  tragedy,  a 
positive  pleasure.  Monsieur  Fontenelle  has  given  ns  a 
more  satisfactory  account.  He  teHs  us  that  pleasure  and 
pain,  two  sentiments  so  different  In  themselves,  do  not 
differ  so  much  in  thefar  cause; — that  pleasure,  carried  too 
far,  becomes  pain,  and  pain,  a  litHe  moderated,  becomes 
pleasure.  Hence  that  the  pleasure  we  derive  from  tragedy 
is  a  pleasing  sorrow,  a  modulated  pain.  David  Hume, 
who  has  also  written  upon  this  subject,  unites  the  two 
systems,  with  this  addition,  that  jthe  painfull  emotions  ex* 
f2 
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cited  by  the  representation  of  melancholy  scenes,  are 
further  tempered,  and  the  pleasure  is  prq^KMtiooably 
heightened  by  the  eloqijienoe  displayed  in  the  rdatfon — 
the  art  shewn  in  collecting  the  pathetic  circunastances,  and 
the  judgment  evinced  in  their  happy  disposition. 

But  even  now- 1  do  not  oonceire  the  difficulty  to  be 
sattsfiM^torily  done  away.  Admitting  the  posU^itum 
which  the  Abbe  Du  Bos  assutaes,  that  famgour  is  so  dis- 
agreeable to  the  mind  as  to  render  its  removal  positive 
pleiisttre,  to  be  true;  yet,  whoi  we  recoHect,  as  Mr. 
H«me  bad  before  observed,  that  were  the  same  olijectt 
of  distress  which  give  us  [^asure  in  tragedy  set  before 
our  eyes  in  reality,  though  they  would  effectually  remove 
listlessness,  they  would  excite  tlie  most  unfeigned  un* 
easiness,  we  shall  hesitate  in  applying  this  solution  in  its 
full  extent  to  the  present  sul^t.  M.  Fonteaelle's 
reasoning  is  much  more  condiAiveryet  I  think  he  errs 
egregiously  in  his  premises,  if  he  means  to  imply  that 
anymodulation  of  painis  pleasing,  because,  in  whatever  de* 
gree  it  may  be,  it  is  still  pain,  tmd  remote  fromeither  ease 
or  positive  pleasore:  and  if  by  moikrated  pain  he  means 
any  uneasy  sensation  abated,  though  not  totally  banidied, 
he  is  no  less  mistaken  in  the  application  of  them  to  the 
subject  before  us.— ^Pleasure  may  very  wel)  beconcdMl 
to  be  painibl,  when  carried  to  excess,  because  it  there 
becomes  exertion^  and  is  inconvemei^.  We  nray  also 
form  some  idea  of  a  pleasure  arising  from  moderated 
pam,  or  the  transition  from  the  disagreeable  to  the  less 
t^sagreeable;  but  this  cannot  in  any  wi^e  be  appli^  ti» 
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ihe  graiificatioiL  we  derive  from  a  bagedy«  for  tb^eioo 
superior  degree  of  pam.is  left  f<H^  an.  ii^rior.  .As  to  Mr. 
Htune'd  additioQ  of  the  pleasure  we  derive  from  the  art 
«of  the  poety  lor  the  iotroduction  of  wfaicb  he  has  written 
his  whole  dissertation  on  tragedy,  it  merits  little  considei^ 
^<Hi.  :The  seUvrecdleetion  necessary  to  render,  this  art 
a  so^Tce.of  gratification,  must  weaken. the  illusion;  amd 
whatever  weakens  the  illusion,  diminishes  the  effict. 

In  these  systems  it  is  Ukea  for  granted  that,  all  those 
passions  are  excited  which  are.  represented  in  the  drama. 
This  I  conceive  to  have  been  the  primary  cause  of  error> 
for  to  me  it  secerns  very  probable  that  the  only  passion 
or  afiection  which  is  excited,  is  that.of  syn^liiyy  which 
partakes  .of  ,the  pleasing  nature  of=  pity  and  compassion* 
and  includes  in.it  so  much  as  is  pkasing  of  hope  andap^ 
fwdiension,  joy  and  gr^f.  i 

-  The  pleasmre  .we  derive  from  the  aSHctions  of  a  finend 
k  proverbial^-'-every  person  has  felt,  and  wondered  why 
he  felt,  sometlnBg  soothuig  in  the  partioipation  of  the 
sorrows  of  those  dear.to  his  heart;  and. he  might,  with 
as  much  reason,  have  questioned  why  he  was  delighted 
Wilb  the  mehincbdy  scenes  of  tragedy,  ^th  pleasures 
are  eqa^ly  siosiular ;  they  both  arise  from  the  same  source. 
Both  originate  in  sympathy. 

^     '  •  .  .  '  ^         ' 

It  would  seem  natural  that  an  accidental  spectator  of 

a  cause  in  a  court  of  justice,  with  which  he  is  perfectly 

iraacqiiainted,  would  remain  an  uninterested  auditor  of 

P3 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


214 

.Ae  coMCt  coaliaiy..  He  immedktely,  even  before  he  m 
iidl  eo^HJolcd  iritb  the  Bierils  of  fhe  cne,  eapooaes  o&e 
4Uk  •£  tbe  qodiioiiy  to  ^hick  be  unifoniily  adheies, 
fertidpfttet  in  eUils  advantigei,  ud  sympatfaiics  kvits 
wiccm>  Tbue  is  no  denying  tint  tbe  ioteiest  tins  nUn 
4ikei  in  t^  boaincift  ii  a  aooiee  of  pleasnre  to  him;  but 
we  canKit  anpiMNie  one  of  tte  pertiet  in  thecinae,  thon^ 
his  interest  must  be  infinitely  more  livdy,  to  feel  an  equal 
)pliaiam,..beeaoie  the  painiot  passions  are  in  Um  rckUy 
Mustd,,«hik  in  the  other  sympathy  ahne  iscxdted, 
.apfaich  is  in  itadf  pleasing.  It  is  pretty  much  the  same 
with  the  ipectator  of  a  trigedy.  And,  if  the  synqpathy 
is  the  more  pleasing.  It  B  because  the  actions  are  so  much 
Ae  mpie  calofailed  to  entrap  the  attention,  and  the  ob^ 
j|6t  so  anidi  the  more  .worthy.  The  pleasure  is  height^ 
ened  also  in  both  instances  by  a  land  of  iptuitke  rec<^«- 
lection*  which  never  forsakes  the  spectator;  that  no  bad 
wonsonufliii'iiii  will  xesoll  to  him  from  ikt  action  he  is  sur- 
veying. This  MeoUectioa  is  the  more  predonuaalithi 
the  spectator  of  a  tragedy,  as  it  is  impassible  in  atiy  case 
lotall]^  to  banish  from  his  tnemory  that  tiie  scenes  ue 
.  fictitious  and  iijosive.  In  real  lif<^  we  always  advert  to 
futurity,  md  endeavour  to  draw  inferences  of  the  |>ro^ 
baUe  consequences:  but  the  moment  we  take  off  our 
minds  from  what  is  passmg  on  the  stage  to  reasoiiii^ 
thereupon,  tbe  illusion  is  dispelled,  and  it  again  recurs  that 
itis  all  fiction. 

If  we  compare  the  degrees  of  pleafore  we  dff^ve  fiom 
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the  penual  of  li  novd  aed  the  i^resentatkm  of  aingcdy, 
we  shall  observe  a  wonderftd  daparity.  .lo  bott  we  fcri 
An  kiterest^  in  bodi  sympathy  is  excited.  BaMn  the  ooc^ 
Ihinp  are  merely  related  to  us  as  havinf  paand,  fiMdi 
it  is  not  attempted  to  persuade  us  erer  did  mi^retMj^ 
happen,  and  from  which,  therefore,  we  ne?ercaBdeeeif« 
ourselves  into  the  idea  ttat  any  consequences  whatever 
will  result;  in  the  others  on  the  contrary,^  the  actitas 
themselves  pass  before  our  eyes;  we  are  not  tempted  to 
ask  ourselves  whether  they  did  ever  happen;  we  see 
them  lnq[>pen,  we  are  ^e  witnesses  of  them,  and  weni  it 
not  for  the  meliorating  cfarcumstances  before^mentioned, 
the  symi^y  would  become  so  powerful  as  to  be  in  file 
highest  degree  painful. 

In  tragedy,  dierefbre,  every  Ihhig  which  can  ^rengthen 
the  illusion  shduld  be  introduced,  tor  there  are  a  tb6o- 
sand  draw4)acks  on  the  effect,  wtddi  it  is  impossiMtf  lo 
remove,  and,  which  have  always  so  great  a  force,  as  to 
put  it  out  of  the  power  of  the  poet  to  etdte  sympMhy  in 
a  too  painful  degree.  Every  thing  thai  is  inq>robable, 
eveiy  thmg  which  is  dut  of  the  common  course  of  nature 
should,  for  Ais  reason,  be  avoided,  as  nothing  will  so  ford- 
bty  ren^nd  the  spectator  of  the  unieahiess  of  the  iUuaibn. 

It  is  a  mistaken  idea,  that  we  sympathize  sooner  v^ith 
the  distresses  of  kings,  and  illustrious  personages,  thtta 
with  those  df  common  life.  Men  are,  in  fact,  mere  in* 
clined  t6  commiserate  the  sufferings  of  their  equab,  than 
of  those'  whom  they  cannot  but  regard  rather  with  awe 
P  4 
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thio  pity,  )i8  fdpeirior bfs^8p  iMll»lidDelni.Hitei«8tiQ; 
ipcidcaU  wliidi  miglit  have  blqpfMBod  lo  themieiffiii^.' 
QMoer  Ibui  iH  thbse  remote  firooi  tbeir  own  ntidc  aad 
hMtau  It  i»  -for  this  reason  thdt  \£sdijkis  censureii 
E«ripMei»  for  introdncing  fab  kings  in  ta^,  bs  if  tbej 
were  more  to  be  ^ompttMioaated. than  other  i 


Some  wMl»  perbapsi  imagine  thai  it  is  in  the  po^erof 
tbe  po«t  ta  «xGile  our  3ynipal%  in.too  pow^ifilil  a  degree^ 
becaii$e  at  the  r^[ireaentati0Q  of  certain  seeneft^  Ibt  8pei>- 
tators  are  frequently  affected  so  as  to  make  them  shfidE 
out  with  terror.  But  this  is  not  sympathy;  it  is  horror^ 
it  b  disgiat,  and  b  only  v^tnessed  when  some  act  b  com- 
raitt^  on  ^e  s^e  so.emel  mid  blo0dy»attoimakeitia»> 
pp98ib|e4o  coi^e||ip)fli|e,it  ,efen  ill  idfa  without  botror. 

Nee  pueros  coram  populo  AMea,  lancidet^ 
Aut  humau^  paKtm  coqufil  ^ta  .n«&rais  Atreus. 

/for.  ArM  Poet.  L  185. 

It  b  for  thb  reason,  also,  that  many  fiqe  German 
dramas  cannot  be  brought  on  the  English  stage,  such  as 
the  Robbers  of  Schiller,  and  the  Adelaide  of  WuUmgen, 
by  Kotzebue;  they  are  too  horrible  to  be  read  without 
violent  emotioos,  and  Horace  will  tell  you  what  an  im- 
mense difierence  there  b  in  point  of  effect  between  areUir 
tion  and  a  represeotatiou. 
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Segnius  irritaiit  aliinios  demt^a  per  anreniy 
Qtiam  quse  sunt  oculis  subjecta  fidelibus,  et  quas 
Ipse  sibi  tradit  spectator. 

Afs  Poet.  I.  ISO. 

I  'shall  coBclude  these  desultory  remarks,  strung  to- 
gether at  randotn,  without  order  or  conneetioOj  by  ob- 
serving what  little  foundation  there  is  for  the  general  out- 
cry in  the  literary  world,  against  the  prevalence  of  Ger- 
man dramas  on  our  stage.  Did  they  not  possess  uncom- 
mon merit,  they  would  not  meet  with  such  general  ap- 
protn^tion.  Fashion  has  but  a  panrtial  influ^ce,  but  they 
have  drawn,  t^rs  from  an  audience  in  a  barn  as  well  as^ 
in  a  theatre  royal ;  they  have  been  welcomed  with 
plaudits  in  every  little  marjcet  town  in  the  three  kingdom^ 
as  well  as  in  the  metropolis;  Nature  speaks  but  one 
language;,  she  is  alike  intelligiUe  to  the  peasant,  and  the, 
man  of  letters;  the  tradesman,  and  the  man  of  ^shioti- 
While  the  Muse  of  Germany  shall  continue  to  produce 
such'  plays  as  the  Stranger  and  Lovers  Vows*,  who  will 
not  rejoice  tliat  translation  is  able  to  naturaiiae  her  ef- 
forts in  our  language. 


'•  I  speak  of  these  plays  only,  as  adapted  to  our  stage  by  the 
elegaiit  pens  of  Mr^  Thompson  and  Mrs.  Inchfoald. 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS. 

(No.  L] 


-There  13  a  mood 


(I  sing  not  to  the  vaceot  and  the  young) 

Hiere  k  a  khidly  mood  of  Mefamcholy, 

That  whigs  the  iool  and  points  her  to  the  skies. 

Dtw. 

PHILOSOPHERS  hvvt  dimted  tfaemsdves  of  tbeir 
natural  i^tby,  and  ))oets  have  risen  d^OTe-lheniselve^, 
in  descanting  on  the  pleasures  of  Melancholy.  There  is 
BO  mind  so  grots,  no  understaiMUDg  so  uncultiTated^  as 
to  be  bcapable,  al  certaiQ  tnoraents,  and  amid  ceftun 
combhiationsy  of  feeling  that  suMim^  Isflaenoe  iipoii  the 
sfririts,  whkh  «teab  ttie  soul  from  the  petty  amieties  of 
Ae  world,    * 

«"  Aiid  fib  it  tb  hM  converse  with  Oie  Gods." 

V 

•  I  most  confess,  if  such  there  be  who  never  felt  Ike 
divbe  abstraction,  I  envy  them  not  their  insaosibjUly. 
For  my  own  part,  it  is  from  the  indolence  of  this 
soothing  power,  that  I  derive  the  most  exquisite  of  gra- 
tifications. At  the  calm  hour  of  moonlight  tmid  all 
the  subUme  serenity,  the  dead  siilkiess  of  the  night;  or 
when  the  howling  storm  rages  in  the  heaveos^  the  rain 
pelts  on  my  roof,  and  the  winds  whistle  through  the 
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muiiites  cS  my  iqimrUnea^  I  fed  the  divine  mood  of 
melaacboly  upon  me;  I  imagine  mysdf  placed  ilpon  an 
^mmence,  above  the  crowda  who  pant  below  in  the 
dusty  tmck$  of  wealth  and  honour.  The  black  catalogue 
of  erimet  and  of  vice;  the  sad  tissue  of  wretchedness 
atid  woe,  passes  in  review  before  me,  and  I  look  down 
upon  man  with  ati  eye  of  pity  and  ^sommkeration. 
Though  the  scenes  which  I  survey  be  itioumful,  and 
the  ideas  they  exoite  ecpially  sombfe;  though  the  tears 
fush  as  I  contem{rfate  them,  and  my  heart  feels  heavy 
with  the  sorrowful  emotions  they  inspire,  yet  ate  they 
not  uliTCcompMiied  witii  sensations  of  the  pmtst  and 
tnoiBt  ecstatic  bliss. 

'  It  i»  to  ^  spectator  done  that  raelandM^y  is  for* 
bidding;  ih  terself  she  is  soft  and  interestiiig^  and  ca- 
pable lof  adRM*^^  pure  and  miaHoyed  delight.  Ask  the 
to/itet  why  he  mnsM  by  the  side  of  tiie  pnrSt^  brook,  or 
plunges  mto  the  deep  gloom  of  the  forest?  Ask  the  Un- 
fortunate, why  he  seeks  the  still  shades  of  solitude?  or 
the  man  who  feels  the  paugs  of  disappointed  ambition, 
why  he  r^ires  into  the  silent  walks  of  seclusion?  and  he 
wiH  ten  you,  ttiat  he  derives  a  pleasure  therefrom,  which 
nodiing  ehe  can  impart.  It  is  the  delight  of  melancholy ; 
but  the  meianchofy  of  these  beings  is  a9  far  removdl 
from  that  of  the  philosopher,  as  are  the  narrow  and 
contracted  compbints  of  selfishness,  from  the  mouniful 
regrets  of  expansive  phibuitlirc^hy ;  as  are  the  despond** 
ing  intervals  of  insanity,  from  the  occasional  depressions 
of  bentfolent  sensibility. 
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The  tnao.yiriio  bas  ,attaii^  that  calm,  eqiuaiiimiiy. 
whieb  qualilbli  bimto  look  dowo  upontlie  p^  ^vU^^ 
Uf^  with  iiidiffisrePGe;  who  aio  so  far.  cooqucir  tike  w^t 
iiess  of  nature,   as  to  consider  the  sii^ringii  qf  tbe:jii? 
dividual  of  little  siOHieat,.  wheii  put  in  competitipQj^itli 
ibe  welfare  of  the,  cQfnmi|nity»  is  alo^e  the  true,  p^il^sor 
pber.    His  melancholy  is  not  excite^  hy  Ibe.  retrc^pect 
of  his  own  misfortunes;  it  has  its  rise  from  the. dbnr 
lemplation  of  th^  miseries  incid^t  to  life,  aod  the  evils 
which  obtrijde  themselves  upon  society,  and;  iolerhjipt 
the  harmony  of  nature^    It  would  be  arrogating,  too 
much  merit  to  myself,  to  aasei^  that  I  have  a  just  claim 
to  the  title  of  a  philosopher,  as  it  is  bi^re  defined;  or  to 
say  tliat  the  speculations  of  my  melancholy  hours  are 
equally  disinterested:  be  this  as  it  may,  lh;s^e deter- 
mined to  present  my  solitary  effusions  to  .the  pubitp^ 
they  will  at  least  have  the  merit  of  novelty  to  recomr 
mend  them,  and  may  possibly,  in  some  mea^me,  be  jo« 
jstrumental  in  the  melioration  of  the  humap  hearty  or  th^ 
correction  of  false  prepossessions.    This  is  the  height  of 
my  ambition :  this  once  attained,  and  my  «nd  will  be 
ilylly  accomplished.    One  thing  I  can  safely  jMrpmise, 
though  far  from  being  the  coinages  of  a  heart  at-ease, 
they  will  contain  neither  the  querulous  captiousnes^  of 
misfortune,  nor  the  bitter  taunts, of  niisanthrophy,    So« 
eiety  is  a  chain  of  which  I  am  merely  a  link;  all  men 
are  my  associates  in  error,  and  though  some  may  hare 
gone  farther  io  the  ways  of  guilt  than  myself,  yet  it  is 
not  iq  me  to  sit  in  judgment  upon  them:  it b  mine  to 
treat  tbem  ralher  in  pity  than  in  anger j  to  lament  their 
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crimes^  and  to  weep  over  tbeir  snfieiings.  As  these 
papers  will  foe  the  amusemeDt  of  those  hours  of  relaxa- 
iioD^  when  the  mind  recedes  from  the  vexations  of  bu- 
siness, and  sinks  into  itself,  for  a  moment  of  solitary 
ease,  rather  than  the  efforts  of  literary  leisure;  the 
reader  will  not  expect  to  find  in  them  unusual  elegance 
of  language,  or  studied  propriety  of  style.  In  the  short 
and  necessary  ratervals  of  cessation  from  the  anxieties  of 
an  irksome  employment,  one  finds  little  time  to  be  so- 
licitous about  expression.  If,  therefore,  tlie  fervour  of 
a  glowing  mind  express  itself  in  too  warm  and  luxuriant 
a  manner,  for  the  cold  ear  of  dull  propriety;  let  the 
fastidious  critic  find  a  selfish  pleasure  in  descrying  iU 
To  cfiticisnr  melancholy  is  indi£ferent.  If  learning  can* 
Hot  be  better  employed,  than  in  declaiming  against  the 
defects,  while  it  is  insensible  to  the  beauties  of  apeiv 
formance,  well  may  ive  exclaim  with  the  poet: — 

Qrctif  o»  a-v  e  f;^©^  ovtuf^  ^^k  aypoa* 

w. 
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MELANCHOLY  H6\f&S. 

[No.n.] 

Bat  (wdis^k^)  wlio  loTaitbeMaKBiiMyw^ 
Or  he]|»e9  tl^  clunber  <^t]ie  Mcred  byll? 
None  leane  to  them;  bat  strive  to  dinlow 
An  heavenly  ctefweg  the  goddesses  distiR.  ' 

Wm. Brmm^ Shtfhman(w*Pipti ^  Mg^B^  ' 

IT  is  aiD^tedi^raAcGtkw^  an^ 
^en  fliiA»  facattty  mtmy  tool»  that  the  lOBtf  of  Oemnk 
g^uei^j  i^^itB  predcsAMd  io  encooitfei^  the  rodert 
idormq  of  advenity,  to  'straggle,  uBBotked,  y/Mt  pd^ 
verty  and  nisfortonet  llie  aiBMb  of  fte'wiHM  fveteit 
m  with  many  corrohoratibiis  of  tMs  teinaiii;  and/  pte! 
who  caD  tell  how  many  <uihq)py  bengSy^wfao  alight 
have  shone  wMi  ^hsthigiiished  hutie  amoiig  the  rtais 
which  Dluraid^  oar  hemiflphesey  m^  hav!^  rank  an- 
kmmn  beneath  the  pressore  of  untoward  circumstances; 
who  knows  how  many  may  have  shrank,  wilb  ^tbe 
exquisite  sensibility  of  genius,  from  the  rude  and  riotous 
discord  of  the  world,  into  the  peaceM  slumbers  <tf  death. 
Among  the  number  of  those  whose  talents  m%ht  have 
elevated  them  to  the  first  rank  of  cmiaenoe^  but  who 
have  been  overwfaehned  with  the  accumulated  ills  ai  po- 
verty and  mbfortune,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  nuric  a  yoiai| 
man  whom  I  once  accounted  it  my  greatest  iuq»pfa»ssto 
be  able  to  call  my  friend. 
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Charlbs  Wakbly  was  the  ovAj^  son  of  an  fatmible 
Triage  rector,  who  just  iifed  to  give  him  a  ISb^ofA  edif^ 
cation,  and  then  left  htm,  unprovided  for  and  nnpnH 
tected,  to  straggle  throogh  the  world  as  well  as  he  coold. 
With  a  heart  glowing  with  the  enthusiasm  of  poetry  and 
romance,  with  a  sensihUitjr  the  most  exquisite,  and  with 
an  indignant  ]prfde,  which  swelled  in  his  veins,  and  told 
him  he  was  a  man — my  friend  found  himself  cast  upon 
the  wide  worid,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  an  adventurer^ 
vrtthoat  fortune  and  without  connection.  As  his  inde« . 
pakknt  spirit  could  not  brook  the  idea  of  being  a  bur^ 
then  to  those  whom  his  firther  had  taught  him  to  consi« 
der  only  as  alfied  by  Mood,  aad  not  by  affeetioi^  he 
looked  about  him  for  a  situation,  which  would  ensure  to 
him,  by  his  own  exertions,  an  honoimd>le  oompetenee* 
It  was  not  long  before  such  a  skuation  offered,  ^and 
Charles  precipitately  attickd  himseif  to  aa  attorney, 
wiAout  giving  himself  time  to  consult  his  own  incUnai* 
tfams,  or  the  disposition  of  hb  nuMter,  The  traudtiaa 
ftt>m  Sophodes  and  Euripkies,  Thtoerito^aDd  Ovid,  to 
FIttdie  and  Wood,  Coke  and  Wynne,  was  strikii^  and 
difficult;  but  Charles  iqpplied  hinisetf  with  his  wonted 
ardour  to  his  new  study,  as  eonsidermg  it  not  only  his 
hi^resl,  but  his  duly  so  l»  do.  It  was  not  long  how^ 
ever,  before  he  discovered  that  he  dbliked  the  law>  that 
he  (JMliked  his  situatkMi^  and  tkd  he  despised  his  master* 
The  ^ct  was,  my  friend  had  many  mortifications  to  en<- 
dure,  which  his  haughty  soul  could  iU  brook.  The  at- 
torney to  whom  he  was  articled  was  one  of  those  narrow-- 
minded beings,  who  consider  wealth  as  alone  entil}e4to 
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mpect;    He  bad  dkcovered  that  his  clerk  was  ver^  poor 

aod  very  destitute  of  friends,  and  thence  he  veri/  natu-^ 

rally  concluded,  that  he  might  insult  him  with  impunity. 

If  appears,   however,  that  he  was  mbtaken  in  his  calcu^ 

bHions.    I  oaie  night  remarked  that  my  friend  was  un^ 

usually  thoughtful.    I  ventured  to»  ask  him,  whether  lie 

bad  met  with  any  thmg  particular  to.  ruffle  his  spirits. 

He  looked  at  me  for  some  moments  significantly,  then, 

as  if  roused  to  fiiry  by  the  reccollection — ''  I  have,"  said 

,  be,  vehemently,  ''  I  have,  I  have.     He  bas  insulted  me 

grossly^  and  I  will  bear  it  no  longer.''    He  now  walked 

up  and  down  the  room  with  visible  emotion.?— Piesently 

he  sat  down. — He  seemed  more  composed.      **  My 

friend,^'  said  he,  **  I  have  endured  much  from  this  man. 

I  concrived  it  my  duty  to  forbeat,  but  I  have  forfoome 

tntil  forbearance  is  blame^bk:  and,  by  the  Almightyj^ 

I  will  never,  again  endure  what  I  have  endured  this  day« 

But  not  only  tb^s  man;   every  one  thinks  he  may  treat 

me  witli.  cOdlbmely,  because  I  am  poor  and  ^iendless^ 

But  I  am  a  man,  and  will  no  longer  tamely  submit  to  be 

the  sport  of  foob  and  the  foot-baU  of  caprice.    In  this 

spot  of  earth,  though  it  gave  me  birth,  I  can  never  taste 

of  ease.     Here  I  must  be  miserable.     The  principal 

end  of  man  is  to  arrive  at  happiness.     Here  I  can  never 

attain  it;   and  here  therefore  I  will  no  longer  reiuaia. 

My  oUigations  to  the  rascal  wbo  calls  himself  my  master 

are  cancelled  by  his  abuse  of  the  authority  I  rasbty 

phiced  in  his  halids.    I  have  no  relations  to  bind  me  to 

this  particular  place  J'    The  tears  started  in.  his  eyes  a^ 

.he  spoke,   **  I  have  no  tender  ties  to  bid  me  stav,  afi^ 
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%hy  ko  I  stay?  The  world  is  all  before  me^  My  mcli- 
nation  leads  me  t(r travel;  I  will  pursue  that  inclination; 
and,  perhaps,  in  a  strange  land  I  may  find  that  rqiose 
which  is  denied  to  me  in  the  place  of  my  birth.  My 
finances,  it  is  true,  apre  ill  able  to  suj^rt  the  expenses 
of  Iravelliug:  but  what  then — Goldsmith,  my  friend/^ 
Hvith  rising  enthusiasm,  "  Goldsmith  traversed.  Europe 
on  foot,  and  I  am  as  hardy  as  Goldsmith.  Yes,  I  wiU 
go,  and,  perhaps,  ere  long,  I  may  sit  me  down  on  some 
towering  mountain,  and  exclaim,  with  him,  while  a  hun- 
dred r^lms  lie  in  perspective  before  me, 

^<  Creation's  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine." 

It  was  in  vain  I  entreated  him  to  reflect  maturely,  ere 
be  took  so  bold  a  step :  he  was  deaf  to  my  importunities, 
and  the  next  morning  I  received  a  letter  informing  me 
of  his  departure.  He  was  observed  about  sun-rise,  sit- 
ting on  the  stiie,  at  the  top  of  an  eminence,  which  eonv- 
manded  a  prospect  of  the  surrounding  country,  pensively 
looking  towards  the  village.  I  could  divine  his  emo- 
tions, on  thus  casting  probably  a  last  look  on  his  native 
place.  The  neat  white  parsonage  house,  with  the  honey- 
suckle mantling  on  its  wail,  I  knew  would  receive  his 
last  glance;  and  the  image  of  his  father  would  present 
itself  to  his  mind,  witli  a  melanciioly  pleasure,  as  he 
was  thus  hastening,  a  solitary  individual,  to  plunge 
himself  into  the  crowds  of  the  world,  deprived  of  that 
fostering  hand  which  would  otherwise  iiave  been  his  sup- 
port and  guide. 

VOL.  IJ,  g 
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From  this  period  Charles  Wanely  was  never  heard  of 

1^  L y  and,  as  his  ftw  relations  cared  little  about 

faioi,  iu  a  short  time  it  was  almost  forgolUsn  that  such  » 
Wing  had  ever  betn  in  existence. 

About  five  years  had  elapsed  from  this  period,  whoi 
i^y  occasions  led  me  to  the  continent.  I  will  confess,  i 
was  not  without  a  roraantia  hope,  that  I  might  again  meet 
with  my  lost  friend;  and  that  oi^en,  with  that  idea,  I  scru* 
tinized  the  features  of  the  passenger^.  One  fine  moon- 
light night,  as  I  was  strolling  dowi\  the  ^nd  Italian 
Strada  di  Toledo,  at  Naples,  I  observed  a  crowd  as- 
sembled round  a  roan,  who,  with  impassioned  gestures, 
seemed  to  be  vehemently  declaiming  to  the  multitude. 
It  was  one  of  the  ImpcovisaU^i,  who  recite  extempore 
verses  in  the^  streets  of  Naples,  for  what  money  they  can 
collect  from  the  hearers.  I  stopped  to  Ibten  to  the 
man's  metrical  romance,  and  had  remained  in  the  atti- 
tude of  attention  some  time,  when,  happening  to  turn 
rounds  I  beheld  a  person  very  shabbily  dressed,  sted- 
£utly  gazing  at  me.  The  moon  shone  fidl  in  his  fiice. 
I  thought  his  "features  were  familiaf  to  me.  He  was 
pale  and  emaciated,  and  his  countenance  liore  marks  of 
the  deepest  dejection.  Yet,  amidst  all  these  changes,  i 
thoc^ht  I  recognized  Charles  Wanely.  I  stood  stupified 
with  surprise.'  My  senses  nearly  failed  me.  On  reco- 
vering myself,  I  looked  again,  but  he  had  left  the  spot 
the  moment  he  found  himself  observed.  I  darted  through 
the  crowd,  and  ran  every  way  which  I  thought  he  could 
have  gone,  but  it  was  all  to  no  purpose.    Nobody  knew 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


S^7 

htm.  Nobody  had  even  seen  such  a  person.  The  two 
follo)¥ing  days  I  renewed  my  enquiries,  and  at  last  dis- 
covered tl)e  lodgings  where  a  man  of  his  description  had 
resided.  But  he  had  left  Naples  the  morning  after  his 
form  had  struck  my  eyes.  I  fbund  he  gained  a  sub- 
sbtence  by  drawing  rude  figures  in  chalks,  and  vending 
them  among  the  peasa^ry.  I  could  no  longer  doubt  it 
was  my  friend,  and  immediately  perceived  that  his 
haughty  spirit  could  not  bear  to  be  recognized  in  such 
degrading  circumstances,  by  one  who  had  known  him  in 
better  days.  Lamenting  the  misguided  notions  which 
had  thus  again  thrown  him  from  me,  I  left  Naples,  now 
grown  hatefiii  to  my  sight,  and  embarked  for  Englaaid. 
It  is  now  nearly  twenty  years  since  this  rencounter,  dur- 
m^  which  period  he  has  not  been  heard  of :  t^dtheH 
can  be  little  doUbt  that  this  unfortunate^on^g  man  has 
found  in  some  remote  corner  of  th6  continent  vin  6b§ctifre 
and  an  unlamented  grave. 

Thus,  those  talfentis  Which  were  formcfd  ta  do  honouf 
to  humati  Mature,  and  to  the  country  which  gave  them 
birth,  have  been  nipped  in  the  bud  by  the  frosts  of  po- 
verty and  scorn,  and  their  unhappy  possessor  lies  in  an 
ufikndwn  and  nameless  tomb,  who  might,  \mdei'  hap^er 
.circiimBtances,  have  ris^  to  the  highest  jMunacle  of  am- 
nion jmd  renown, 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS. 

[NcIIL] 

Few  know  that  elegance  of  tool  refin'cl 

Whose  soft  sensation  feels  a  Quicker  joy 

From  melancholy'^  scenes,  than  the  dull  pride  , 

Of  tasteless  splendor  anji  magnificence 

Can  e'er  afford. 

IN  one  of  m j  midnight  rambles  down  the  side  of  the 
Trent,  the  ri?er  which  waters  the  place  of  my  nalivity> 
as  I  was  musing  on  the  various  evils  which  dariien  the 
Itfe  of  man,  and  which  have  their  *  rise  in  the  malevo- 
lence and  ill-nature  of  his  fellows,  the  sound  of  a  flute 
from  an  adjoining  copse  attrficted  my  attention.  The 
tune  it  played  was  mournful,  yet  soothing.  It  was 
suited  to  the  solenmity  of  the  hour;  *  As  the  distant 
notes  came  wafked  at  intervals  on  my  ear,  now  with 
gradual  swell,  then  dying  away  on  the  silence  of  the 
night,  I  felt  the  tide  of  indignation  subside  within  me, 
and  give  place  to  the  solemn  calm  of  repose.  I  listened 
for  some  time  in  breathless  i^avishraent.  The  strain 
ceased,  yet  the  sounds  still  vibrated  on  my  heart,  and 
the  visions  of  bliss  which  they  excited,  still  glowed  on 
my  imagination.  I  was  tben  standing  in  one  of  my  fa- 
vourite retreats.  It  was  a  little  alcove,  overshadowed, 
with  willows,  and  a  mossy  seat  at  the  back  invited  to 
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vest.  I  laid  myself  listlessly  on  the  bank.  Tlie  Trent 
jnurmured  soflly  at  my  feet,  and  the  willows  sighed 
as  they  waved  over  my  head.  It  was  the  holy  moment 
of  repose,  and  I  soon  sunk  into  a  deep  sleep.  The  ope- 
rations of  iancy>  in  a  slumber,  induced  by  a  combination 
of  circumstances  so.  powerful  and  uncommon,  could  not 
iail  to  be  wild  and  romantic  in  the  extreme.  Methought 
I  found  myself  in  an  extensive  area,  filled  with  an  im- 
mense concourse  of  people.  At  one  end  was  a  throne  of 
adamant,  on  which  sat  a  female,  in  whose  aspect  I  imme- 
diately reeognized  a  divinity.  She  was  clad  in  a  garb  of 
a2^re,  on  her  forehead  she  bore  a  sun,  whose  splendoflr 
the  eyes  of  many  were  unable  to  bear,  and  whose  r^ys 
illumined  the  whole  space,  and  penetrated  into  the 
deepest  recesses  of  darkness.  The  aspect  of  the  goddess 
at  a  distance  was  forbidding,  but  on  a  nearer  approach  it 
was  mild  and  engaging.  Her  eyes  were  blue  and  pierc- 
ing, and  there  was  a  fascination  in  her  smile  which 
chatmed  as  if  by  enchantment.  The  air  of  intelligence 
which  beamed  in  her  look,  made  the  beholder  shrink 
into  himself  Witb  the  consciousness  of  inferiority';  yet 
the  afiabffity  of  her  deportment,  and  the  simplicity  and 
gentleness  of  ber  manners  soon  re-assured  him,  while 
the  bewitching  softness  which  she  could  at  times  assume, 
won  his  permanent  esteem.  On  enquiry  of  a  by-stander 
who  it  was  that  sat  on  the  throng  and  what  was  the  oc*- 
casion  of  so  uncommon  an  assembly,,  he  informed  me 
that  it  was  the  goddess  of  wisdom,  who  had  at  last  suc- 
ceeded in  regaining  the  dominion  of  the  earth,  which 
lolly  had  so  long  usurped.  That  she  sat  there  inber  jur 
Q3 
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dieial  capadl^y  in  order  to  try  the  afrits  of  many 
<who  were  supposed  to  be  the  secret  emissaries  of  Fdly. 
In  this  w^y  I  understood  Eiiyy  and  Malevolence  had 
been  sentenced  to  perpetual  banbbment»  though  sfreral 
ef  thei^  adherents  yet  remained  among  mea»  whose 
minds  were  too  gross  to  be  irradiated  with  the  light  of 
wisdom.  One  trial  I  understood  was  just  ended/ and 
another  supposed  delinquent  was  aboiit  to  be  put  to  the 
bar.  With  much  curiosity  I  hurried  forwards  to  survey 
the  %ure  which  now  approached.  She  was  habited  in 
bladiy  and  veiled  to  the  waist  Her  pace  was  sokma 
and  majestic,  yet  in  every  movement  was  a  wkwii^ 
gracefulness*  As  she  approached  to  the  bar,  I  got  a 
nearer  view  of  her,  when  what  was  my  astonishmert  to 
recognize  in  her  the  person  of  my  favourite  goddess 
j^elancholy,  Amaied  that  she  whom  I  had  alws^ 
looked  upon  as  the  sister  and  companion  of  Wisdom, 
should  be  brought  to  trial  as  an  emissary  and  an  ad* 
herent  of  Folly,  I  waited  in  mute  impatience  for  the  ao* 
eusatioQ  which  coqld  be  framed  against  her.-^On  look* 
ing  towards  the  centre  of  the  area,  I  was  mu<^  sur- 
prised to  see  a  bustling  little  CU  of  my  acquaintance, 
who,  by  his  hemmiBg  and  ckaring,  I  c^ncluckd  was 
going  to  make  the  charge.  ,  M  be  was  a  self-imporiaiijt 
little  fellow,  Adl  of  consequence  and  hiisiness,  and  to< 
taUy  incapable  of  all  the  finer  eaaiotiooB  of  the  soul,  I 
could  not  conceive  what  gfound  of  con^tajnt  Ae^  could 
\me  against  Melaacholy,  who,  I  was  persuaded,  would* 
never  have  deigned  to  take  up  her  residenpe^  {09  a  mof 
ment  in  ^  breast.    Wheo  I  recoUected,  howctver,  thai 
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be  bad  dome  sparks  of  ambition  in  his  conipositioliy  iUf<f 
that  he  Tvas  an  envious  carping  little  mortal,  who  had 
formed  the  design  of  shouldering  himself  into  notice  by 
decrying  the  defects  of  others,  while  he  was  insensible  to 
bis  own,  my  amazemeiit  and  my  apprehensions  vanished 
as  1  perceived  he  only  wanted  to  make  a  display  of  his 
ovm  talents,  in  doing  whi^h  I  did  not  feat  his  making 
himself  suffidently  ridiculoos. 

^  ■   •  •       *      . 

After  a  good  deal  of  irrelevant  circumlocotioni  be 
boldly  began  the  accusation  of  Melancholy.  I  shaU  not 
4 well  upon  many  absurd  and ,  many  invidious  parts  of 
his  speech,  nor  upon  the  many  bkmders  in  themisappli-^ 
cation  of  words,  such  as' "  deduce"  for  "  detract"  and 
others  of  a  sitnikr  nature,  which  my  poor  friend  com- 
mitted in  the  course  of  his  harangue,  brut  shall  only  dwell 
upon  the  material  parts  of  the  charge. 

He  represented  the  p#isone#  as  the  oifepHng  of  Idle* 
ness  and  Discontent,  who  wa»  at  all  times  a  sulky,  sullen, 
and  "  eminentty  useless^*  member  of  the  community, 
and  not  unfrequently  a  very  dangerous  one.  He  de- 
clared it  to  be  his  opinion,  that  in  case  she  were  to  be 
^nfiered  to  prevail,  mankind  would  soon  become  "  too 
idle  to  go"  and  would  all  He  down  |tnd  perish  through 
indolence,  or  through  ibrgetttog  that  sustenance  was  ne- 
cessary for  the  preservation  of  existence;  and  concluded 
with,  painting  the  horrors  wkicb  wodd  attend  such  a  de-^- 
population  of  the  earth,  in  such  colours  as  made  many 
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weak  minds  regard  th^e  goddess  ivith  fear  and  abbor^ 
ivnce. 

Having  concluded,  the  accused  was  called  upon  for 
Iier  defence.  She  inunediately,  with  a  graceful  ge^tucsy 
lifted  up  the  veil^  which  concealed  her  face,  and  disco^. 
vered  a  countenance  so  soft,  so  lovely,  and  so  sweetly 
expressive,  as  to  strike  the  beholders  with  involuntary 
admiration,  and  which,  at  one  glance,  overturned  all 
the  flimsy  sophbtry  of  my  poor  friend  the  citizen;  and 
when  the  silvjer  tones  of  her  voice  were  heard,  the  mur- 
murs which  until  then  bad  continually  arisen  from  the 
crowd  were  hushed  to  a  dead  still,  and  the  whole  multi? 
tude  stood  transfixed  in  breathless  attention.  As  near  as 
I  can  recollect,  these  were  the  words  in  which  she  ad? 
dressed  herself  to  the  throne  of  wisdon^.. 

/  shall  not  ddgn  to  give  a  direct  anataer  to  the  v^t 
rioua  insinuations  which  have  been  thrown  out  against 
me  by  my  accuser.  Let  it  suffice  that  I  declare  my  true 
history,  in  opposition  to  that  which  has  been  so  artfully 
fabricated,  to  my  disadvantage.  In  that  early  age  of  the 
world,  when  iiiankmd  followed  the  peaceful  avocations 
of  a  pastoral  life  only,  and  contentment  and.  harmony 
reigned  in  every  vale,  I  was  not  known  among  men; 
but  when,  in  process  of  time.  Ambition  and  Vice,  with 
their  attendant  evils,  were  sent  down  as  a  scourge  to 
the  human  race,  I  made  my  appearance.  I  am  the  off* 
spring  of  Misfortune  and  Virtue,  and  was  sent  hy  Hea^ 
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"ven  io  teach  my  parents  how  to  support  their  afflictions 
with  magnanimity.  As  I  grew  up,  I  became  the  inti- 
mate friend  of  the  wisest  among  men.  I  was  the  bo- 
som friend  of  Plato,  and  other  illustrious  sages  of  anti^ 
quity,  and  was  then  often  known  by  the  name  of  Philo- 
sophy, though,  in  present  times,  when  that  title  is 
usurped  by  mere  makers  of  experiments,  and  inVentors 
of  blackmg-cakes,  I  am  only  known  by  the  appellation 
of  Melancholy.  So  far  from  being  of  a  discontented 
disposition,  my  yery  essence  is  pious  and  resigned  con- 
tentment. I  teach  my  votaries  to  support  every  vicissi- 
tude of  fortune  with  calmness  and  fortitude.  It  is  mine 
to  subdue  the  stormy  propensities  of  passion  and  vice,  to 
foster  and  encourage  the  principles  of  beilevolence  and 
philanthropy,  and  to  cherish  and  bring  to  perfection,  the 
seeds  of  virtue  and  wisdom.  Though  feared  and  hated 
by  those  who,  like  my  accuser,  are  ignorant  of  my  na- 
ture, I  am  courted  and  cherished  by  all  the  truly  wise, 
the  good,  and  the  great ;  the  poet  woos  me  as  the  god- 
dess of  inspiration ;  the  true  philosopher  acknowledges 
himself  indebted  to  me  for  his  most  expansive  views  of 
human  nature ;  the  good  man  owes  to  me  that  hatred  of 
the  wrong  and  love  of  the  right,  and  that  disdain  for 
the  consequences  which  may  result  from  the  performance 
of  hh  dujties,  which  keeps  him  good;  and  the  religious 
^es  to  me  for  the  only  clear  and  unencumbered  view  of 
the  attril>utes  and  perfections  of  the  Deity.  So  far  from 
bemg  idle,  my  mind  is  ever  on  the  wing  in  the  regions 
of  fancy,  or  that  true  philosophy  which  opens  the  book 
of  human  nature,  and  raises  the  soul  above  the  evils  in- 
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cident  to  life.  If  I  am  useless,  in  the  same  degree  wertf 
Plato  and  Socrates,  Locke  and  Paley  useless:  it  k  true 
that  my  immediate  influence  is  confined,  but  its  effects  . 
are  disseminated  by  means  of  literature  orer  every  age 
and  nation,  and  mankind,  in  every  genera'tion,  and  in 
every  clime,  may  look  tome  as  their  remote  illuminator, 
the  original  spring  of  the  principal  intellectual  benefits 
they  possess.  But  as  there  is  po  good  without  its  at- 
tendant evil,  so  I  have  an  elder  sister,  called  Phrenzy, 
for  whom  I  have  often  been  mistaken,  who  sometimes 
follows  close  on  my  steps,  and  to  her  I  owe  much  of  the 
obloquy  which  is  attached  to  my  name,  though  the 
puerile  accusation  which  has  just  been  brought  against 
me  tuirns  on  poipts  which  apply  more  exclusively  to  my* 
self. 

She  ceased,  and  a  dead  pause  ensued.  The  multi^ 
tude  seemed  struck  with  the  fascination  of  her  utterance 
and  gesture,  and  the  sounds  of  her  voice  stiU  seemed  to 
iribrate  on  every  ear.  The  attention  of  the  assembly, 
however,  was  soon  recalled  to  the  accuser,  and  their  in* 
dignation  at  hts  baseness  r6se  to  such  a  height,  as  to 
threaten  general  tumult,  when  the  goddess  of  wisdom 
arose,  and  waving  her  hand  for  silence,  beckoned  the ' 
prisoner  to  her,  placed  her  on  her  right  hand,  and  with 
a  sweet  smile  acknowledged  her  for  her  old  companion 
and  friend.  She  then  turned  to  the  accuser,  with  a 
frowu  of  severity  so  terrible  that  I  involuntarily  started 
with  terror  for  my  poor  misguided  friend,  and  with  the 
violence  of  the  start  I  awcke,  and  instead  of  tli«  throne 
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of  the  goddess  of  wisdom,  and  the  vast  assembly  of  peo- 
ple, beheld  the  first  rays  of  the  morning  peeping  over 
the  eastern  cloud,  and  instead  of  the  loud  murmurs  of 
the  incensed  multitude,  heard  nothing  but  the  soft 
gurgling  of  the  river  at  my  feet,  and  the  rustling  wing 
of  the  sky-lark,  who  was  now  beginning  his  first  matin 
song, 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS. 
[No.  IV.] 

IsOCTp 

THE  world  has  often  heard  of  fortune-hunters,  legacy* 
hunters,  popularity-hunters^  and  hunters  of  various  de^ 
scriptions — one  diversity,  however,  of  this  very  exten- 
sive species  has  hitherto  eluded  public  animadversion; 
I  allude  to  the  class  of  friend-hunters, — men  who  make 
it  the  business  of  their  lives  to  acquire  friends,  in  the 
hope,  through  their  influence,  to  arrive  at  some  de^ 
sirable  point  of  ambitious  eminence.  Of  all  the  morti- 
fications and  anxieties  to  which  raankuid  voluntarily  sub- 
ject themselves,  from  the  expectation  of  future  benefit, 
there  are,  perhaps,  none  more  galling,  none  more  m- 
siipportable  than  those  attendant  on  friend-making.— 
Shew  a  man  that  you  court  hb  society,  and  it  is  a  signal 
for  him  lo  treat  you  with  neglect  and  contumely.  Hu< 
mour  his  passions,  and  he  despises  you  as  a  sycc^hant* 
Pay  implicit  deference  to  his  opinions,  and  he  laughs  at 
you  for  your  folly.  In  all  he  views  you  with  contempt, 
as  the  creature  of  his  will,  and  the  slave  of  his  caprice. 
I  remember  I  once  solicited  the  acquaintance,  and 
coveted  the  friendship  of  one  man,  and,  thank  God,  I 
ean  yet  say,  (and  I  hope  on  my  death-bed  I  shall  be 
able  to  say  the  same,)  of  only  one  man*  > 
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Oeiinaaicus  was  a  character  of  cbnsid^rable  emtnenc^ 
io  the  literary  world.     He  had  Uie  reputation  not  only 
of  an  enlightened  understanding  and  refined  taste,  but 
of  openness  of  heart  and  goodness  of  disposition.     Hb 
name  always  carried  with  it  that  v^eight  and  authority 
which  are  due  to  leamifig  and  gieftius  in  every  situation* 
His  manners  were  polished,  and  his  conversation  ele- 
gant.   In  short,  he  possessed  every  qualification  which 
could  render  him  an  enviable  addition  to  the  circle  of 
every  man's  friends.    With  such  a  character,  as  I  was 
then  very  young,  I  could  not  fail  to  fed  an  ambition  of 
becoming  acquainted,  when  the  opportunity  offered,  and' 
in  a  short  time  we  were  upon  terms  of  familiarity.    To 
ripen  this  familiarity  into  friendship,  as  far  iis  the  most 
awkward  diffidence  would  permit,   was  my  strenuous 
endeavour.    If  his  opinions  contradicted  mine,  I  imme- 
diately, without  reasoning  on  the  subject,  conceded  the 
point  to  him,  as  a  matter  of  coarse  that  he  must  be  right, 
and  by  consequence  that  I  must  be  wrong.    Did  he  utter  a 
witticism,  I  was  sure  to  laugh ;  and  if  he  looked  grave, 
though  nobody  oould  tell  why,  it  was  mine  to^  groan. 
By  thus  conforming  myself  to  his  humour,  I  flattered 
myself  I  was  making  some  progress  in  his  good  graces, 
but  I  was  soon  undeceived.     A  man  seldom  cares  much 
for  that  which  cost  him  no  pains  to  procure.     Whether 
Germanicus  found  me  a  troublesome  visitor,  or  whether 
he  was  really  displeased  with  something  I  had  unwit- 
tingly said  or  done,  certain  it  is,  that  when  I  met  him 
one  day,  in  company  with  persons  of  apparent  figure,  he 
had  lost  all  recollection  of  my  features.     I  called  upon 
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him,  but  GerniAnicus  was  not  at  home^  Agam  idd 
«gaio  I  gave  a  heutatjog  knock  at  the  great  manVdoof-^ 
all  was  to  no  purpose.  ^  He  was  8lill;not  at  home.  The 
sly  meaning,  however,  which  was  couched  in  the  sneer 
of  the  servant  the  last  time,  tbat^  half  ashamed  .of  m]r 
errand,  )  made  my  enquiries  at  his  hoese^  oosvinced 
me  of  what  |  ought  to  %ave  known  beftre — that  Oet-* 
manicus  was  at  home  to  all  the  world  save  me.  I'be-' 
Ikye,  with  all  my  seenuog  humility,  I  am  a  confounded 
proud  fellow  at  h<^ora;  my  rage  at  this  discovery, 
therefore,  may  be  belter  c<mceived  than  described.  Ten 
thousand  curses  did  I  imprecate  on  the  feolish  vanity 
which  led  me  to  solicit  the  frieBd8bip<>f  my  superior,  and 
again  and  again  did  I  vow  down  etei^al  vengeance  on  my 
bead,  if  I  ever  more  eondescended  thus  to  C0urt  the  ac« 
quainta^ce.  of  man.  To  this  resolution  I  believe  I  sbrii 
ever  adhere.  If  I  am  destined  to  make  any  progress  im 
the  world,  it  will  be  by  my  own  individual  exertions. 
As  I  elbow  :^y.way  through  the  crowded  vale  of  life,  I 
will  never,  in  any  emergency,  call  on  my  selfi^  neigln 
hour  for  askance.  If  my  strength  give  way  beneath 
the  pressure  of  calamity,  I  shall  sink  without  hk  whine 
of  hypocritical  condolence:  and  if  I  do  sink,  let  bim 
kick  me  into  a  ditch,  and  go  about  his  business.  I 
asked  not  his  assistance  while  living — it  will  be  of  no  ser- 
vice to  me  when  dead. 

Believe  me,  reader,  whoever  thou  mayest  be,  there 
are  few  among  mortals  whose  fuendsbip,  when  acquired, 
^11  repay  thee  for  the  meanness  of  solicitation.    If  a 
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Bisui  voluntarily  holds  out  his  hand  to  lhee»  take  it  with 
caution.    If  thou  find  hiui  honesty  be  not  backward  to 
receive  his  profiered  assistance,  ^d  be  anxiouS]^  whea 
occasion  shall  require,  to  yield  to  him  thin^  own.    A 
real  friend  is  the  most  valuable  blessing  a  man  can  pos- 
sess, and,  mark  me,  it  is  by  far  the  most  rare.    It  is  a 
Utack  swa^.    But,  whatever  thou  mayest  do,  $oUeit  nof 
friendsliip^    If  thou  art  young^  and  would  make  thy 
way  in  th^  world,  bind  thyself  a^  seven  year's  ap(»'entice 
to  a  city  tallow-chandler,  and  thou  mayest  in  time  come 
to  be  lord  mayor.    Many  people  have  made  their  for- 
tunes at  a  taylor's  board.    Perriwig-makera  h^^ve  been 
known  to  buy  their  country  seats,  and  bellpws  menders 
have  started  their  curricles;  but  seldom,  very  seldom^ 
has  the  man  who  placed  his  dependance  on  the  friend^ 
tlijp  of  his  fellow  men,  arrived  at  even  the  shadow  of 
the  honours  to  which,  through  that  medium,  he  aspiied. 
Nay,  even  if  thou  shouldst  find  a  friend  ready  to  lead 
thee  a  helping  hsuid,  the  moment,   by  his  assistance, 
thou  hast  gained  some  little  eminence,  he  will  be  the 
first  to  hurl  thee  down  to  thy  primitive,  and  now,  per- 
haps, irremediable  obscurity. 

Yet  I  see  no  more  reason  for  complaint  on  the  ground 
of  the  fallacy  of  human  friendship,  than  I  do  for  any 
other  ordonnance  of  nature,  which  may  appear  to  run 
counter  to  our  happiuess.  Man  is  naturally  a  selfish 
creature,  and  it  is  only  by  the  aid  of  philosophy  that  he 
can  so  far  conquer  the  defects  of  his  being,  as  to  be  ca- 
pable of  disinterested  friendship.     IVfio,  then,  can  ex- 
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pect  to  £tid  that  bebign  disfiositlaii  vHiteiir,iiiiuiif«stfl  iCs^ 
in  acto  of  disioterested  benevolence  $tnd  ^pontaneots  ftp 
^ectioii^  a  con^mon  i^tor?  Who-can  preack  pMoiiop&y 
to. the  mob*} 

The  rednse,  wfao  does  Hot  eaidi^  assimilate  witfi'i9fe' 
berd  of  raankindy  and  whose  manneis  with  dtfi^aiky 
bead'  to  the  peculiarities  of  others,  is  noMHtely  to  barv^ 
many  rmi  firknds.  His  eii|oymentSy  therefore/  mu^ 
be  solitary,  lone,  and  melancholy.  His  only  friend  is^ 
himself.  As  he  sits  immersed  in  reverie  by  hismid^ 
night  fire^  and  hears  withoutthe  wild  gusts  of  wind-i^- 
fiiily  careering  over  the  pkki;  he  listens  sadly  attentive; 
a^d  as  the  varkd  iatonations  of  the  howlmg'  bkt^  afi^ 
cillale  to  his  enthusiastic  ear,  lie  converses  wHb  the 
spirits  of  the  departed,  whiicf  between  each  ^eary 
pause  of  the  storm,  he  holds  solitary  communion  with 
himself.  Such  is  the  social  intercourse  of  the  recluse; 
yet  he  frequently  feels  the  soft  consolations  of  friendship* 
A  heart  formed  for  the  gentler  emotions  of  the  soul, 
often  feels  as  strong  an  interest  for  what  are  called 
brutes,  as  most  bipeds  afifect  to  feel  for  each  other. 
Montaigne  bad  his  cat;  I  have  read  of  a  man  whose 
only  friend  was  a  large  spider;  and  Tr^ndt)  in  his  duo- 


*  By  the  word  mob  here,  t^ie  author  does  not  mean  to  hsdade 
merely  the  lo^er  classes.  In  the  present  acceptation,  it  takes  in 
a  gfeat  part  of  the  mob  of  quality:  men  who  are  either  too  igno- 
rant, or  tpo  much  taken  np  with  base  and  grovelling  pursuits,  to 
have  room  for  any  of  the  more  amiable  affections. 
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geoDy  wouM  Mmier  have  losi  bis  right  hand,  than  fhe 
poor  little  moiue,  which*  grown  confi<J^nt  with  in* 
dulgence>  used  to  beguile  the  tedious  hours  of  teprison- 
ment  with  its  gambols.  For  my  own  part*  I  betieve  my 
dog*  who,  at  this  moment*  seated  on  his  hinder  legis*  is 
wfalfiiUy  surveying  me*  as  if  he  was  conscious  of  all  that 
is  piMmg  in  my  roinid: — ^my  dog*  I  say*  is  as  sincere* 
and*  whatever  the  world  may  say*  nearly  as  dear  a 
friend  as  any  I  possess;  and*  when  I  shall  receive  that 
summons  which  may  not  now  be  far  distant*  he  wiU 
whlue  a  funeral  reqniem  over  my  grave*  more  piteously 
than  all  the  hired  mourners  in  Christendom.  Well* 
wdl*  poor  Bob  has  bad  a  kind  master  of  me*  and*  for 
ipy  own^pmt*  J  verily  believe  there  are  few.tihings  on 
Ibis  earth  I  sballleave  with  more  regret  than  this  fM^ 
ftd  CQflqpamoil  ojf  the  bi^ipy  hours  ^my  infimcy« 

W. 


tot.  It. 
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:  ^EUNCHOLT  dOURS. 
[Np-V.J 

» 

ilVaif  «»  «8Ui  mi/le  aiU^Krf  y  pensetU  arriver; 
A  peme*  • .  .* • » 


-i 


THEW^ii  no  i|MM  of  |K>8try  wIMi'b  Setter  «d^ 
od  lo  tfbe  iHte  of  a  aiefancMy^  om  ttmn  IkesttoHii 
mat  it§  bmikf  ymdnd^  4he  po  wjfcailj  of  ks  betfpmfaig 
tiresome^^Md  it|.  fiill  wmA  expe^kd  dote  aiato^il  mim 
witli  bb  defected  and  perliaps  somewfaat  languid  tone  of 
mind,  its  elegiac  delicacy  and  qncrimoniotts  plaintivoiess 
come  in  frieasiiig  consonance  with  his  feelings. 

This  elegant  little  poem  has  met  with  a  peculiar  fate 
in  this  country:  half  a  century  ago  it  was  regarded  as 
utterly  repugnant  to  the  nature  of  our  language,  while  at 
present  it  is  the  pfpukr  vehide.of  the  most  admired  sen* 
timents  of  our  best  livuig  poets.  This  remarkable  muta- 
tion in  the  opinions  of  our  couutrymen  may»  howevery^be 
accounted  for  on  pbin  and  common  princi^rfes.  The 
earlier  English  sonnetteers  confined  thonsdves,  m  g^ne* 
ral>  too  strictly  to  the  Italian  model,  as  well  in  the  dis« 
position  of  the  rhymes  as  in  the  cast  of  the  ideas.    A 
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ttonM^  Wkh  th^niy  was  tteAj  another  word  for  some  ttie- 
taphj^l  coii<^,  or  dnmsy  anlilbesb^eoirtaiiied  iDfoar- 
tete  hftfsh  lines,  fiillof  obscure  mvefsiotn  and  Bt-maiiaged 
eipktif  es*  Th^  Wind  tbemselves  down  to  a  pattern, 
Which  wsts  ilk  its^  faulty,  aiid  they  met  with  the  comuMm 
fate  of  servile  imitators,  m  retaming  all  the  defects  of 
IIm^  origtel,  wiHle  they  suffered  ^  beauties  to  escape 
ill  fhr  process*  14]^  soinmis  are  fike  copies  of  a  bad 
picture:  however  accurately  cof^d,  they  are  still  badi^ 
Our  contemporaries,  on  the  contrary,  have  gitta  scope 
to  fl^ir  genius  in  the  sonnet  without  restraint,  sometimes 
even  growing  licentious  in  their  liberty,  setting  ut  defiance 
those  rules  Wfakh  form  its  distbguu^ingpeculkuity,  and, 
nn^^r^be  name  (rf  sonnet,  soaring  or  felling  iuto  ode  or 
elegy^  -IPhclr^omposkions,  of  cour^^  are  impressed  wMif 
all  tb«sie)tteeUencies  whMi  would  have  mavked  theh*  ire- 
spe^ve  productions  In  any  similar  wi^  of  poetry. 

Xlt  has  never  been  disputed  that  the  sonnet  first  arrived 
at  criebrity  tn  the  Itolian:  a  language  which,  as  it 
abouMs  ma  musical  simtfarity  of  terminations,  is  mmv 
eminently  qualified  to  give  ease  and  elegance  to  the  legi^ 
timate  sonnet,  restricted  as  it  is  to  stated  and  frequently- 
rectirdng  rh^^vn^  of  liie  same  clas$«  As  to  the  ipveotbrs 
of  this  Httfe^sttmsture  of  verse,  th^  ore  involved  in  im- 
petMt^tMe  obsctirity.  -Some  authors  iMive  aficiibed^ 
fi^igfy*  to  Ouitcme  D^Anrez^o,  an  i^ian  po^  of  the  thiro 
teenA  century,  but  tiiey  have  no  sort  <»f  )|utbc^ity-lo  ad«- 
duoe'^snpport  of  their  assertions.  Arguing  opoto  pro« 
babilMes,  wi#i  some  ^Kgbt  co^ki^entai  corroborations; 
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t  Apiaid  be  kduun)  to.  mainlwa  tibal  iU  ori^^ 
i^Qfemd.t&  an  ci«r&er  ptfiod;  ti^it  it  mf9  ^.look<^ 
aiooi^  the  Proyeii$»iU»  wl^  feft  i^c^teely  iuq  cpoffava- 
tion  of  sietrical  tottpdi  unittcwylej ;  ^  wh%.  ^kl%M* 
log  «  th€y  did  nmml  and  jiqgliw  npi^  J«wy  {KmUy 
tfrike  <Mit,tlib,barra<HUOii9<8^zaol(  i(fl^]^^  vS^ 

tins  as  it  umj,  Danle  ^lad  P^tr^rcH  w^ire.llie  ftc^pofls 
who  xeodered.  it  populip^  and  to  Daate  aajjl.  F^nK^h 
tlm|Kfo|e  ire  aittBt  raaoit  ibr  lift  i«qwiKd  ri^^    : 

'  Iaaniiig|raiouspaperofDr.I)nike's<<IiteraryHoiii%^ 
a  book  which  I  have  read  agaim  aiut  afam  with  oodiDii- 
iU3hed.pleasore**  the  vperiM  pf  the  v»riuMiS;JBii^i8|i  w^tsrs 
m  this  ddicate  mode  of  coiiipo«itio%  ase  appie^tpd 
with  iBiidi  jiMice.inid  db^iiiiuiiatioo*  .I{is  i]^ie|9$oi& 
for  MiHcw  however  has,  if  I  may  ventiue  to^fnoMi^ 
judgment  to  i^  earri^  .bim  too  fiir  i^  pifise  of  bi^  AQpi- 
nets.  Those  to  the  Nightiogale  and  to  Mr.  Lawrence 
1^,,  I  tbiiib»  alone  envied  to  the  p^Hse  of,  meii^arHjf, 
aiidk  if  ^y  ii|eQi0iy  M  t^e  pot^  my  opipiqn  is  saw^ jniyl 
hf  thete^tiiMny  of  ouir  late  iUnstciom  b^i|giafj||«ir  oC  Ihe 
po^    .,.*..  ■     •     v-.- 


I  The  .aoanels  of  Dmmmo^  aie,  ^nnelWIKd  aaj^* 
quisile.  It  is  sosio^hat  strange  if  this  description  be  jpnt, 
l^at  they  duniid  so  long  have  sunk  into  utter  oblivion^  to 
be  fe«t?ed  onl^  by  a  specie  of  bhuJc-leM^  «Mnij^  which 
p^efiifod  dnrii«  the  hrtter  half  of  the  eif^eeulb  cental^, 
and  <^wbicb  some  vei^iges  yet  tenwiip;  .^  aif wi  eipe 
QiaUf.  as  Or.  Johnson^  to  whom^b^^xidU  jqMl^ 
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itoJb&wii»  fells  tiis,  thai  ''1%^  fabric  of  die  sonnet  has 
lieter  succeeded  in  onr  language/'  For  my  bwn  part,  I 
wh  siiy  m^ing  of  ^em.  I  have  long  sou^l  a  copy  of 
f^rummondTs  works»  and  I  have  sought  it  in  vain;  but 
firom  specimens  ^iHiidi  I  hate  casually  tnet  with,  in  <|n6- 
IMions,  t  am  fetciMy  incKned  to  fev^ur  the  ideaj,  that, 
as  they  possess  natural  and  pathetic  sentiments,  clothed 
In  tolerably  harmonious  language,  they  are  entitled 
-to  die  praise  which  bas  been  so  liberally  bestowed  on 
them. 

Sir  Philip  Sdne^s  Astrophd  and  Stefla  consists  of  a 
tomber  of  sonnets,  which  have  been  unacconotably  pas- 
sM  over  by  Dr.  Drake,  and  all  our  otheir  critics  who 
bave  written  on  this  subject.  Many  of  them  are  emi- 
aktMf  beautifi^.  The  wofrks  of  thir  neglected  poet  may 
occupy  a  fbture  nuniber  of  nly  lucubraitions. 

^cepting  these  two  poets,  I  believe  there  is  scarcely 
if  wrKer  who  htfs  arrived  at  any  degree  of  excellence  in 
the  sonnet,  tintH  of  late  years,  when  our  vernacular  bards 
have  raised  it  to  a  degree  of  eminence  and  dignity, 
among  the  various  kinds  of  poetical  composition,  which 
aeems  almost  incompatible 'with  its  very  drcumscribed 

'Ifmits. 

•     ■'  -i  -    •  '  '         ^        * 

^  l^assing  ^  over  the  c^isiacal  compositioA  of  Warton, 
iirhich  are  formed  more  on  the  model  of  the  Qfedc  epl- 
ig^m,  of  epitaph,  than  the  Italian  sonnel,  iHr.  Bowles 
adF  ebarlolte^  Shiith  are  the  first  modeiowrilei^  who 
S3 
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of  the  fonner,  in  particular,  are  standards  of  eKccUeno^ 
in  this  department*  To  mnch  nattind  aiul  accurate  4er 
scription,  they  unite  a  stram  of  the  nM>st  ei^quisitely  ten- 
der and  ddicate  sentiment;  and,  ivith  a  nervons  streagfii 
of  diction,  and  a  wijd  freedom  of  versification*  tbej 
combiqe  an  euphonious  inelodyy  apd  consonairt  cadency 
unequaled  in  the  Engli^  language.  While  they  possesi^ 
however,  the  superior  merit  of  m  or%li|al  style,  they  are 
not  unfrequently  deformed  by  instances  of  that  ambitious 
singularity  which  is  but  too  frequently  its  concomitant. 
Of  these  the  introducUon  of  rliymes  losig  s^ice -obsolete 
19  not  the  least  striking*  Though^  in  some  cases^  these 
revivals  of  antiquated  phrase  have  a  pleasing  effect,  yet 
they  are  oftentimes  uaeouth  and  repulsive.  Mr.  ^wles 
has  almost  always  thrown  aside  the  eommoA  rules  crf'th^ 
sonnet;  iiis  pieces  liave  no  more  clainr  to  t)iat  iqpecifi^ 
denomination  than  that  they  are  confined  to  fourteen 
lines*  Hew  far  this  deviation  from  ealab&hed  principle 
is  justifiable,  may  be  disputed;  for  if,  on  the  one  hand* 
it  be  aBedged  that  the  confinement  to  the  stated  fepetn 
tiott  of  r|i^es,  so  distant  and  frequent,  is  a  restraint 
which  is  not  compensated  by  an  adequate  effect;  on  th^ 
other,  it  must  be  conceded,  that  these  litQe  poei99  are 
no  longer  soniiefs  than  while  they  conform  to  the  ruksof 
the  sonnet,  and  that  the  moment  they  forsake  thorn,  they 
ought  to  resign  the  aiq[>dlation. 

iTb^  liame  beats  evident  affinity  to  the  Itidian  aoii6«. 
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il  msflf  come  intmediatoly  from  the  French  swmet,  to 
aonnd,  or  ring,  in  which  langoagey  k  is  pbservaUt^  we 
first  meet  with  the  word  sonoette,  where  it  sonifies  a- 
lUtkbell,  aod  $mmatkr  a  m^er  of  \Me  bdb;  and  this 
derivation  affords  a  presumptioD,  almost  amovBtibgto 
certainty,  that  the  conjecture  before  advanced,  that  the 
sonttet  or%inated  with  the  Prov^n^als,  is  wdl  fdtuiiibd. 
It  is  somewhat  strange  that  these  contaMiing  detivtttipfls 
h^ire  not  been  before  observed,  as  they  tend  tospM&d 
quertion  which,  however  intrinsicrily  oaimportsml/  is 
curioos,  and  l»s  been  mndi  agitated. 

.  But,  whorever  1^  name  originaled,.  ft  evidaitly  beae^ 
relation  only  to  the  pecubuity  (rf  a  att  of  cbimiog  and 
jmgly  temiinf^ns,  and  of  course  c^  no  kmgfr  be 
apfilied  with  propriety  wli^e  that  peculiarity  ia  not  pr&* 
served* 

•  ■         .       '  '  .    •     * 

.  The  single  stanza  oi  foufteen  Uoes^  peopei^  .taxied  in 
theur  correspondent  closes,  is,  notwithstanding,  so  well 
adapted  for  tlie  expressimi  of  any  palietie  aealh^ent^  and 
is  so  pleasing  and  satis&dory  to  tiie  ear,  when  once  ae* 
e^omed  to  it,  that  our  poetry  woold  suffisr  a  natiBMl 
loss  were  it  to  be  disused  tbroi^a  r%id  aittieKenee Ja 
meve  pro^iety  of  name.  At  the  same  tinier  «>ixt  fau^^ua^a 
does  nol  supply  a  sufficiency  of  similar  terminatiOBs,.  tli 
reader  the  strict  observance  of  its  rules  at  all  easy  or  omn«> 
patible  with  ease  or  elegance.  The  only  qnes^oe^  AerflK 
B  4 
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i^j»f  k,  wbelkfer.llie  nmsieai  eflect  fRwhueed  bjr.ttt:td^ 
iKi^enoe  to  thif  diflkiiU:8tnictu^e  of  veise  'ovedbiJiMtfc;H» 
rnOxtitA  it  imposes  on  the  poet,  and»  ia  cage  we  4ea4r  «i 
the  iiegfitiYe»  whether  we  ought  to  preserve  the  rtimimiwi 
tion  of  satmtt,  when  we  utterly  reuounce  the  very  pedK 
liarities  which  procured  it  that  cognoqieo. 

ia  .the  pnscnt  eotighteoed  age,  I  tlimk  it  wiU  ii9t  b« 
disputed  that  metfe  jmgle  and  sound  oskght  mv«ri^^  ta 
WtateriJcfd  to  sentJntent  and  expression.  Musicalcfiectjs 
a  veiy  subonKaate  coiisid^xatioB,;  it  is  the^ding  to  the 
ccaniices  of  a  Vitruvtaa^edificei  the  coloiuiag  to  a^shi^M 
design  t>f  Michael  Angelo.  In  its  place  it  adds  to  the  e^ 
fcct  x>f 'the  wbafe»  ibot  wbto  iieoderad  a  priiKiple  Abjittt 
of  attctttioa^  itiaridicuionsimddiigustJag,'  Rhyinekiio 
neceasaiy  'ad|«net  of  tme  poetry*  S^utbcgf^4Th|llaiift4 
a  SxA  poem,  with  »p  ^hj^me,  aad  very  htfie'  vammn'oc 
mekre;  and  the  produ^on  which  is  reduced  to: 
prose  by  being  deprived  <tf  its  jingle^  could  never  | 
ia  imy  i4ate,  t^  in^riis  <^wipir^uNi. 

So  £Mr,tyMrefeif,  I  am-of  apoHratbat  it  is  mAAMe 
l^^feaouoce  /thp  )ltal|Bn  &Mc  altogathsr.  tWe  hfve^ 
vt^dy  flufficicnfc  r^atvtctiotti  laid  upte  as  by  the  metiieil 
laws  of  our  Native  tongue,  and  I  do  nht  see  ai^  reason, 
owl  of  illiliad  «c|;fti^forf»e6edeBt,  to  lie tHniehws  to  a. 
dificaH-sliriicliM  of  ^verse^  wdiich  [^obaUy  ol^gioaled 
aalh  the  Tioahadoors,  or  an^iukria;  bacds,  of  Fiiliceandk 
Vomsmdyf  .«r  with  a  ^yet.  ruder  ilace;  tHie  irhicfrk||ot 
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prod«Mtive  df  any  rlttlQiia}  e^t,  aod  wliidi  odty  pKasetf 
the  ^Qi'  by  ft€qiieiit  repetiUon^  as  meo  who  have  once  had 
the  gieatest  aver^n  to  strong  wmes  and  spuritucNn  li^ 
quorSy  are,  by  habit,  at  last  brought  to  regard  th^ii  af 
delicacies. 

.'       .  .  ' 

In  advancing  this  opinion,  I  am  aware  that  I  are  op- 
posing myself  to  the  declared  sentiments  of  many  individ- 
uak  whom  I  greatly  respect  and  admhe.  Miss  Seward^ 
(and  Miss  Seward  b  in  herself  a  host)  has,  both  theore-- 
tically  and  practically,  defended  the  Italian  structore. 
Mr.  Capel  Lofft  has  likewise  favoured  the  world  vritb 
many  sonnets,  in  which  he  shews  his  approval  of  the  Ie» 
gidmate  model,  by  his  adherence  to  its  rules,  and  many 
of  the  beautiful  poems  of  Mrs.  Loflft,  published  in  the 
Moothly  Mirror,  are  likewise  saccessfiilly  formed  by 
tiiQse  rules.  Much,  however,  as  I  admire  these  writers^ 
and  ample  as  is  the  credence  I  give  to  their  cridcal  £s^ 
crimination,  I  cannot,  on  mature  reflection,  subscribe  to 
their  position  of  the  expediency  of  adopting  this  structure 
in  our  poetry,  and  I  attribute  Iheir  success  in  it  more  to 
their  individual  powers,  which  would  have  surmounted 
n^iich  greater  difficulties,  than  to  the  adaptibiltty  of  Ihsi 
foreign  fabric  to  our  stubborn  and  intractable  language. 

If  the  question,  however,  turn  only  on  the  propriety 
of  giving '  to  a  poem  a  name  which  must  be  aciniow«' 
ledged  to  be  entirely  inappropriate,  and  to  which  it  caar 
have  no  sort  of  claim,  I  must  confess  that  it  is  mam&stly 
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iadeibisMe;  and  vm  'mast  thai  fJUktw  |Mlch  upon  an-': 
MMr  iqppdtetioB  for  oar  qiial<^imki»  or  bnuA^  it  from 
our  ki^iiii|>e;  a  iBeasdre  ^hkh  every  lofer  <xf  tioe 
poetry  mult  tbcerely  tement 
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Fall  many  a  flo\i^  is  burn  to  blush  ans^en, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desart  air. 

FOETRY  b  a  blossom  of  vnyMicate  growfii;  it 
re^piict  tke  natoriog  infliieiioe  of  vernal  suns,  and 
every  encouragement  of  culture  and  atten|km,^te  bfhig 
it  to  its  natural  perfection.  The  pursuits  of  the  matbe- 
anttioiaB,  or  the  mechanical  genius,  are  tiicb  ai  inquire 
father  strength  and  insensibffity  of  mind»  than  that  ex« 
quiote.  and  foe^wrought  susceptibility,  which  invari- 
ably mariu  the  temperament  of  the  tnit  poet;  and,  it  is 
fer  this  reason,  that  whik  men  of  science  have,  ndt  m^ 
fte^eoily,  arisen  ftom  the  abodes  of  poverty  and  labom^; 
vciy  ftw  legitioMte  children  of  the  Blnse  have  eft$ 
emerged  from  the  shades  of  hereditary  obscurity. 

.  it  is  painful  to  reflect  how  ma^  a  baitl  noW  Mes, 
*  natnekss  and  forgotten,  in  the  narrow  house,  wImk,  had 
he  becA  bom  to  competence  and  leisure,  might  have 
vsmyed  the  laursls  frcnn  tha  most  dislmguished  pep^ 
taiages  in  die  temple  of  Fame.  The  very  consciousness 
otf  merit  itself  often  acta  in  Ai^t  opposition  to  a  sHmulus 
la  aiertkNi^  1^  eseWng  thai  raowniU  indigni^n  m% 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Mpp6iiftioi»  oc^^ect,  vliich  ttrges  a  snUeii  tmicealnMrit 
of  taftei^  and  drives  ks  pcnsessor  to  that  inisaiithrc^ 
disooiiteiit  irfdch  preys  on  the  titak,  and  soon  prodooes 
vatiBidy  moHi^.  A  sentinient  like  this  has,  bo  doubt, 
irflen  aetnated  beings  who  attracted  notice,  paihaps, 
while  thej  Kved,  only  by  their  singularity,  and  who 
were  forgotten  aknost  ere  their  parent  earth  had  closed 
over  tiieir  heads; — beings  who  lived  but  to  nonrn  and  to 
langaieb?  for  what  they  were  never  destined  to  enjoy,  and 
whose  exalted  ^owments  were  bnried  with  them  in  their 
^ves,  by  die  wint  of  a  little  of  that  sopcdhAy  wlicfa 
perves  to  pamper  the  debased  appetites  of  the  enervated 
sops.of  ili^^  and  slslh. 
••..'..     t'  ■     ■ 

.  The  prtisnt  a^e,  however,  has  fitmishediis  with  two 
MhMtebmi  la^anoes  pf  poverty  bmsting  tiumigk  the 
lipttdof  snrsouodi^iii^pedfaBeats,  into  tliefidlblaaeof 
aofcMJM^^.andeflOiaeoca.  I^JhidetotheMoBlooiiiMids*- 
hai4fi  wW^  Uny  chaUenge  a  conqpariooawitblheraost 
4l||ti««|ibb^  jfavonriles  of  the  Mnae,  ahd  ute  both 
passed  the  day-spring  of  life  in  hibonr>  MKfigeBee,  and 
obscurity.  * 

.llieaulhor;  o£the  Hamer^s  Boy  bath  akeadyroceived 
Ilia  apfiainwL  he  juslly  ikserved.  ityelreinaiBsiortbe 
fsssQT rOn  Wat  to  «qioy;  aH  the  diitinctioa  H aasichtjf 
mvi^ .«»  weti  tf^m  ils^^steriiog  worth*  as  ftotttiwcir* 
ctftmstyMes-rf  its  mtk^r. .  Wbether  theptMuti^  noil 
be  tndfaffd.to  <(a it M  >iitiae,  may  mdeed  btfitaRd. 
IMrMv.  NalhittWJUioQifiddBMdeJiisifiieadi^ 
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Ihehorinm  of  Mt«r8  prfor  to  hk  bfjotber^  Im  imbU'iiih 
^bi^edly  .h$ve  been  coiKsMered  as  a  met^  of  imcoai* 
411011  Bittracliotf;  the  cntio9  would  hafie  adnired,  becatoe 
h  would  h^,ve  bteco  the  Maifm  to  adioine.  Bat  it  krio 
be  aipprebeddad  tint  ^mr  couiitiryyiieii  become  enbred 
to  pbfqomeiia^ — it  is  to  be  appvehended»  tbat  the  fri* 
volity.  of  the  age  eaooot  endmre  ajrc^petitioii  of  the  »• 
coiiiiiion:--^hat  it  will  no  lop^  be.  the  rage  to  pa* 
trooize  indigent 'merit:  tbat  the  beau  nwnde  \^ii\  ihere- 
tote  def^eict^  and  tliat»  bf  a  ^epe^pary  cotiseqiien<ie.  the 
critics  .win  sorer!! 

Nevertheless,  sooner  or  later,  nierit  will  mec^  with  to 
reward;  and  though  the  popularity  of  Mr.  Bloomfidd 
TOBfLy  be  dehyed,  he  nmt^  at  one  time  or  other,  receive 
the  iti^ed  dtfe  to  bis  deserts^  Posterity  will  judge  inipar- 
ti$|Uy;.and  ^f  bold  and  viWd* images,  and. original  cd»^ 
ceptioBs,  luminously  displayed,  and  judiciously  apposed, 
have  any  claim  to  the  regard  ^f  mankind,  the  name  of 
Nathaniel  Bioomfisld  will  not.be  without  ftsb%hl6id 
appropriate  honours. 

Rousseau  very  truly  observes,  that  with  whatever  ta- 
lent a  man  may  be  boni,'tbe  art  of  wjritii^  »  noteadly 
cd>tahMd.  If  this  be  applicable  to  men  eigoyiii|^ev#ry 
advanta^  of  scholastic  inUiatioo,  bow  mndi  mere  Ibr- 
dbly  must  it  ai^ly  to  the  ofiprmg  ^f  a  poor  vMlage 
tattor,  untaught,  and  destitote  boUi  of  the^:  aMtea  ittid 
the  time  necessary  for  the  ^ultiMioapfUM. mind!  If 
Ifao  art  of  writing  be  of  diftcokiaidanenet  to  tbose  liiio 
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fito,  pedwpt*  1^  tiM  §mfWi^  y«M  of  Ms  lift;  B<^Mer 
•nlei<tiiiiMd')r  tiioi^  tkit  tny  tbitig  lie  MkitM  wri^ 
iVKNEdd  be  cleeflMd  m^ftb;  of  tbe  i^Mtion  «f  the  tHtMkt 
•^^wboie  ooly  time  for  mt0iiMtk>ii  was  mA  u  a  aedeift* 
lary  and  tidily  employment  would  allows  on  tfaetailof^ 
boaid»  sonoiwded  with  bmo,  f>erhiq^f  of  deprated  and 
rnde  babkt,  and  inipiire  eebfersalkiii! 


A«d  ye|,  thai  Mr.  N.  Bloomfield^  peemr  dhftef 
acntenesi  of  remark,  and  delicacy  of  wntAtimM,  eoM^ 
bined  with  mudi  strength*  and  consideniMe  seheikm  of 
didioiH  few  wa  deny.  The  Fean  t6  Outipowder  woidd 
akme  pvpVe  bofh  his  power  of  language,  irtid  the  i^Hrtitity 
of  his  imagwation;  and  the  following  eittract  presenia 
him  to  OS  in  die  s^  father  charader  of  a  t>oid  and 
mid  pmater.    Descnbing  the  ield  after  a  ^dle»  he 

i  N#w  hen  and  ^ere,  ahotit  fh^  horrid  field. 
Striding  acrbss  the  dying  and  the  de^d. 
Stalks  up  a  man,  by  strength  superior/ 
Or  dcitt  and  pfolresi  in  the  arduous  fight, 
Bieaarf'd  afire  :--iaiating  he  looks  around  t 
i^eaijng  piirsnit-^ncft  canng  to  pnrsue. 
The  aopfdicalidg  TOice  of  bitterest  moans, 
Contoftmns  of  excrueiallBg  piiin,    ^  •         . 

The  shiiek  of  lortorev  ttid'the  groan  of  deaft,- 
SiirnNNid  him;-*Kmd  as  Nigll  her  mantle  spreads^ 

'  Tb  vcS  the  iMHWoia  (rf  die  flioiiming  fields 
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With  caotioos^slepsh^piog  las  delicto  #agrw 
He  86^  a  coveit  vptert  to  hid^aod  ffctl: 
At  every  leaf  Ikat  tait&ss  in  tbe-  bieeae 
StvtiDg,  be  giis|»  U»  Mtaid;  aad  cw'ty  netvi 
Is  ready  stndn'd,  for  combat  or  for  fli^t 

,  P.  12,  EamyimWwr. 

If  Mr.  .Bleonfield  had  vritlcn  ooChiDg  beiides  the 
Elegy  on  the  Eadosiife  of  Honiti|^  Green,  he  would 
have  bad  a  rigbt  to  be  eeoddered  as  a  poet  of  tto  mean 
excellence.  The  heart  wiiohcan  read  |paMage»  like  the 
foUowii^  lathoal  a'syupalhetic  emotion,  must  be  dead 
lo  every  feeling  of  sonibility..  - 

STANZA  VI. 

The  proud  city's  ga^  wealthy  train. 

Who  nought  but  rcsfinement  adore. 
May  wonder  to  hear  me  covlplaip 

That  HoninKtoB  Gteen  is  qo  mmre; 
^ut  if  to  the  charch  y4a  ere  wt^ 

ifyouknew.whaltiie^^agehasbeeiw    ^ 
You  will  s^pathize  while  I  foment 

The  enclosure  of  Hontngtou  Green» 

VIL 
That  no  more  upon  HooiagM»^  Qnm 

Dwells  tbeaiatren  whom  most;  I.  v^sir^ri^  ,    . 
If  by  pertiofaienratiiMi  uweeo,     ... 

I  e'en  now  could  indulge  a  fond  tear. 
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Eie  her  bright  mom^yf.Mft  im.o'jBraMt,. 

Whea  iiqf  tCDMs  &nltmAeio  the  same, 
^omt  Awi  htvn  h^^B'^ihe  had  psst 

Ob  Mie  raaifm  of  Hooingfoi  GhweR. 

VIIL 
Her  parenls  with  pknty  were  Meat, 

And  anm'rm  her  dnldicn^  aDd^Nmg^ 
Ywrth's  MoatOBM  hettbedtytt  pojgest^ 
-     Andindody  wohe  wheoihestmg: 
A  widow  80  yotfthfid  io  leave, 

(Eaily  cim'd  the  hfost  da^s  he  had  seen) 
My  fiither  was  kid  in  his  grave. 
In  Ae  church-yard  on  Honio^on  Green. 


XXI. 

Dear  to  me  was  the  wthttfawBy  hili. 
And  dear  the  brown  heath's  sober  j 

And  youth  shall  find  haq[ipines8  stiU, 
Though  he  rove  not  on  common  <»*  green. 


XXII. 

So  happily  fleiile  man's  make. 
So  pHantly  dodle  his  mind, 

SurroundKag  iDafireMioos  we  tdce. 
And  bliss  in  each  cieunMlance  find. 
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The  yontbs  of  a  mbre  poiisfa'd  age 

Shall  not  wish  these  rude  commons  to  see ; 

To  the  bird  that^s  enur'd  to  the  cage,' 
It  would  not  be  bliss  to  be  free. 

There  is  a  sweet  and  tender  melancholy  pervades  the 
elegiac  ballad  efforts  of  Mr.  Blooitnfield,  which  has  the 
most  indescinhable  effects  ion  the  heart.  Were  the  versi- 
fication a  little  more  polbhed,.  in  ^ome  instances,  they 
would  be  read  withunmixt  delight.  It  is  to  be  hoped 
that  he  will  cultivate  thts.engaging  species  of  comp^itioti, 
and,  (if  I  may  venture  tot  throw  out  the  bint)  if  judg- 
ment may  be  formed  from  the  poems  he  has: published, 
he  would  escel  in  saci^ed  poetry.  '  Most  heartily  do  I 
recommend  the  lyre  of  David  to  this  engaging  bard. 
Divine  topics  have  seldom  been  touched  upon  with;  suc-t 
cess  by  oUr  modern  Mi^ir:  they  afford  a  field  in  which 
be  would  baefewccmip^ors^  ahd^ili^afield  w<}rthy 
of  his  abilities.  -  ,         ^ 

W, 


VOL.  n. 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS* 

.     [No.vn».] 

IF  the  situation  of  man,  in  the  present' life,  be  txm- 
sklered  in  all  its  relatioos  and  dependencies,  astnting 
kiconsistency  will  be  apparent  to  a  very  cursoi^  obser¥er« 
We  hiive  sure  warrant  for  bdieving  that  our  abode  here 
is '  to  fonn  a  comparatively  insignificant  part'  of  ter 
existence,  and  that  on  our  conduct  in  this  life  willib* 
pend  the  faiq[>piness  of  the  life  to  come;  yet  our  acti^ 
^iiy  gi^  the  lie  to  thb  proposition,  inasmndi  as  we 
cfMBfiMndy  act  like  men  whoihave  no  tfaou^tbutibr 
the  present  scene,  and  to  whom  the  grave  is.  the  boun- 
dary of  anticipation.    But  this  is  not  the  only  *parad(»L- 
wfaicb  humanity  furnishes  t»  the  eye  of  athinlnntg  man* 
It  is  vei^  generally  the  case,  that  we  spend  our  whte 
liveaiin  the  pursuit  of  objects,  which  eommon  experience 
informs  us  are  not  capable  of  conferring  that  pleasure  md 
satbfaction  which  we  expect  from  their  enjoyment.  Our 
views  are  uniformly  directed  to  one  point  i-^lkappmnBi, 
in  whatever  garb  it  be  clad,  and  under  whatever  figure 
shadowed,  is  the  great  aiin  of  the  busy  midtitiidesy 

^  ji        I  ■■         ^        'I  y     (    ,    .  ,     i      I  I  I  II 

*  My  predecessor,  the  Spectator,  coiisideriiig  that  the  aevealh  * 
part  of  our  time  is  set  apart  for  religious  purposes,  devoted  evcqr 
seventh  lucubration  to  matters  connected  with  Christianity,  and 
ttkt  severer  part  of  morals:  I  trust  none  of  my  readers  will  regret 
tha^  in  this  lostance,  I  follow  so  good  an  exadopleb  * 
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whom  we  behold  toiling  through  the  vale  of  life,  in  such 
an  infinite  diversity  of  occupation^  and  disparity  of  vi^ws. 
But  the  misfortune  is,  that  we  seek  for  happiness  where 
she  is  not  to  be  found,  and  tiie  cause  of  wonder,  that 
the  experience  of  ages  should  not  have  guarded  us  against 
so  fatal  and  so  universal  an  error. 

It  would  be-  SB  amnnog  qiecubtioa  to  consider  the 
various  points  after  which  our  fellow  mortals  are  inces- 
santly straining,  and  in  the  possession  of  which  they  have 
placied  that  imaginary  chief  good,  which  we  are  all 
doomed  to  covet,  but  which,  perhaps,  none  of  us,  in 
this  sublunary  state,  can  attain.  At  present,  however^ 
we  are  led  to  considerations  of  a  more  important  nature* 
We  turn  from  the  inconsistencies  observable  in  the  pro- 
secution of  our  subordinate  pursuits,  from  the  partial 
follies  of  individuals,  to  the  general  delusion  which  seems 
to  envelope  the  whole  human  race; — ^the  delusion  under 
whose  influence  they  lose  sight  of  the  chief  end  of  their 
bemg— and  cut  down  the  sphere  of  their  hopes  and  en- 
joyments to  a  few  rolling  years,  and  that  too  in  a  scene 
where  tliey  know  there  is  neither  perfect  fruition  nor 
permanent  del^ht 

.  The  faculty  of  contemplating  mankind  in  the  abstract; 
sqpart  from  those  prepossessions  which,  both  by  nature 
and  the  power  of  habitual  associations,  would  intervene 
io  cloud  our  view,  is  only  to  be  obtained  by  a  life  of  vir- 
tue and  constant  meditation,  by  temperance,  and  purity 
of  thought  Whenever  it  tr  attained,  it  must  greatly  tend 
82 
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to  correct  oiir  motives — to  eimplify  our  desires — and  t« 
excite  a  spirit  of  contentment  and  pious  resignation^ 
We  thed>  at  leugtti,  are  enabled  to  contemplate  om! . 
being,  in  all  its  bearings^  and  in  its  full  extetkt,  and  ike 
result  is  that  superiority  to  common  view's,  and  indifie^ 
rence  to  the  things  of  this  lif(%  which  should  ]be  the 
fruit  of  all  true  plitlosophy^  aud  whicli,^  therefore,  are 
tlie  more  peculiar  fruits  of  that  system  of  phyoso)[{by 
which  is  called  the  Christian; 

To  a  mind  thus  sublimed^  the  great  mass  of  niadiind 
will  appear  like  men  led  astray  by  the  workings  of  wiki 
and  distempered  imaginations — visiouan^  who  are 
wandering  afler  the  phantoms  of  their  own  teeming 
brakis;  and  their  anxious  soUcitude  for  mere  matters  of 
worldly  accommodation  and  ease,  will  seem  more  like 
ihe  effects  of  insanity  than  of  p)rudent  foresight,  as  they 
are  esteemed.  To  tlie  awful  importance  of  futurity  he 
will  observe  tliem  utterly  insensible,  and  he  wtfi  see, 
with  astonishment,  the  'few  allotted  years  qf  human  li^ 
wasted' in  providing  abundance  they  will  never  enjoy» 
wliile  the  eternity  ihey  were  f»laced  here  to  prepare  for, 
scarcely  employs  a  moment's  consideration.  And  yet 
the  mass  of  th^e  poor  wanderers  in  the  ways  of  error, 
have  the  light  of  truth  shining  on  their  very  foreheads. 
They  have  the  revelation  of  Almighty  Ood  faim^If,  to 
declare  to  them  the  fplly  of  worldly  caires,  and  the  ne- 
cessity of  providing  for  a  future  state  of  existence.  They 
know  by  the  experience  of  every  preceding  generatiotf, 
that  a  %'ery  small  portion  of  joy  is  allowed  to  the  poor 
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Sojourners  hi  this  vale  of  tears,  and  that  too,  embitterM 
<M^it|i  much  pain,  and  fear;  and  yet  every  one  is  willing 
to  flatter  himself  that  he  shall  ^re  better  than  his  prede- 
cessor in  the  same  path,  and  that  happiness  will  smile  on 
him  which  hath  frowned  on  all  his  progenitors. 

Still  it  would  be  wrong  to  deny  the  huriian  race  all 
claim  to  temporal  felicity.  There  may  be  comparative, 
although  very  little  positive  haf^iness; — whoever  is 
more  exempt  from  the  cares  of  the  world  and  the  cala- 
mities incident  to  humanity — whoever  enjoys  more  con- 
tentment of  mind,  and  is  more  resigned  to  the  dispensa- 
lions  of  Divine  Providence— in  a  word,  whoever  pos- 
sesses more  of  the  true  spirit  of  Christianity  than  his 
neighbours,  is  comparatively  happy.  But  the  number 
of  these  it  is  to  be  feared,  is  very  small.  Were  all 
men  equally  enlightened  by  the  illuminations  of  truth, 
as  emanating  from  the  spirit  of  Jehovah  himself,  they 
would  all  concur  in  the  pursuit  of  virtuous  ends  by  vir* 
tuous  means — as  there  would  be  no  vice,  there  would 
be  very  little  infehcity.  Every  pain  would  be  met  with 
fortitude,  every"  affliction  with  resignation.  We  should 
then  all  look  back  to  tlie  past  with  complacency,  and  to 
the  future  with  hope.  Even  this  unstable  state  of  being 
wmild  have  many  exquisite  enjoyments — the  principal  of 
whtcli  would  be  the  anticipation  of  that  approaching 
state  of  beatitude  to  which  we  might  then  look  with 
confidence,  through  the  medium  of  that  atonement  of 
•which  we  should  be  partakers,  and  our  acceptance,  by 
"viictue  of  which,  would  be  sealed  by  that  purity  of  mind 
•s  3 
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of  which  human  nature  is,  of  iigeif,  incapable,  ^at  it 
18  from  the  mistakes  and  miscalculations  of  mankind,  to 
which  their  Allien  natures  are  continually  prone,  that 
arises  that  flood  of  misery  which  overwhelms  the  whole 
race,  and  resounds  wherever  the  footsteps  of  man  have 
penetrated.  It  is  the  lamentable  error  of  placing  hap- 
piness in  vicious  indulgencies,  or  thinking  to  pursue  it 
by  vicious  means.  It  is  the  blind  folly  of  sacrificii^  the 
welfare  of  the  future  to  the  opportraiity  of  immediate 
guilty  gratification,  which  destroys  the  harmony  of  so- 
ciety, and  poisons  the  peace  not  only  of  the  imme- 
diate procreators  of  the  errors — not  only  of  the  identical 
actors  of  the  vices  themselves,  but  of  all  those  of  their 
fellows  who  fall  within  the  reach  of  their  influence  or 
example,  or  who  are  in  any  wise  connected  wi^  them 
by  the  ties  of  blood. 

I  would  therefore  exhort  you  earnestly — ^you  who 
are  yet  unskilled  in  the  waj^  of  the  World — to  beware  on 
what  object  you  concentre  your  hopes.  Pleasures  may 
allure — prjde  or  ambition  may  stimulate,  but  their  fruits 
are  hollow  and  deceitful,  and  they  afibrd  no  sure,  no 
solid  satisfaction.  You  are  placed  on  the  earth  in  a 
state  of  probation— your  continuance  here  will  be,  at 
the  longest,  a  very  short  period,  and  when  you  are 
called  from  hence  you  plunge  into  an  eternity,  the  com- 
pletion of  which  will  be  in  correspondence  to  your  past; 
life,  unutterably  happy  or  inconceivably  miserable. 
Your  fatf  will  probably  depend  on  your  early  pursuits-^ 
it  will  be  these  which  will  give  the  turn  to  your  cha- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


26a 

recter  and  fo  your  pleasures.  I  beseech  you  therefortf^ 
with  a  meek  and  lowly  spirit,  to  read  the  pages  of  that 
book,  which  the  wisest  and  best  of  men  Jiave  acknow- 
ledged to  be  the  word  of  God.  You  will  there  find  a 
rule  of  moral  conduct,  such  as  the  world  never  had  any 
idea  of  before  its  devulgation.  If  you  covet  earthly 
happiness,  it  is  only  to  be  found  iu  the  path  you  will 
find  there  laid  down,  and.  I  can  <;onfidently  promise  you, 
in  a  life  of  simplicity  and  purky,  a  life  passed  in  accord- 
ance with  the  divine  word,  such  substantial  bliss, .  such 
unruffled  peace,  as  is  no  where  else  to  be  found.  All 
other  schemes  of  earthly  pleasure  are  fleeting  and  unsa- 
tisfactory. They  all  entail  upon  diem  repentance  and 
bitterness  'of  thought.  This  alone  endureth  for  ever — 
this  alone  embraces  equally  the  present  and  the  future — 
this  alone  can  arm  a  man  against  every  calamity — can 
alone  shed  the  balm  of  peace  over  diat  scene  of  life 
when  pleasures  have  lost  their  zest,  and  the  mind  cail 
no  longer  look  forward  to  the  dark  and  mysterious  fu^ 
tore.  Above  all,  beware  of  the  ignis  ^^ttuus  of  false  philo- 
sophy: that  must  be  a  very  defective  system  of  ethics, 
which  will  not  bear  a  man  through  the  most  tiying  stage 
of  his  existence,  and  I  know  of  none  that  will  do  it  but 
the  christian. 

W. 


S4 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS. 
[No.  VIII. J 

AnAXAM  PRIDES  APUB   SuiDAM.  < 

MUCH  bas  been  said  of  late  on  the  subfect  of  iur 
tcripHve  writing,  and  that,  in  my,  opinioD,  to  very 
little  poipojte.  Dn  Drake^  when  treating  on  this  topic, 
is,  for  once,  inconclusive;  but  hb\essay  does,  credit  to 
bis  discernment,  however  litUe  it  may  honour  hi^  as^ 
promulgator  of  the  hxws,  of  criticism :  the  exquis^  ^- 
fimeiis  it  eontains  paH)ve  that  the  doctor  has  a  feelipg  of 
propriety  and  general  exeeltence,  although  he  may  ^ 
unhaf^y  in  defiiiing  theip.  Boileau  says,  briefly^  *'  Lm 
itucriptians  doivent  ^tre  sknplea,  courtes,  et  femitiares!* 
We  have,  however,  many  examples  of  this  kind  pf  writ- 
ing m  our  language  which,  aHhougb  they  possess  nove 
of  these  qualities,  are  esteemed  excellent.  Akenside's 
classic  imitations  are  not  at  all  simple,  nothing  short 
and  the  very  reverse  of  familiar,  yet  who  can  deny  that 
they  are  beautiful,  and  in  some  instances  appropriate? 
Southey^s  inscriptions  are  noble  pieces ; — for  the  oppo- 
site qualities  of  tenderness  and  dignity,  sweetness  of 
imagery  and  terseness  of  moral,  unrivalled;    they  are 
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perhaps;  wanting  in  propriety,  and  (whicia  is  thecrite- 
non)  produce  a  much  better  eiflfect  in  a  book,  than  they 
would  on  a  column-  or  a  cenotaph.  There  is  a  certain 
chaste  and  majestic  gravity  expected  from  the  voice  of 
tombs  and  monuments,  which  probably  would  displease 
in  epitaphs  never  intended  to  be  engraved,  and  inscrip- 
tioBs  for  obelisks  which  never  existed. 

When  a  man  visits  the  tomb  of  an  illustrious  charac- 
tery  u  spot  femarkalile  for  some  memorable  deed,  or  a 
scene  connected  by  its  natural  sublimity  with  the  higher 
feelings  of  the  breast,  he  is  in  a  mood  only  for  the 
nervous,  the  4;oncise,  and  the  impressive^  and  be  .will 
tarn  with  disgust,  alike  from  the  puerile  conceit^  of  the 
epigrammatist,  and  the  tedious  prolixity  of  the  herald.  It 
is  a  nice  thing  to  address  the  mind  in  the  workings  of 
generous  enthusiasm.  As  words  «re  not  capable  of 
exciting  such  an  effervescence  of  the  subliaiera^^ections, 
so  they  can  do  little  towards  increasing  it.  Their  office 
is  rather  to  point  these  feelings  to  a  benefidal  purpose, 
and  by  some  noble  sentiment,  or  exalted  moral,  to  im* 
part  to  the  mind  that  pleasure,  which  results  from  warm 
emotions  when  connected  with  the  virtuous  and  the  ge* 
nerous. 

'  In  the  composition  of  inscriptive  pieces,  great,  atten- 
tion muttt  be  paid  to  local  and  topical  propriety.  The 
occasion,  and  the  place,  must  not  only  regulate  the 
tenor,  but  even  the  style  of  an  inscription:  forwfaat^  in 
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oae  CMB,  woaM  be  proper  Bsad-^BgtfbeaiAe^  in  mMdmr 
would,  be  impertineat  and  disgfi8tiog>  But  these  rule* 
may  always  be  taken  for  granted,  that  an  •  inscription 
shonld  be  ov^Sbcted  and  free  .fironi  coneetts;  that  no^ 
soitinient  shcuiki  be  introduced  of  a  trite  or  hacknied 
mtore;.  and  that  the  design  and  the  mocal  to  b^  incul<^ 
cated  should  bef  of  sufficient  importance  to  merit  the 
reader's  attention,  and  ensure  his  regard.  Who  would 
think  of  setting  a  stone  np  in  the  wilderness  to  t^  the 
traveller  what  he  knew  before,  or  what,  when  he  had 
learnt  for.  the  first  tune,  was  not.  worth  the  knowmgl: 
It  would  be  equally,  absurd  to  call  aside  hisatlentioni 
to  a  sirafle:  or  an  epigtammatic  piunt.  Wit,  on  a  mo-t 
nunent,  .is  Hke  a  jest  from  a  judge,  or  a  |rtiiloso|dier 
cutting  capers.  It  ii  a  severe  mortifica&n  to  meet  mtk> 
.flippancy  where  we  looked  for  solemnity,  and  meretri- 
cious degance,  wh«;e  the  iKxasion  led  as  to  expect  Ae 
unadorned  nuo^y  of  tru^ 

That  branch  of  inscriptive  writing  which  comnMmo* 
rates  the  virtues  of  departed  worth,  or  pojpMt  out  the 
ashes  of  men  who.  yet  live  in  the  admiration  of  their  po»« 
terityis,  of  all  others,  the  most  interesting,  and,  ifpro^ 
perly  managed,  the  most  usefiiL  ^ 

It  is  not  enough  to  proclaim  to  the  observer  that,  he 
is  drawing  near  to  the  reliques  of  the.dece^ied.genius,-^^^, 
the  Occasion  seems.,  to  provo^  a.f^^w  r^ejctions.  If 
these  be  »Mrffir«rf,  they. will  be  in  unisonwith  the  feel? 
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i^s  of  the  reader,  and,  if  they  tend  \^ere  they  ongirt 
to  tend,  they  will  leave  him  better  than  they  fouad  him. 
But  these  reflections  muat  not  be  too  niucti  proiotiged. 
They  must  rather  be  hints  than  dissertations.  It  is  suf- 
ficient to  start  the  idea,  and  the  imagination  of  the  Reader 
will  pursue  the  train  to  much  more  advantage  than  the 
writer  could  do  by  words. 

Panegyric  is  seldom  judicious  in  the  epitaphs  on 
public  characters,  for  if  it  be  deserved,  it  cannot  need 
publication;  and  if  it  be  exaggerated,  it  will  only  serve 
to  excite  ridicule.  When  employed  in  memorizing  the- 
retired  virtues  of  domestic  life,  and  qualities  whicb» 
though  they  only  served  to  cheer  the  liltle  circle  of  jMri* 
vacy,  still  deserved,  from  their  unfrequency,  to  triumph, 
at  least  for  a  while,  over  the  power  of  the  grave,  it  may 
be  interesting  and  salutary  in  its  e&ects.  To  this  pur^ 
pose,  however,  it  is  rarely  employed.  An  epitaph*book 
will  seldom  supply  the  exigencies  of  character;  and  men 
of  talents  are  not  always,  even  in  these  favoured  times,  at 
hand  to  eterm'ze  the  virtues  of  private  life. 

The  following  epitaph,  by  Mi*.  Hayley,  is  inscribed 
on  a  monument  to  the  memory  of  Cowper,  in  the  church 
of  East  Dereham: 

**  Ye  who  with  warmth  the  public  triumph  feci 

Of  talents  dignified  by  sacred  zeal; 

Here  to  devotion's  bard  devoutly  just. 

Pay  your  fond  tribute  due  to  Cowper's  dust! 
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Engfandy  exulting  in  bis  spotless  fame^ 
Ranks  witb  her  dearest  sons  bis  favVite  name: 
Sense,  Fancy,  Wit,  conspire  not  all  to  raise 
So  clear  a  title  to  affection's  praise ; 
His  bigbest  bonours  to  tbe  beart  belong; 
His  yirtues  forni'd  tbe  magic  of  bis  soi^/' 

*'  Tbis  .epitapb,''  says  a  periodical  critic*^  '^  is  simply 
elegant,  and  appropriately  just/'  I  regard  tbis  sen- 
tence as  p^uliarly  unfortunate,  for  tbe  epitapb  s^ms  to 
me  to  be  elegant  without  simplicity ^  9iudjust  witbout 
propriety.  No  one  will  deny  that  it  is  correctly  written, 
and  tbat  it  is  not  destitute  of  grace;  but  in  wbat  consists 
Its  simplicity  I  am  at  a  loss  to  imagine.  The  iqitjal  ad- 
dress is  laiboured,  and  circumlpcvitory.  .Tli^re  is  some- 
thing artificial  rather  than  otherwise  in  the  personifica- 
tion of  England,  and  her  rankipg  the  poet's  mane  "  witb 
ber  dearest  sons/'  instead  of,  witb  those  of  her  dearest 
sons,  is  like  ranking  poor  John  Doe  with  a  prq^r  bona 
fide  son  of  Adam,  in  a  writ  of  arrest.,  Sense^  iancy,  and 
wit,  ♦*  raising  a  title,"  and  that  to,  "  afi*e€tion*$  praise," 
is  not  Tery  simple,  and  not  over  intelligible.  Again,  tbe 
epitaph  is  just  because  it  is  strictly  true;  but  it  is  by 
no  means,  therefore,  appropriate.  .)ybo  that  would 
turn  aside '  to  visit  tbe  ashes  of  Cowper,  would  need  to 
be  told  that  England  ranks  him  with  her  favourite  sons, 
and  that  sense,  fancy,  and  wit  were  npt  his  greatest 
honours,  for  that  his  virtue  foi-med  the  m^gic  of  bis 

•  The  Monthly ';Renewer.       * 
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song:  or  who>  bearing  this,  would  be  the  better  for  the 
information.  Had  Mr.  Hayley  been  employed  in  the 
monumental  praises  of  a  private  man>  this  might  have 
been  excusable,  but,  speaking  of  such  a  man  as  Cow- 
pcr,  it  is  idle.  This  epitaph  is  not  appropriate^  there- 
fore, and  <  we  have  shewn  that  it  is  not  remarkable  for 
simplicity.  Perhaps  the  respectable  critics  themselves 
may  not  feel  inclined  to  dispute  this  point  very  tena- 
ciously. Epithets  are  very  convenient  little  things  for 
rounding  off  a  period;  and  it  will  not  be  the  first  time 
that  truth  has  been  sacrificed  to  verbosity  and  anti- 
thesis. 

To  measure  lances  with  Hayley  may  be  esteeriied  pre- 
sumptuous ^  but  probably  the  following,  although  much 
inferior  as  a  composition,  would  have  had  more  efiect 
than  his  polished  and  harmonious  lines. 

INSCRIPTION    FOR    A    MONUMENT, 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  COWPER. 

READER!  if  with  no  vulgar  sympathy 
Thou  view'st  the  wreck  of  genius  and  of  worth. 
Stay  thou  thy  footsteps  near  this  hallow'd  sp6t. 
Here  Cowper  rests.     Although  renown  have  made 
His  name  familiar  to  thine  ear,  this  stone 
May  tell  thee  that  his  virtues  were  above 
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Tbe  comiDOn  porUon :  --that  the  vdice/  novt  hnshM 

Id  deathy  was  ODoe  serenely  querulous 

With  pity's  tones,  aod  io  the  ear  of  woe 

Spake  music.    Now  forgetful  at  thy  feet 

Hb  tir'd  head  presses  on  its  last  long  rest. 

Still  tenant  of  the  tomb ; — and  on  the  dieek^ 

Once  warm  with  animation's  lambent  flush. 

Sits  the  pale  image  of  unmarkM  decay. 

Yet  mourn  not.    He  had  chos'n  the  better  part; 

^  And  these  sad  garments  of  mortality 

.  Put  <^,  we  trost,  that  t6  a  hapfner  land 
He  went,  a  light  and  gladsome  passenger. 
S^h'st  thou  for  honours,  reader?  Call  to  mind 

.  That  glory's  voice  is  impotent  to  pierce 
The  silence  of  the  tomb !  but  virtue  blooms 

'  Ev'n  on  the  wrecks  of  life,  and  mounts  the  skies! 
So  gird  thy  loins  with  lowliness,  and  walk 
With  Cowper  on  the  pilgrimage  of  Christ. 

Tliis  inscription  is  faulty  from  its  length,  but  if  a 
painter  cannot  get  the  requisite  effect  at  one  stroke,  he 
must  do  it  by  many.  The  laconic  style  of  epitaphs  is 
the  most  difficult  to  be  managed  of  ,any,  inasmuch  as 
most  is  expected  from  it.  A  sentence  standmg  alone  on 
a  tomb,  or  a  monument,  is  expected  to  contam  some- 
thmg  particularly  striking:  and  when  this  expectation  is 
disappointed,  tlie  reader  feels  like  a  man  who,  having 
been  promised  an  exoelieiit  Joke,  is  treated  with  a  stale 
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conceit,  or  a  va|nd  puD.  The  best  spednwn  of  this 
kind,  which  I  am  acquainted  with,  ii.that  on  a  French 
general: 

''  SUte,  Vtator;  Beroem  calcasr 
Stop  traveller;  thou  treadut  an  a  herol 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS. 

[No.  IX.] 

Scires  e  sanguine  natos. 


Ovid. 


IT  fe  commoa  for  busy  and  active  men  to  behold  the 
occu{mtions  of  the  retired  and  contenaplative  person  with 
contempt.  They  consider  his  speculations  as  idle  and 
unproductive:  as  they  participate  in  none  of  his  feelings^ 
they  are  strangers  to  his  motives,  hb  views,  and  his  de* 
lights:  they  behold  him  elaborately  employed  on  what 
they  conceive  forwards  none  of  the  interests  of  life,  con* 
tributes  to  none  of  it)  gratifications,  lemoves  none  of  its 
inconveniencies:  they  conclude,  therefore,  that  he  is 
led  away  by  the  delusions  of  futile  philosophy,  that  he 
labours  for  no  good^  and  lives  to  no  end.  Of  tbe  va* 
rious  frames  of  miud  which  they  observe  in  him,  no  one 
seems  to  predominate  more,  and  none  af^ars  to  tb«ii 
more  absurd  than  sadness,  which  seems,  in  some  degree, 
to  pervade  all  his  views,  and  shed  a  solemn  tinge  over 
all  his  thoughts.  Sadness,.  ari«ng  from  no  personal 
grie^  and  connected  with  no  individual  concern,  they 
regard  as  moon-struck  melancholy,  the  effect  of  a 
mind  overcast  with  constitutional  gloom,  and  diseased 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 
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sh^re  with  the  sormws .  of .  the  unfortunate/'  say  tbey^ 
''but  this  monastic  spleen  merits  only  our  derision:  it 
tends,  to, no  beneficial  purpose,  it  benefits  neither  ib 
possessor  nor  society.''  Those  whd  have  thoi^ht  *i  Mttle 
more  on  this  sulgect  than  the  gay  and  busy  crowd,  will 
draw  conclusions  of  a  different  nature.  That  there  is  a 
sadness,. springing  from  the  noblest  and  purest  sources^ 
a  sadness  friendly  to, the  human  heart,  and,  by- direct 
coi^sequence  to  human  nature  in  general,  is  a  truth 
^hich  a  little  illustration  will  render  tolerably  clear,  and 
which,  when  understood .  in  its  full  force,  may  probably 
convert  contempt  a9d  ridicule  into  respect,   t 

I  setrout  then  with,  the  proposition  that  the  man  who 
thinks  deeply,  especially  if  his  reading  be  extensive,  will, 
unless  bi»  heart  be  very  cold  and  Very  light,  become  ha^ 
bituated  to  apensive^  or,  with^more  propriety,  a  mourn- 
ful.ca8tK>f  thought.  Thb  will  arise  from  two  more  paii:- 
Ucular  sources — from  the  view  of  human  nature  in  ge- 
neral, as  demonstrated  by  the  experience  both  of  pa9t 
and  present  tinges,  and  from  the  .contemplation  of  indi- 
vidual instances  of  human  depravity  and  of  human^suf- 
feriiig.  The  first  of  these  is,  indeed,  the  last  in  the 
order  of  time,  for  his  general  views  o£  humanity  arje  in 
a  manner  con^uential,  or  resulting  from  the  special, 
but  I  have  inverted  that  order  for  the  sake  of  pers{H- 
.  cttky. 

VOLi  II.  ,,  T 
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Df  those  who  have  occasional^  thought  on  these  sotr- 
jects,  I  inay,  with  peHect  as)surance  of  their  reply,  en- 
quire what  have  been  their  sensations  wheii  they  have,  for 
k  moflienty  attained  a  more  enlar^d  and  capacious  rioticAk 
of  the  state  of  man  in  all  its  bearings  and  dependencies^ 
toey  have  found,  and  the '  pr6fottn<iest  f^losopbers 
fkave  done  no  more,  tb^t  they  are  enveloped  in  mystery, 
and  that  the  mystery  of  ma^'s  sittiation  is  not  without 
alarming  and  fearibi  circumstances,  l^ey  have  discovered 
Ihat  alt  they  tehow  of  themselves  is  that  they  Hve,  Imt  diat 
from  whence  they  caitfe,  ot  whithcfr  they  are  going^  is 
by  Nature  altb'getbei*  hidden ;  that  impenetrable  gloom 
surrounds  th^m  on  every  side,  and  that  they  even  hold 
Uieir  morrow  on  the  credit  of  to-day,  when  it  is,  in  facL 
buried  in  the  vague  and  indisti^dt  gulph  of  the  ages  to 
come!— These  are  reflections  deeply  Interesting,  and 
lead  to  others  so  awAil,  that  ^any  gladly  shut  Ihef t  eyes 
on  the  giddy  and  unfathomable  depths  which  seem  to 
"stretch  before  them.  The  meditative  man,  however, 
end^avouts  to  pursue  them  to  the  farthest  stretch  of  the 
reasoning  powers,  and  to  enkrge  his  conceptions  of  the 
mysteries  of  his  own  existence,  and  the  more  he  learns^ 
and  the  deeper  he  penetrates,  the  more  cause  does  he 
fincf^or  heuig  ^erious^  ^d'the  more  inducements  to  be 
^continually  thoughtifu]. 

If,  Again,  We  tum  from  the  condition  of  mortal 
existence,  considered  in  the  al>stract,  to  the  qualfties 
and  characters  of  man,  and  his  condition  in  a  state  of 
society,  we  see  things  perhaps,  equa%  strange  aiici  uk 
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finitely  oioie  affiectiDf  •— In  the  ^acoooQiy  .of  cr^ti^ 
vre  perceive  nottuog  inconsistent  witlp  the  pow^  of  ?iq 
all-wise  and  all-merciful  God.  A  perfect  ha^nopy  rvps 
through  aU  the  parts  of  th^  iiniverse.  Pl^o*$  .flfi;eo# 
^ing  Qc^  oB^jr  from  te  pbnetary  octave,.  ]bat  thfongli 
^1  the  minutest  divismBf  of  ttie  8tu|^ini(|p9ip  ^|io)ap 
<nrder,  beauty,  and  perfection,  th^  traces  ^of  tt^p.gff^ 
archilect,  glow  t|urou|j^"eyery  partide  <^  bisi^io^kt  -M 
.  man,  however,  v^e  stop:  ther^  is  oneiexceptipn.  Tbf 
harmony  of  order  ceases^  and  vice  ^d  misery  distv^ 
tlie  beautiful  consistency  of  creation^  and  bring  us  first 
acquainted  with  positive  evil.  We  behold  ipen  wn^ 
irresbtibly  away  by  corrupt  principles  and  Yicious.iadi^ 
nations,  indulging  in  propensities,  destructive  as  weU  U> 
themselves  as  to  those  aroupdthera;  the  ^tuoi^r  Oppfl^ 
«ing  the  weaker,  and  the  bad  persecuting  the;g99d  I  we  pee 
tiie  depraved  in  prosperity,  the  virtuous  in  adversity,  the 
guilty  unpunished,  the^undeserving  overwhelmed  wji^h  un- 
provoked misfortunes.  From  .hence  we  .are  tempted  to 
think,  that  He,  whose  arm  holds  the  planets  in  their 
course,  and  directs  the  comets  along  their  eccentric  or* 
bits,  ceases  to  exercise  his  providence  oyer  the  affiiirs  of 
mankind,  and  leaves  them  to  be  governed  and  directed 
by  the  impulses  of  a  corrupt  hearty  or  the  bUnd  work* 
ings  of  chance  alone.  Yet  this  is  incondstent  both  with 
the  wisdom  and  the  goodness  of  the  Deity.  If  God 
permit  evil,  he  causes  it:  the  difference  is  casuisticaL— 
We  are  led,  therefore,  to  conclude,  that  it  was  not 
always  thus :  that  man  was  created  in  a  far  different  and 
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Ar  Jnifqi^  eonditien;  but  thai,  by  some  meanar  ci: 
ott«r,  he  has  forfeited  the  proiedion  of  his  M^ker.-^ 
Htte  then  is  a  mystery. — The  ancients  led  by  reasonings 
■iilOQe^  perceived  it  with  amazement,. but  cHd  not  solve 
the  problem.  They  attempted  some  explanation  of  it 
hy  the  kme  fictiqn  of  a  golden  age  and  its  cession, 
%herev1by  a  circtAar  mode  of  reasoning,  they  attribute 
^ihe  ihtroducfiol)  of  vice  to  their  gods  having  deserted 
^e  earth,  and  the  desertion  of  the  gods  to  the  intro- 
"duction  of  vice*.  This,  however,  wiw  the  logic  <rf  the 
^oet^;  the  phiiOs(^hers^  disregarded  the  feble,  but  did 
%iot  <|i9pute  tiie  fact  it  was  intended  to  ac^unt  fo^. 
-'iliey  of^en  hint  at  human  degeneracy,  and  some  un^ 
^ibwn '  diirse  hahging  over  our  being,  and  ev^i  comi^ 
into  the  irdrld^aloBg  with  us.  Plmy,  m  the  pre^eiee  to 
ills  seveittb  bodk,  has  this  remarkable  passage,  *'  The 

*  -  '      Aihi(;  n.a%  KtfM^i*  ru  ^  Xfiil^TAM  aXyia  Kvyf» 

1  Hesiod.  Opera  et  Diens. ,  Lib.  !•  L.  I9». 

Victajacet  Pietas':  et  Virgo  caede  niadentes. 
Ultima  c«^1estiim  terras  Astrmm  rdiqttit.  ' 

j    .     .  :         Ovid.  MetatBor.  ^  L.  t.  Fab.  4.     . 

Panlatim  deinde  ad  Superos  Astraea  recessit, 
^  Ha€  cdmite  atqiie  das  pariter  fi^ere  sorores. 
Javenal,  Sat.vL  L.  19.  .. 
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aaimal'  aboat  to  rule  ovef  the  rest  of  created  aniipab^ 
lies  weeping,  bound  hand  and  foot,  makii^  Ub  fiin^t 
eirtrance  upon  life  with  sharp  pSLU^,  and  thia^  fgtna 
other  crime,  then  that  he  is  bam  $nan** — Cifceroyja  it 
passage,  for  the  preservation  of  which  we  are  indebted 
to  St.  Augustine,  gives  a  jet  stronger  idea  of  an  eitisting 
degeneracy  in  human  nature — **  Man,^  says  he,  ^'  eona^ 
into  existence,  not  as  from  the  hands  of  a  mother^  but 
of  a  step-dame  nature^' with  a  body  feel^e,  naked,  and 
fr^ile,  and  a  mind  exposed  to  anxiety  and  car^,  ali^ei^ 
in  fear,  unmeet  for  labour,  prone  to  licentiousness,  ip 
which,  however*  there  still  dwell  some :  sparks  of  the 
divine  rnind^  though  obscured,  aod,  as  k  were,  in 
ruins/'  And,  in  another  place,  he  intimateft  it  as  a  c«a^ 
rent  opinion,  that  man  comes  into  the  world  asintoa 
state  of  punishment  expiatory  of  crimes  committedt  in 
\some  previous  stage  of  existence,  of  which  we;  now  ^* 
iain  no  jrecolkction. 

<  From  these  profO&,  aqd  from  daily  observj^tion  and 
exjierience,  there  is  every  ground  iot  concluding  thfit 
man  is  in  a  state  of  misery  and  depravity  quite  inconsistent 
with  the  happiness  for  whicli,  by  a  benevolent  (Grod,  he 
must  have  been  created:  We  see  glaring  marks  of  this 
in  our  own  times.  Prejudice  alone  blinds  us  to  the  ab- 
surdity and  t^e  horror  of  those  sy^i^atic  murders 
which  go  by  the  name  of  wars,  where  man  falls  on  man, 
brother  slaughters  brother,  where  death,  in  every  v,^*- 
riety  of  hoiror,  preys  **  on  the  jinely-fiWe^  humap, 
/ram,'*  and  where  the  cry  of  the  widow  and  the^rpban 
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tm  q^lalic9KV«ob>^ga(^thediiMM]ierofae%fatand 
tfie  daag  of  arms  bave  €eased»  and  the  bones  of  sons,  > 
tvoAerSf  aad  bnsbandg  dam  are  grown  white  on  tie 
MiL .  Ciislonis  ¥kt  these  vouch,  with  most  nuracnloits 
oigant,  for  Che  depravity  of  the  human  heart,  and  theso 
are  not  the  most  monniAil  of  those  consideratiom  whidi 
present  th^osdves  to  the  mi^  of  the  tbiridng  mm. 

Frivale  life  is  eqaally  fertile  in  cahilikoas  p^rrersioii 
of  reas^m  aadi  extreme  accumulation  of  mi^iy.  On  tiie 
^le  hand»  we  see  a  large  proportion  of  men  seduloudy 
employed  in  the  eduction  of  their  own  rum,  puAuing 
tlce^in  all  its  v^eties,  and  saoriiciBg  the  peace  and  hap^ 
pteess  of  the  innocent  and  unofiending  to  thetr  owii 
bmlal  grat^cations;  and,  on  the  other,  pain,  mi^br^ 
tune^  and  misery,  overwhelimng  al&e  the  good  and  th^ 
bad,  the  provident  and  the  improvident;  But  too  ge* 
neral  a  view  would  distmct  t>ur  attention:- 1^  the  readet 
pardon  me  if  I  soddenly  draw  him  away  from  the  sur- 
v^  0£  the  crowds  of  life  to  a  fchv  detached  scenes.  We 
^iHH  select  a  single  picture  at  random*  The  character  k 
common*  - 

BchoM  that  beanlifi)^  female  who  is  rallying  a^vcll- 
dressed  yonng  man  wi&  so  mnch  gaiety  and  honidiff* 
Va  you  ever  see  so  lovely  a  conatenanoel  There  is  tUx 
exftemiotk  o£  vivacity  in  her  fine  dark  eye  which  qmte 
captivates  tme;  and  her  smile,  were  it  a  littie  less  bol^ 
^would  be  bewitching.  How  gay  and  cardess  she  se^nsi 
tim  would  supfKKK^  she  had  a  very  %ht  and  happy 
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|s  aH  feigned.  It  is  hec  business  to  please,  and  l)ep^^ 
a  fiMr  and'  painted  outside  slie  oonce^s  an  mqu^  a^ 
foii<Mrp  breas^.  When  she  was  yet  very  young,'  ^enr 
gaging  but  dissolute  young  matt  took  a,dvantage  «|f  b«r 
simplicity,  and  of  tbe  fiffectiop  wi<h  wbkb  ^  b^  :Nr 
spired  ber,  to  betray  her  yirine.  At^ib^  |ifr.  ipfipty 
cost  her  many  tears;  but  habit  wore  away  this  remorse, 
leaving  only  a  kind  of  indistinct  itgvet,  andr  as  j»be 
fondly  loved  her  betrayer,  ^e  ei^perfencedy  at  tiues,  ^ 
mingled  pleasmt^  even  in  this  abawioned  jrituatipiv  ]^ 
^Ins  was  soon  over^  Her  lover,  on  pretence  of.  a  jomrr 
yiey  inio  the  country,  left  her  for  ever.  St^e  soon  aft^? 
wards  heard  of  his  marriage,  with  an  agony  of  ^^f' 
wh^;h  few  can  adequately  conceive,  anfi  nont  dj^scrihe^ 
The  calls  of  want,  however,  soon  subbed  4he  m^r^ 
distracting  ebu}htions  of  anguish.  She  hsi(|  i^o  cb(^ 
jefl;  all  the  gates  of  virtue  'were  sf^uX  upon  httri  p^ 
though  she  really  abhorred,  the  ooocse,  she  Wfu  (^bligcxl 
to  betake  herself  to  yice  fo^  support  H^,  ne^  j^^eeper 
possessed  her  person  without  her  hes^rt.  She  lias  smcf 
passed  through  several  hands,  and  has  found,  by  tii^tef 
experience,  that  th^  vidous^r  on  w|iqs^  gaierps^y  .^jb 
js  thrown,  are  devoid  of  all  feeling  l^ut  tb^t  of  sdfr^^rati- 
fication,  and  t^t  even  the  wages  of  proitit^tioa  are  le^ 
luctantly  and  grudgingly  paid.  She  now  iooks  0(i  all 
men  as  sharpers.  Slie  smiles  but  to  entangle  and  de« 
^troy,  aapl  while  die  simulates  fondfuesiy  u  latent  culy 
on  the  extorting  of  that,  at  best  ppor  pittapue,  wbioh^ 
b^  oeceasities  loudly  demand.    ThoMl^^^s  ^  ab^  mfiy 
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«ieeiiF|  she  is  'not  witboiit  an  idea  of  her  fbrkmi  and 
wretdied  situation^  and  she  looks  only  to -sudden  death 
us  her  refuge,  *  against  that  time  when  her  charms  shall 
xease  to  allnre  the  eye  of  mcontinebce,  when  eyen  the 
lowest  faamfts  of  infamy  shall  be  shut  agamst  her,  and, 
ivithont  a  friend  or  a  hope,  she  must  sink  under, the 
pressure  of  want  and  disease.  . 

•  But  we  win  now  shift  the  scene  a  little,  akid  sekct 
imolher  object.  Behold  yon  poor  weary  wretch,  who, 
with  a  child  wrapt  in  her  arms,  with  difficulty,  drags 
mlong  the  road.  Tfie  man,  with  a  knapsack,  who  is 
walking  before  hcfr,  is  her  husband,  and  is  marchingf'to 
join  his  r^ment.  He  has  been  spending,  at  a  dram 
diop,  in  the  town  they  have  just  left,  the  supply  H^ch 
tile  psde  and  weak  appearance  of  hb  wife  proclaims  was 
fiecessary  for  her  sustenance.  He  b  now  half  drunk, 
imd  b  venting  the  Artificial  sphits  which  intoxicatfon  ex- 
cites, in  the  abuse  of  hb  weary  help^mate  behind  hhn. 
She  seems  to:  listen  to  hb  reproaches  in  patient  silence. 
Her  face  will  teH  you  more  than  many  words/  as^  with 
a  wan  and  meanmg  look,  she  surveys  the  little  wretch 
who  b  asleep  on  her  arm.  Hie  turbulent  brutality  of 
the  man  excites  no  attention:  she  b  pondering  on  the 
future  diance  of  life,  and  the  probable  lot  of  her  heed- 
less little  one. 

'  One  other  picture,  and  I  have  done.  *  ^e^tiian 
pacing  with  a  slow  step  and  languid  a^^iect  over  yon 
prison  court,  was  once  a  fine  dashing  fellow,  the  admi- 
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^tioo  of  the  ladies,  and;  the  envy  of  tlie  nien.  He  ir 
the  only  representative  of  a  once  respectable  femily,  and 
is  brought  to  thb  situation  by  unlimited  indulgence  at 
that  time  when  the  check  is  most  necessary.  He  began 
^o  figure  in  genteel  life  at  an  early  age.  His  iliisjudging 
Another,  to  whose  sole  care  he  was  left,  tbmking  no 
alliance  too  good  for  her  darling,  cheerfully  supplied  his 
extravagance,  under  the  idea  that  it  would  not  last  long> 
'and  that  it  would  enabfe  him  to  slnne  in  those  circles 
^here  she  wished  him  to  rise.  But  he  soon  found  that 
"habits  of  prodigality  once  vveU  gained,  are  never  eradi* 
cated.  His  fortune,  though  genteel,  was  not  adequate 
^  to  such  habits  of  expense.  His  unhappy  parent  lived  to 
see  him  make  a  degradmg  alliance,  and  come  in  danger 
of  a  jail,  and  then  died  of  a  broken  he^rt.  ^  His  afiairai 
«oon  wound  themselves  up.  .  His  debts  were  enormous, 
and  hie  had  nothing  to  pay  them  with.  He  has  now 
been  in  that  prison  many  years,  and  since  he  is  excluded 
€rom  the  benefit  of  an  insolvency  act,  he  has  made  tip 
bis  mind  to  the  idea  of  ending  his  days  there.  His 
wife,-  whose,  beauty  had  decoyed  him,  since  she  ^nnd 
he  could  not  support  her,  deserted  him  fbr  those  who 
could,  leaving  him  without  ftiend .  or  companion,  to 
pace,  with  measured  steps,  over  the  court  of  a  country 
jail,  and  endeavour  to  beguile  th€^  lassitude  of  imprisooh- 
ment,  by  thinking  oh  the  days  that  ak^e  gone,  or  counting 
the  squares  in  his  grated  window  in  every  possible  direc- 
tion^ backwards,  fomrards,  and  across,  till  he  sighs  to  find 
ihe.sumv  always  the  «ame,  and  that  the  more  anxiously 
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we  strive  to  begpit  the  momenta  io  their  coiurse,  the 
IBon  sluggishlj  they  thnreL 

If  these  are  acemite  piclnres.of  some  of  the  virietief 
of  human  sufferiog,  and  if  such  pictures  are  coaunps 
even  to  triteness,  what  condusions  must  we  draw  as  to 
the  c<Midition  of  man  in  genera),  and  what  must  be  the 
prevailing  frame  of  mind  of  him  who  meditate  much 
on  these  subjects,  and  who,  nnbmcing  tiie  whole  tissue 
of  causes  and  effects,  sees  Misery  mivariably  the  oB* 
spring  of  Vice,  and  Vice  existing  in  hostility  to  the  inten- 
tions and  wishes  of  God?  Let  the  meditative  man  turn 
where  he  will,  he  finds  traces  of  the  depraved  state  of 
Nature,  and  her  consequent  misery.  History  presents 
him  with  little  but  murder,  treachery,  and  crime  of 
every  description.  Biography  only  strengthens  die  view, 
by  concentrating  it.  The  philosophers  remind  him  of 
the  existence  of  evil,  by  their  lessons  how  to  avoid  or 
endure  it;  and  the  very  poets  themselves,  afford  him 
pleasure,  not  unconnected  with  regret,  as  either  by  con^ 
trast,  exemplification,  or  deduction,  they  bring  the 
world  and  its  circumstances  before  his  eyes* 

That  such  a  one  th^  is  prone  to  sadness,  vriio  wiU 
wonder?  If  such  meditations  are  benefidal,  who  wiH 
blame  them.  The  discovery  of  evil  naturally  kads  os 
to  contribute  our  mite  towards  the  alleviation  of  the 
wretchedness,  it  introduces.  While  we  lament  vice,  wf 
learn  to  shun  it  ourselves,  and  to  epdeavotjU',  if  posi> 
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fiible,  to  arrest  its  progress  in  those  around  0$;  and  is 
the  course  of  these  high  and  lofty  speculations,  we  are 
insensibly  led  Xq  think  humbly  of  ourselves,  and  to  lift  up 
our  thoughts  to  him  who  is  alone  the  fountain  of  all  per* 
fection,  and  the  source  of  all  good« 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY  HOURS. 

•    [No.  X.] 

La  rime  est  ane  esdave,  et  ne  cloit  qo*  obeir. 

BoUetmf  VattPoetigm. 

EXPERIMENTS  in  versificatipa  have  not  often  been 
successful  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  with  all  bis  genius,  great 
it  undoubtedly  was,  could  not  imp^irt  grace  to  his  hexa- 
meters, or  fluency  to  his  sap|Shics.  Spenser^s  stanza  was 
new,  but^his  verse  %vas  familiar  to  the  ear«  and  though  his 
rhymes  were  frequent  even  to  satiety,  he  seems  to  have 
avoided  the  awkwardness  of  novelty,  and  the  difficulty  of 
unpractised  metres.  Donne  had  not  music  enough  to 
render  hb  broken  rhyming  couplets  sufferable,  and  neither 
his  wit,  nor  his  pointed  satire  were  sufficient  to  rescue 
him  from  that  neglect  which  his  uncouth  and  rugged 
versification  speedily  8uperind^ced. 

In  our  times  Mr.  Southey  has  given  grace  and  melody 
to  some  of  the  Latib  and  Greek  measures,  and  Mr. 
Bowles  has  written  rhyming  heroics,  wherein  the  sense  is 
transmitted  from  couplet  to  couplet,  and  the4)auses  are 
varied  with  all  the  freedom  of  blank  verse,  without  ex- 
citing any  sensation  of  ruggedness,  or  offending  the  nicest 
ear.  But  these  are  minor  effi>rts:  the  former  of  these 
exquisite  poets  has  taken  a  yet  wider  range,  and  in  his 
''Tbalaba,  the  Destroyer,"  has  spumed  at  all  the  received 
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laws  of  metre,  and  framed  a  fabric  of  verse  aitdget&er 
his  own. 

An  innovation,  so  bold  as  that  of  Mr.  Southey, .  was 
sure  to  meet  with  disapprobation  and  ridicule.  The 
world  naturally  looks  with  suispicion  on  systems  which 
contradict  estabtkhed  principles,  and  refuse  to  quadrate 
with,  habits,  which,  as  they  have  been  used  to,  men  are 
apt  to  think  cannot  be  improved  upon.  The  opposition 
which  has  been  made  to  the  metre  of  Thalaba,  is,  there- 
fore, not  so  much  to  be  imputed  to  its  want  of  harmony, 
as  to^fae  operation  of  existing  prejudices;  and  it  is  fair  to 
conclude,  that,  as  these  prejudices  ate  softened  by  usag^ 
and  the  strangeness  of  novelty  wears  off,,  the  peculiar  fca*- 
tures  of  this  lyrical  frame  of  verse,  wiH  be  more  candid- 
ly appreciated,  and  its  merits  more  unreservedly  aokaow* 
ledged.  •  ' 

Whoever  fe  coaversant  with  the  writings  of.  this 
author,  will  have  observed  and  admired  that '  greats 
ness  of  mindy  tind  comprehension  of  intellect,  by  whtcfr 
he  is  enabled,  on  all  occasions,  to  thtow  off  the  shaddes 
of  liabit  and  ^prepossession.  Southey  n^ver  treads  in  the 
beaten  tradi ;  his  thoughts,  while  they  are  those  of  nature, 
ca^ry  thattcast  of  oHginality  which  is  the  stainp  and  te^i'- 
mony  of  genius.  He  views  things  through  a  peculiar 
pliasis,  and  while  he  has  the  feelings  of  a  ipan,  they  are 
those  of  a  man  almost  abstracted  ffom. mortality,  and  re- 
fleeing  on,  apd  pmnting  the  scenes  of  JSfe,  as  if  he  w^re 
a  mere  spectator,  uninfluenced  by  his  own  connection 
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with  file  objects  he  smreys.  To  this  facollj  of  hold 
discrimiiiatioii  I  attribute  many  of  Mr.  Southey's  pecu- 
liarities as  a  poet  He  never  seems  to  enquire  how  other 
tnen  wouM  treat  a  subject,  or  what  may  happen  to  be 
the  jQsagc  of  the  tones;  b^t  filled  with  tl»t  steong  sane 
of  fitness,  whieh  is  the  result  of  bM  and  whuliled 
ihottght,  he  feartassly  pumies  that  coane  wkkh  Iks  owa 
:  of  proBtsetr  painli  Otit* 


•  It  is  irery  endcnt  to  mt,  and,  I  should  conceive,  to  aR 
who  coorider  the  subject  attentirely,  tint  the  structure  of 
irerse,  which  Mr.  Southey  has  promulgated  in  his  Thidaba, 
was  neither  adopted  rashly,  nor  from  any  vain  eroolatton 
of  originality.  As  the  poet  himself  happily  obserresi,  **  M 
4§  ike  ordbeBfm  &rmtmeni  of  an  ardbum  tdt^  No  one 
would  wish  to  see  the  Joan  of  Arc  in  such  a  garb;  but 
the  wild  freedom  of  the  versification  of  Thalaba  accords 
well  with  the  romantic  wiklness  of  the  story;  and  I  do 
not  hesitate  to  say,  that,  had  any  oUier  known  measure 
4>een  adopted,  the  poem  would  have  been  deprked  of 
half  its  beauty,  and  all  its  propriety.  In  blank  vene  it 
would  have  been  absurd;  in  rhyme  insipid.  Hie  lyrical 
manner  is  adraiiably  adapted  to  Ae  sudden  transitioi» 
md  n^  connections  of  an  arabiao  tale,  while  its  va- 
riety predodes  tskKom,  and  its  full,  because  unshadded, 
cadence  satisfies  the  ear  with  legitimate  harmony.  At 
^t,  indeed,  the  verse  may  appear  uncouth,  because  it 
is  new  to  the  ear;  but  I  defy  any  man,  who  has  any  feel- 
ing of  mdody,  lo  peruse  the  whole  poem,  without  pay* 
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iDg  tribute  to  the  sweetness  of  its  flow,  and  the  graceful- 
ness of  it$(  modulations. 

In  judging  of  tbb  extraordinary  poem,  we  should 
consider  it  as  a  genuine  lyric  production, — we  should 
conceive  it  as  recited  to  the  harp,  in  times  when  such  re- 
lations carried  nothing  incredible  with  them.  Carrying 
this  idea  along  with  us,  the  admirable  art  of  the  poet 
will  strike  us  with  tenfold  conviction ;  the  abrupt  sublimity 
of  his  transitions,  the  sublime  simplicity  of  his  manner, 
and  the  deliciUe  torches  by  which  he  connects  tfievafious 
parts  of  his  narrative,  will  then  be  more  strongly  observ* 
able,  and  we  shall,  in  particular,,  remark  th^^ncommo^ 
felicity  with  which  he  has  adapted  hi^  versification;  and 
in  the  midst  of  the  wildest  irregularis,^  left  notfaiog  to 
shock  the  ear,  or  offend  the  judgme^t^ 
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[No.  XL] 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  KNOWLEDGE- 
FEW  histoi^es  would  be  more  worthy  of  attention 
than  that  of  tiie  progress  of  knowledge,  from  its  first 
dawn  to  the  time  of  its  meridian  splendor,  among  the 
ancient  Greeks.  Unfortunately,  however,  the  precau- 
tions which,  in  this  early  period,  were  almost  generally 
taken  to  confine  all  knowledge  to  a  particular  branch  of 
men;  and  when  the  Greeks  began  to  contend  for  the 
palm  among  teamed  nations,  their  backwardness  to  ac- 
faiowledge  the  sources  from  whence  they  derived  the 
first  principles^of  their  philosophy^  have  served  to  wrap 
this  interesting  subject  in  almost  impenetrable  obscurity.. 
Few  vestiges,  except  the  Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  now 
remain  of  the  learning  of  the  more  ancient  world.  Of 
the  two  millions  of  verses  said  to  have  been  written  by 
the  Chaldean  Zoroaster*,  we  have  no  relicks;  aqd  the 
oracles  which  go  under  his  name  are  pretty  generally  ac-  ^ 
knowledged  to  be  spurious. 


Pliny. 
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The  Greeks  unquestionably  derived  their  {diUoscq^hy 
^rom  the  Egyptians  and  Clmldeans.  Both  Pythagorai 
and  Plato  had  visited  those  countries  for  the  advantage 
of  learning;  and  if  we  may  credit  the  received  accounts 
of  the  former  of  these  illustrious  sages^  he  was  regularly 
iliitiated  in  the  schools  of  Egypt,  during  the  period  of 
twenty-two  years  that  he  resided  in  thatcountry,  and 
became  the  envy  and  admiration  of  the  Egyptians  them«- 
selves.  Of  the  Pythagorean  doctrines  we  have  some  ac* 
counts  remaimng;  and  n<^hing  is  wanting  to  render  the  ' 
systems  of  Platonism  complete  and  ii^elligible.  In  the 
dogmas  of  these  philosophers,  therefore,  we  may  be 
able  to  trace  the  leamiug  of  these  primitive  nations^ 
though  Our  conclusions  must  be  cautiously  drawn,  and 
much  must  be  allowed  to  the  active  intelligence  of  two 
Greeks,  pvid's  short  summary  of  the  philosophy  of 
Pythagoras  deserves  attention. 


^  Isqiie,  licet  coeli  regione  retnotos 


Mente  Deos  adiit:  et  quae  nature  negabat  ' 
Yisibus  humanis  oculis  ea  pectoris  hausit. 
Cumque  animo  et  vigili  perspexerat  omnia  curft; 
In  medium  discenda  dabat:  coetumque  silentum^ 
Dictaque  miraiitum,  magni  primordia  mundi 
Et  rerum  causas  et  quid  nature  docebat. 
Quid  Deus:  unde  uives:  quag  fulminis  esset  origo 
Jupiter  an  venti,  discussa  nube  tonarent. 
Quid  quateret  terras:  qui  sidera  lege  mearent 
Et  quodcumque  iatet. 

VOL.  II.  u 
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'  If  we  are  to  credit  thb  account,  and  it  is  corroborated 
by  many  other  testimonies,  Pythagoras  searched  deeply 
into  natural  causes.  Some  have  imagmed,  and  strongly 
asserted,  that  his  central  fire  was  figurative  of  the  sun, 
and,  therefore,  that  he  had  an  idea  of  its  real  situation; 
but  this  opinion,  so,  generally  adopted,  may  be  com- 
bated with  some  degree  of  reason.  I  should  be  in- 
clined to  think,  Pythagoras  gained  his  idea  of  the  great, 
central;  vivifying,  and  creative  fire  from  the  Chaldeans, 
and  that,  therefore,  it  was  the  r^resentative  not  of  the 
sun  but  of  the  Deity.  Zoroaster  taught  that  there  was 
one  God,  Eternal,  the  Father  of  the  Universe;  he  assi- 
milated the  Deity  to  light,  and  applied  to  him  the 
names  of  Light,  Beams,  and  Splendor.  The  Magi, 
corrupting,  this  representation  of  the  Supreme  Being, 
and,  taking  literally  what  was  meant  as  an  allegory -or 
symbol,  supposed  that  God  was  this  central  fire,  the 
source  of  heat,  light,  and  life,  residing  in  the  centre  of 
the  universe;  and  from  hence  they  introduced  among 
the  Chaldeans  the  worship  of  fire.  That  Pythagoras 
was  tainted  with  this  superstition  is  well  known.  On  the 
testimony  of  Plutarch,  his  disciples  held,  that  in  the  midst 
of  the  world  is  fire,  or  in  the  midst  of  the  four  elements 
is  the  fiery  globe  of  Unity,  or  Monad — the  procreative, 
nutritive,  and  excitative  power.  .  The  sacred  fire  of 
Vesta,  among  tiie  Greeks  and  Latins,  was  a  remain  of 
this  doctrine. 

As  the  limits  of  this  paper  will  not  allow  me  to  take 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


291 

in  all  the  branches  of  this  subject,  I  shall  confine  my  at- 
tention to  the  opinions  held  by  these  early  nations  of  the 
nature  of  the  Godhead. 

Amidst  the  corruptions  introduced  by  the  Magi,  we 
may  djscern,  with  tolerable  certainty^  that  Zoroaster 
taught  the  worship  of  the  one  true  God;  and  Thales, 
Pythagoras,  and  Plato,  who  had  all  been  instituted  in 
the  mysteries  of  the  Chaldeans,  taught  the  same  doctrine. 
These  philosophers  likewise  asserted  the  omnipotence 
and  eternity  of  God;  and  that  he  was  the  creator  of  all 
things,  and  the  governor  of  the  universe.  Plato  de- 
cbively  supported  the  doctrines  of  future  rewards  and 
punishments;  and  Pythagoras,  struck  with  the  idea  of 
the  omnipresence  of  the  Deity,  defined  him  as  animus 
per  universas  mundi  partes  omnemque  naturam  com- 
means  atque  diffusus,  ex  quo  omnia' qua  nascuntur 
animalia  vitam  capiunt* — An  intelligence  maving  upon, 
and  diffused  over  allthe  parts  of  the  universe  and  all  na- 
ture, from  which  all  animals  derive  their  exbtence.  As 
'or  the  swarm  of  gods  worshipped  both  in  Egypt  and 
Greece,  it  is  evident  they  were  only  esteemed  as  inferior 
deities.  In  the  time  of  St.  Paul,  there  was  a  temple  at 
Athens  inscribed  to  the  unknown  God :  and  Hesiod  makes 
them  younger  than  the  earth  and  heaven. 


•  Lactantins  Div.  Inst.  lib.  cap.  5,  etiam,  Minneius  Felix. 
<'  Pythagoras  Deus  est  animus  per  universam  remm  nataram  corn- 
means  atque  inteotns  ex  quo  etiam  animalium  omnium  vita  ca- 
piatur. 

tJ  2 
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THEOCt, 

If  Pythagoras,  and  the  other  phibsephers  who  suo 
oeeded  hui),  paid  honour  to  these  gods,  they  either  j^ 
it  through  ferar  of  encountering  ancient  prejudices,  or 
tiiey  reconciled  it  by  recurring  to  the  Dsemonology  of 
their  masters,  the  Chaldeans,  who  maintamed  the  agency 
of  good  and  bad  daenions,  who  presided  over  difierent' 
things,  and  were  distinguished  into  the  powers  of  light 
and  darkness,  heat  and  cold«  It  is  remarkable,  too* 
that  amoDj^  all  these  people,  whe^r  Egyptians  or  Chal-. 
deans,  Greeks  or  Romans,  as  well  as  every  other  nation 
under  the  sun,  sacrifices  were  made  to  the  gods,  in  ordec 
to  render  them  propitious  to  their  wishes,  or  to  expiate 
their  offsnces — a  fact  which  proves^  that  the  convietioa 
of  the  interference  of  the  Deity  in  human  affairs  is  uni« 
▼ersal;  and  what  is  much  more  important,  that  this 
custom  is  primitive,  and  derived  from  the  first  inhabit* 
ants  of  the  world. 
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[NcXIL] 

WHILE  the  seat  of  empire  was,  yet  at  Byzantioniy  and 
that  city  was  the  centre^  not  only  of  dominion,  but  of 
learning  and  politeness,  a  certain  hermit  had  fixed  his  re- 
sidence in  a  cell,  on  the  banks  of  the  Athyras,  at  the  dis* 
tance  of  about  ten  tniles  from  the  capital.  The  spot  was 
retired,  although  so  near  the  great  city,  and  was  protected, 
as  .well  by  woods  and  precipices,  as  by  the  aweful  reve- 
rence with  which,  at  that  time,  all  ranks  bebeld^hie  cha- 
iracter  of  a  recluse.  Indeed  the  poor  old  man,  who 
tenanted  the  little  hollow,  at  the  summit  of  a  crag,  be- 
neath which  the  Athyras  rolls  its  impetuous  torrent,  was 
not  famed  for  the  severity  of  his  penances,  or  the  strict- 
ness of  his  mortifications.  That  he  was  either  studious 
or  protracted  his  devotions  to  a  late  hour,  was  evident,  for 
his  lamp  was  often  seen  to  stream  through  the  trees  which 
shaded  his  dwdlmg,  when  accident  called  any  of  the  pea- 
sants from  their  beds  at  unseasonable  hours.  Be  this  as 
it  may,  no  nuracles  were  imputed  to  him;  the  sick  rare- 
ly came  to  petition  for  the  benefit  of  his  prayers,  and» 
though  some  both  loved  him,  -and  had  good  reason  for 
•loving  him,  yet  many  undervalued  him  fw  the  want  of - 
that  very  austerity  which  the  old  man  seemed  most  de- 
sirous to  avoid. 

It  was  evening,  and  the  long  shadows  of  .the  Thracian 
u3 
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mountains  were  extending  still  farther  and  farther  along 
the  plains,  when  thb  old  man  was  disturbed  in  his  medi- 
tations by  the  approach  of  a  stranger.  "  How  far  is  it 
to  Byzantium?''  was  the  question  put  by  the  traveller: 
**  Not  far  to  those  who  know  the  country/'  replied  the 
hermit,  **  but  a  stranger  would  notea^y  £nd  his  Way 
through  the  windings  of  these  woods,  and  the  intricacies 
of  the  plains  beyond  them.  Do  you  see  that  blue  mist 
which  stretches  along  the  bounding  line  of  the  horizon  as 
£ir  as  the  trees  will  permit  the  eye  to  trace  it?  That 
IS  the  Propontis;  ami  higher  up  on  the  left,  the  city  of 
CoDstantinof^  rears  its  proud  head  above  the  waters. 
But  I  would  dissuade  the^e,  stranger,  from  pursuing  thy 
journey  farther  to  night.  Thou  may'st  rest  in  the  villa^, 
which  is  half  way  down  the  hill ;  or  if  thoii  w^t  share  my 
suppfer  of  roots,  and  put  up  with  a  bed. of  leaves^  my  cell 
isopen  to  thee.''  *'  I  thank  thee,  father,''  ref^d  the  you&, 
^<  I  am*  weary  with  my  journey,  and  will  acoept thy  prof- 
fered hospitality."  They  ascended  the  rock  together. 
The  hermit^s  cell  was  the  work  of  Nature*  It  penetrated 
far  into  the  rock,  and  in  the  innermost  recess  was  a  little 
cbapd,  furnished  with  a  crucifix,  and  a  human  skiilh,  the 
objects  of  the  hermif  s  nightly  and  daily  contemfrfation, 
for  neither  of  them  received  his  adoration.  That  cor- 
rUption  had  not  as  yet  crept  into  the  chrbtian  church. 
The  hermit  now  lighted  v^  a  fit e  of  dry  sticks,  (for  the 
nights  are  very  pierciog  in  the  regions  about  the  Helles- 
pont and  the  BosphiM-us;)  and  then  proceeded  to  pre- 
pare their  vegetable  meal.  While  he  was  thus  employed, 
his  young  guest  surveyed,  with  suiprize,  the  dwelling 
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tvhicfa  ht  was  to  inhabit  for  the  night  A  cold  rock^hole 
on  the  bleak  summit  of  one  of  the  Thracian  hilb,  seemed 
to.  him  a  comfortless  choice,  for  a  weak  and  solitary  old 
man.  The  rude  materials  of  his  scanty  furniture  still 
more  surprised  him.  A  table  fixed  to  the  ground,  a 
wooden  bench,  an  earthen  lamp,  a  number  of  rolls  of 
papyrus  and  vellum,  and  a  heap^  of  leaves  in  a  corner, 
the  hemiil's  bed,  were  all  his  stock.  "  Is  it  possible,'' 
at  length  he  exclaimed,  '*  that  you  can  tenant  this  com- 
fortless cave,  with  these  scanty  accommodations,  through 
choice.  Go  with  me,  old  man,  to  Constantinople,  and 
receive  from  me  those  conveniences  which  befit  your 
years.^  **  And  what  art  thou  going  to  do  at  Constanti- 
nople, my  young  friend,"  said  the  hermt,  "  for  thy 
dialect  bespeaks  thee  a  native  of  more  southern  regions. 
Am  I  mistaken,  art  thou  not  an  AthenianT'  '*  I  am  an 
Athenian,"  replied  the  youth,  "  by  birth,  but  I  hope  I 
am  not  an  Athenian  in  vice.  I  have  left  my  degenerate 
birth-place,  in  quest  of  happiness.  I  have  learned  from 
my  master,  Speusippus,  a  genuine  assertor  of  the  much 
belied  doctrines  of  Epicurus,  that  as  aiuture  stake  is  a 
mere  {^antom  and  vagary  of  the  brain,  it  is  the  only  true 
wisdom  to  enjoy  life  while  we  have  it.  But  I  have  learn- 
ed from  him  also,  that  virtue  alone  is  true  ei^oyment. 
I  am  resolved  therefore  to  enjoy  life,  and  that  too  with 
virtue,  as  my  companion  and  guide.  My  travels  are 
begun  with  the  design  of  discovering  where  I  can  best 
unite  both  objects;  enjoyment  the  most  exquisite,  with 
virtue  the  most  perfect.  You  perhaps  may  have  reached 
the  latter,  my  good  father,  the  former  you  have  certainly 
U4 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


agd 

lAisted.  To-i;iion:ow  I  sfaiEdl  oodtfaiue  my  aeaidi*  At 
CoQsteDtiQople  I  shall  laagh  and  sing  with  the  ^j,  loe* 
dilate  with  the  sotier,  drink  deeply  of  every  ui^lluted 
.pleasure,  and  taste  all  diefbontains  of  wisdom  ood  plu- 
b^phy.  I  have  heard  much  of  the  accoaafJisfaiiientft  of 
the  women  of  Byzantinnk  With  us  females  are  km^re 
hoaseboid  slaves;  here»  I  am  toM^  they  bafe  mmd$0  I 
Inmost  promise  myself  that  I  shali  many,  and  settle  at 
Constantinople,  li^iere  the  loves  and  graoes  seem  alooe 
to  reside,  and  where  even  the  women  haive  mhuk.  ,  My 
good  &ther,  how  the  wind  roars  about  tins  aerial  nest  of 
yours^  and  here  yon  si^  during  the  long  cold  nights^  aH 
alone,  odd  and  cheerless,  when  Coniianlinopk  is  j^st  at 
your  feet,  n^ith  aU  its  joys,  its  comforts,  and  its  el^;ascies« 
J  perceive  thait  the  phiioiBO|^iers  of  our  seiit,  wbosoooeedF 
cd  £pictnrus,.were  right,  vriKn  they  tiinght  that.tbti^ 
tn^rt  be  vtftue  without  ei^oyment,  and  that  tirtue  witii- 
out  en^yment  is.  not  worth  the  bavit^.**  The  fiice  of 
tiie  youdi  kindte4  witb  animation  as  he  ^pake  these 
'word^  and  he  vniUy  ei^oyed  tbe  conoousness^f  supe^ 
rior  intelligenai^.  The  old  man  aigbed,  and  was^siljent 
As  tbej^  ate  tfalh:  frugal  supper,  both  parties  seemed  io- 
voived  in  ditep  tho^gllt  The  young  travdkr  was  dream- 
ing of  the  Byaantine  women:  bis  host  seensed  occupied 
with  fiur  different  meditations^  ^  So  you  are  travelling 
to  ConstantuM^le  in  sean£  of  bsfipittess^"  at  length  ex- 
clamied  the  hermit,  **  I  too  have  been  a  suitor  of  that 
divinity,  and  it  may  be  of  use  to  you  to  hear  bow  I  have 
fared.  The  hi^ory  «f  my  life  will  s^rve  to  fill  up  the 
interval  before  we  retire  to  rest,  and  iny  eiperieuce  may 
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oot  t>rbve  altogether  useless  to  bti^  who  is  about  to  go 
the  same  journey  which  I  have  finished. 

"  These  scanty  hairs  of  mine  were  not  always  grejr,  nor 
these  Hnibs  decrepid:  I  was  once,  like  thee,  young,  fresh, 
«id  iFigorous,  full  of  delightful  dreams  and  gay  antici- 
pations. Life  seetned  a  garden  of  sweets^  a  path  of  roses; 
«iid  I  thoi^ht  I  had  but  tOr  cliuse  in  what  way  I  would 
he  happy.  I  will  pass  over  the  incidebts  of  my  boyhood, 
land  conoe  to  my  maturer  years.  I  had  scarcely  seeu 
twebty  summers^  when  I  formed  one  of  those  extravagant 
und  ardent  attaehmeitts,  of  which  youth  is  so  susceptible. 
It  happened,  that,  at  that  time,  I  bore  arms  under  the 
emperor  Theodosius,  in  his  expedition  against  the  Goths^ 
who  had  overrun  a  part  of  Thrace.  In  our  return  from 
a  successful  dmipaign,  we  staid  some  time  in  the  Greek 
tnties,  which  border  on  the  Euxlne.  In  one  of  these 
cities  I  became  acquainted  with  a  female,  whose  form 
"vna  not  more  elegant  than  her  minc^was  cultivated,  and 
tor  heart  untainted.  I  had  done  her  &mily  some  trivial 
services,  and  her  gratitude  spoke  too  warmly  to  my  in- 
toxicated brain  to  leave  any  doubt  on  my  mind  that  she 
loved  me.  The  idea  was  too  exquisitely  pleasing  to  be 
soon  dismissed.  I  sought  erery  occcasion  of  being  with 
her.  Her  mild  persuasive  voice  seemed  lilie  the  music 
of  heaven  to  my  eah»,  after  the  toils  and  roughness  of  a 
8ol(Ker's  life.  I  had  a  friend  too,  whose  converse,  next 
to  that  of  the  dear  object  of  ray  secret  love,  was  most 
dear  to  me.  He  formed  the  third  in  all  our  meetings, 
and  beyond  the  enjoyment  of  the  society  of  these  two,  I 
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iiad  not  a  wish.  I  had  never  yet  q^oken  explicidy  to 
my  female  frieud,  hot  I  fondly  hoped  we  understood 
each  other.  Why  should  I  dwell  on  the  subject?  I  was 
.  siislaken.  My  friend  threw  hunself  on  my  mercy.  I 
fouud  that  he,  not  I,  was  the  object  of  her  affections. 
Young  man,  you  may  conceive,  but  I  cannot  describe, 
what  I  felt  as  I  joined  their  hands.  The  stroke  was  se- 
vere, and  for  a  time,  unfitted  me  for  the  duties  of  my 
station.  I  sufiered  the  army  to  leave  the  place  without 
accpmpanying  it:  and  thus  lost  the  rewards  of  my  past 
services,  and  forfeited  the  favour  of  my  sovere^.  Tbb 
was  another  source  of  anxiety  and  regret  to  me,  as  my 
mind  recovered  its  wonted  tone.  But  the  mind  of  youth, 
Jiowever  deeply  it  may  feei  for  a  while,  eventually  rises 
up  from  dejection,  and  regains  its  wonted  elasticity. 
That  vigour  by  which  the  spirit  recovers  itself  from  the 
depths  of  useless  regret,  and  enters  upon  new  prospects 
with  its  accustomed  ardour,  is  only  subdued  by  Time. 
I  now  a|:^ied  myself  to  the  study  of  philosophy,  under 
a  Greek  roaster,  and  all  my  ainbition  was  direi^ed  towards 
betters.  But  ambition  is  not  ^uite  enough  to  fill  .a  young 
roan's  heart.  I  still  felt  a  void  there,  and  sighed  as  I 
reflected  on  the  happiness  of  my  friend.  At  the  time 
when  I  visited  the  ohject  of  my  first  love,  a  young  chris- 
tian woman,  her  frequent  companion,  had  sometunes 
t^ken  my  attention.  She  was  an  Ionian  by  birth,  and 
had  all  the  softness  and  pensive  intelligence  which  her 
coimtrywomen  are  said  to  possess  when  unvitiated  by 
the  corruptions  'so  prevalent  in  that  delightful  region. 
You  are  no  stranger  to  the  contempt  xwitb  which  the 
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Greeks  then  tres^ed^  and  do  still,  in  some  places,  treat 
the  chr'stians..*  This  young)  woman  bore  that  contempt 
with  a  calmness  which  surprised  me.  There  were  then 
but  few  converts  to  that  religion  in  those  part3,  audits 
profes^pn  was  therefore  more  exposed,  to  ridicule  aacl 
persecution  from  its  strangeness.  Notwithstanding  her 
religion,  I  thought  I  could  love  this  interesting  and 
amiable  female,  and,  hi  spite  of  my  former  mistake,  I 
had  the  vanity  to  imagine  I  was  not  indifferent  to  hen 
As  our  intimacy  increased,  I  learned,  to  my  astonishment, 
that  she  regarded  me  as  one  involved  in  ignorance  and 
error,  and  that,  although  she  felt  an  affection  for  me, 
yet  she  would  uever  become  my  wife,  while  I  remained 
devoted  to  the  religion  of  my  ancestors.  Piqued  at  this 
discovery,  I  received  the  books,  which  she  now  for  the 
iirst  time  put  into  my  hands,  with  pity  and  contempt. 
I  expected  to  find  them  nothing  but  the  repositories  of  a 
miserable  jind  deluded  superstition,  more  presummg  than 
the  mystical  leaves  of  the  Sibyls,  or  the  obscure  triads 
of  Zoroaster.  How  was  I  mj^taken!  There  was  much 
which  I  could  not  at  all  comprehend ;  but,  in  the  midst 
of  this  darkness,  the  effect  of  my  ignorance,  I  discerned 
a  system  of  morality,  so  exalted,  so  exquisitely  pure,  and 
so  far  removed  from  all  I  would  have  conceived  of  the 
most  perfect  virtue,  that  all  the  philosophy  of  the  Gre- 
cian world  seemed  worse  than  dross  in  the  comparison. 
My  former  learning  had  only  served  to  teach  me  that 
something  was  wanting  to  complete  the  systems  of  philo- 
sophers. Here  that  invisible  link  was  supplied,  and  I 
coald  even  then  observe  a  harmony  and  consistency  in 
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tli^  whole,  whkh  cirried  inesislible  convictioa  to  my 
mind.  I  will  ool  enlarge  on  this  subject  ChrisliaiHly 
is  not  a  mere  set  of  ophnoos  to  be  embfaced  by  tiie  iin- 
dentandiDg.  It  is  the  work  of  the  heart  as  well  as  the 
bead.  Let  it  suffice  to  say,  that,  m  time,  I  became  a 
christian  and  the  husband  of  Saf^phinu 
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REFLECTIONS. 


ON  PRAYER. 

If  there  be  any  daly  which  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
seems  to  have  considered  as  more  indispensably  necessary 
jtowards  the  formation  of  a  true  Christian,  it  is  that  of 
prayer.  He  has  taken  every  opportunity  of  impressing 
on  our  minds  the  absolute  need  in  which  we  stand  of  the 
divine  assistance,  both  to  persist  in  the  paths  of  righte- 
ousness, and  to  fly  from  the  allurements  of  a  fascinat- 
ing, but  dangerous  life;  and  lie  has  directed  us  to  the 
only  means  of  obtaining  that  assistance  in  constant  and 
habitual  appeals  to  the  throne  of  Grace.  Prayer  is  cer- 
tainly the  foundation  stone  of  the  superstructure  of  a  re- 
ligious life,  for  a  man  can  neither  arrive  at  true  piety, 
nor  persevere  in  its  ways  when  attainec],  unless  with  sincere 
and  continued  fervency,  and  with  the  most  unaiiected  an- 
xiety, he  implore  Almighty  God  to  grant  him  his  perpe- 
tual grace,  to  guard  and  restrain  him  from  all  those  dere- 
lictions of  heart,  to  which  we  are,  by  nature,  but  too  prone. 
I  should  think  it  an  insult  to  the  understanding  of  a  Christian 
to  dwell  on  the  necessity  of  prayer,  and,  before  we  can 
harangue  an  infidel  on  its  efficacy,  we  must  convince 
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liiiii,  not  only  that  the  being  to  whom  we  address 
ourselves  really  exists,  but  that  be  condescends  to  hear, 
and  to  answer  ourhumble  supplications.  As  these  objects 
are  foreign  to  my  present  purpose,  I  shall  take  my  leave  of 
the  necessity  of  prayer*  as  acknowledged  by  all  to  whom 
this  paper  is  addressed,  and  shall  be  content  to  expatiate  ou 
the  strong  inducements  which  we  have,  to  lift  up  our  souls 
to  our  Maker  in  the  language  of  8U{^ication  and  of  praise. 
To  dq>ict  the  happiness  which  results  to  the  man  of  true 
piety  from  the  exercise  of  this  duty;  and,  lastly,  to  warn 
mankind,  lest  their  fervency  should  carry  them  into  the 
extreme  of  fanaticism,  and  their  prayers,  instead  of 
being  sHent  and  unassuming  expressions  of  gratitude  tp 
their  Maker,  and  humble  entreaties  for  his  favouring 
grace,  should  dege^rate  into  clamorous  vociferations 
und  insolent  gesticulations,  utterly  repugnant  to  the  tru6 
sphit  of  prayer,  and  to  the  language  of  a  cres^re  ad« 
dressing  his  Creator. 

There  is  such  an  exalted  delight  to  a  regenerate 
being  in  the  act  of  prayer,  and  he  antic^tes  with  so 
much  pleasure  amid  the  toils  of  business,  and  the  crouds 
of  the  world,  the  moment  when  he  shall  be  able  to 
pour  out  hb  soul  without  interruption  intp  the  bosom  of 
his  Maker,  that  I  am  persuaded,  that  the  degree  of  de- 
sire  or  repugnance  which  a  man  feds  to  the  performance 
of  tliis  amiable  duty,  is  an  infallible  criterioii  of  hb  ac* 
ceptance  vrith  God.  Let  the  unhappy  child  of  dissipa- 
tion— let  the  impure  voluptuary  boast  of  his  diort 
hours  of  exquisite  ei\joyraent;  ev^  in  the  degree  of 
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blks  they  are  infiaitely  inferior  to  the  delight,  of  which 
Ibe  figbteous  man  participates  in  his  private  devqtioiis» 
while  in  their  opposite  consequences  they  lead  to  a  no* 
less  wide  extreme  than  heaven  and  hell,  a  state  of  posi- 
tive happiness,  and  a  state  of  positive  misery.  If  there 
were  no  other  inducement  to  prayer,  than  the.  very  gra- 
tification it  imparts  to  the  soul,  it  would  deserve  to  be 
regarded  as  the  most  important  object  of  a  Christum ; 
for  no  where  else  could  be  purchase  so  much  cabnness, 
so  much  resignation,  and  so  much  of  that  peace  and  r^ 
pose  of  spirit,  in  which  consi^s  the  chief  hapfHne^s  of 
Ibis  otherwise  dark  and  stormy  being.  But  to  prayer, 
besides  the  inducement  of  momentary  gratification,  the 
very  self-love  implanted  in  our  bosoms  would  lead  us  to 
resort,  as  the  chief  good,  for  our  Lord  hath  said,  ^*  Ask, 
and  it  shall  be  given  to  thee;  knock,  and  it  shall  be  open- 
ed ;"  and  noFa  supfrfication  made  in  the  true  spirit  of  faith 
and  humility,  but  shall  be  answered;  not  a  request  which 
16  urged  with  unfeigned  submission  and  lowliness  of  spirit, 
but  shall  be  granted,  if  it  be  consistent  with  our  happi- 
ness, either  temporal  or  eternal.  Of  this  happidess, 
however,  the  Lord  God  is  the  only  judge;  but  this  we 
do  know,  that  whether  our  requests  be  granted,  or 
whether  they  be  refused,  all  is  working  together  for  our 
ultimate  benefit.  .  , 

Wlien  I  say,  that  such  of  our  requests  and  solicita- 
tions, as  are  urged  in  the  true  spirit  of  meekness,  humi- 
lity, and  submission,  will  indubitably  be  answered,  I 
would  wish  to  draw  a  line  between  supplications  so 

vo^,.  II.  X 
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Ufged,  aad.  those  violeot  and  vehement  declamations^ 
wiiichy  under  the  name  of  prayers,  are  sometimes  heaatd 
to  proceed  from  the  lips  of  men  professing  to  worship 
Qod,  in  the  spirit  of  meekness  and  truth.  Surely  I  need 
ttot  impress  on  any  reasonable  mind,  how  directly  con- 
trary these  inflamed  and  bombastic  harangues,  are  to 
cfvery  precept  of  Christianity,  and  every  idea  of  the  de- 
ference doe  from  a  poor  worfn,  like  man,  to  the  Om- 
nipotent and  all  great  God.  Can  we  hesitate  a  moment, 
as  to  whi^h  is  more  acceptable  in  hb  dght  —the  diffident, 
the  lowly,  the  retiring,  and  yet  solemn  and  impressive 
form  of  worship  of  our  excellent  chiircb,  and  the  wild 
and  laboured  exclamations;  th^  authoritative  and  dicta- 
tory  clamours  of  men,  who,  forgetting  the  immense  dis^' 
tanoe  at  which  they  stand  from  the  awful  Being  whom 
they  address;  boldly,  and  with  unblushing  front,  speak 
to  their  God  as  to  an  equal,  and  almost  dare  to  pre- 
scribe  to  hb  infinite  wisdom,  the  steps  it  shall  pursue. 
How  often  has  the  silent  yet  eloquent  eyeof  misery,  wrung 
from  the  reluctant  hand  of  charity,  that  relief  which 
has  beeik  denied  to  the  loud  and  importunate  beggar;  and, 
IB  Heaven  to  be  taken  by  stormi  Are  we  to  wrest  the 
Almighty  fi-om  his  purposes  by  vociferation  and  impor- 
tunity! God  forbid!  It  is  a  fair,  and  a  reasionable, 
though  a  melancholy  mference,  that  the  Lord  shuts  his 
ears  against  prayers  like  these,  and  leaves  the  deluded 
supplicants  to  follow  the  impulse  of  their  own  head- 
*8trong  passions,  without  a  guide,  and  destitute  of  every 
ray  of  his  pure  and  holy  light. 
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Those  mock  apostles,  who  thu9  disgrace  the  worship 
of'  the  true  God,  by  their  extravagance,  are  very  fond 
of  appearing  to  imitate  the  conduct  of  our  Saviour, 
during  his  mortal  peregrbation,  but,  how  contrary  wcfre 
his  habits  to  those  of  these  deluded  men!  Did  he  tea$h 
his  disciples  to  insult  the  ear  of  Heaven  with  noise  and 
damourl  Were  his  precepts  those  of  fanaticism  and 
passion?  Did  he  inlSame  the  mmds  of  his  hearers  with 
vehement  and  declamatory  harangues?  Did  he  pray 
with  all  this  confidence — ^this  arrogance — this  assurance? 
How  different  was  his  conduct!  He  divested  wisdom  of 
iftll  its  pomp  and  parade,  in  order  to  suit  it  to  the  capa- 
cities of  the  meanest  of  bis  auditors.  He  spake  to  them 
in  the  lowly  language  of  parable  and  similitude,  and 
when  he  prayed,  did  he  instruct  his  hearers  to  attend  to 
Iiim  with  a  loud  chorus  of  Amens?  Did  he,  (participat- 
ing as  he  did  in  the  Godhead),  did  he  assume  the  tone 
of  sufficiency,  and  the  language  of  assnrance?  Far 
from  it!  he  prayed,  and  he  instructed  his  disciples  to 
pray  in  lowliness  and  meekness  of  spirit ;  he  instructed 
tiiem  to  approach  the  throne  of  Grace  with  fear  and 
trembling,  silently  and  with  the  deepest  awe  and  venera- 
tion ;  and  he  evinced  by  hb  condemnation  of  the  prayer 
of  the  self-sufficient  pharisee,  opposed  to  that  of  the  dif- 
fident publican;  the  light  in  which  those  w^re  consi- 
dered in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord,  iii^ho  setting  the  terrdrs  of 
his  Godhead  at  defiance,  and  boldly  building  o«  their 
own  unwoirthiness,  approached  him  with  confidence  and 
pride.         ♦        ♦.       ♦ 


X  2 
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7?H£R£  b  iMhiiig  so  iadiipeiisably  neoesaar;  towwdf 
the  establishment  of  futore  eavtbly»  as  weU  as  hearenlj 
baf^iiess,  as  early  iin{>re8sioiis  of  piety.  For,  as  reli^Q» 
is  the  sole  source  of  all  btilDan  w^are  aad  peaee,  so  h»- 
bits  of  religious  ceflection,  io  thespciog  of  life,  are  die 
only  means  of  aniiring  at  a  due  sease  of  the  importaaee 
of  diTine  concerns  in  age,  except  by  the  Intter  and  ha^ 
lardous  roads  of  repentance  and  remorse.  There  is  not 
a  more  awful  spectacle  in  natur^^^han  the  death-bed  of 
a  &i£e  repentance.  The  gP0ans  of  agony,  which  attends 
the  separation  of  tlie  soidirora  the  body,  hei|;hteoed  I9 
the  faeart-*piercing  exdamatiofi  of  mental  distress;  the 
dreadful  ebiiUttions  of  borrcnr  jmd  remorse,  intenpio|^ 
with  the  half-fearful,  but  fervent  deprecations  of  the  di- 
vine wrath,  and  prayers  for  the  divine  mercy,  joined  to 
&e  pathetic  implorings  to  the  friends  who  stand  weq)iog 
afottnd  the  bed  of  the  smwar,  to  pray  for  Jsa^  and  to 
take  warning  from  hb  awful  end,  contribute  to  render 
tbb  scene  such  an  impressive  and  terrible  memento  of 
the  state  of  those  who  have  negh^cted  their  souls,  as  outst 
bring  to  a  due  sense  of  hb  duty,  the  most  hardened  of 
iofidelsk 

It  is  to  ensure  you,  ray  young  friends,  as  fiir  as  jve* 
cept  can  cosure  you  from  horrors  like  these  in  your  last 
moments,  that  I  write  this  little  book,  in  the  hopes,^that 
through  the  blessing  of  ^Ik  Divine  B^iog,  k  may  foeuse*- 
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fill  in  inducing  you  to  reflect  on  the  importance  of  earfy 
piety,  and  lead  you  into  the  cheerful  performance  of 
your  duties  to  God,  and  to  your  own  souls.  In  the  pur- 
suit of  thb  plmi,  I  shall,  first,  consider  the  l>liss  which 
Tesuhs  from  a  pious  disposition,  and  the  horrors  of  a 
Wicked  one.  '  Secondly,  the  n&xsmty  of  an  early  atteiH 
tion  to  the  concerns  of  the  soul  towards  the  establishment 
of  permanent  religion,  and  its  consequent  happiness; 
»id,  thirdly,  I  shall  point  out,  and  contrast,  the  last 
moments  of  those  who  have  acted  in  conformity^  or  in 
contradiction,  to  the  rules  here  laid  down. 

The  contrast  between  tiie  lives  of  the  good  and  the 
'wicked  man  affords  such  convincing  arguments  m  mp- 
port  of  the  excellence  of  religion ;  that»  even  those  infi- 
dels,  who  have  dared  to  assert  their  disbelief  of  the  doc- 
trine of  revelation,  have  confessed  that  in  a  political 
poiift  of  view,  if  in  no  other,  it  ought  to  be  maintained. 
Compare  the  peaceftd  and  collected  course  of  the  vir- ' 
tuous  and  (mous  man,  with  the  turbulent  irregularity  and 
violence  of  him,  who  neglects  his  soul  for  the  allure- 
ments of  vice,  and  judge  for  yourselves  of  the  policy  of 
the  conduct  of  each,  even  in  this  world.  Whose  ptea- 
snret  are  the  most  exquisite  1  Whose  deiights  the  most 
lasting]  Whose  state  is  the  most  enviable  ?  His>  who 
barters  bis  hopes  of  eternal  welfare  for  a  few  fleeting  mo- 
ments of  brutal  gratification;  or  his,  who  while  he  keeps 
a  future  state  alone  in  his  view,  finds  happiness  in  the 
conscientious  performance  of  his  duties,  and  the  scnipu- 
,  lous  fttlfilment  of  the  end  of  his  sojourn  here  ?    Believe 
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ine»  my  friends,  there  is  no  comparison  between  them. 
The  joys  of  the  infatuated  mortal  whp  sacrifices  his  soul 
to  his  sensualities,  are  mixed  with  bitterness  and  anguish* 
The  voice  of  conscience  rises  distinctly  to  his  ear,  amid 
the  shouts  of  intemperance  and  the  sallies  of  obstreperous 
mirth.  In  the  hour  of  rejoicing,  she  whispers  her  appal* 
ling  monitions  to  him,  and  his  heart  sinks  within  him, 
and  the  smile  of  triupiphant  villainy  is  converted  into  the 
ghastly  grin  of  horror  and  hopelessness.  .But,  oh!  io 
the  languid  intervals  of  dissipation;  in  the  dead  hour  of 
the  night,  when  all  is  solitude  and  silence^  when  the  sou) 
is  driven  to  commune  with  itself,  and  the  voice  of  re* 
morse,  whose  whispers  were  bjefore  half  drowned  in  the 
noise  of  riot,  rises  dreadfully  distinct— What! — what 
are  his  emotions! — Who  can  paint  his  agonies,  his  ex^ 
ecnktions,  his  despair!  Let  that  man  lose  again  in  tlie 
vortex  of  fashion,  and  foUy,  and  vice,  the  remembrance 
of  his  hoi^rors ;  let  him  smile,  let  him  laugh  and  be  mer* 
ry:  believe  me,  my  dear  readers,  he  is  not  happy,  he  is 
not  careless,  he  is  not  the  jovial  being  he  appears  to  be. 
His  heart  is  heavy  within  him;  be  cannot  stifle  thereflec<* 
tions  which  assail  him  in  the  very  moment  of  enjoyment; 
but  strip  the  painted  veil  from  hb  bosom,  lay  aside  the 
trappings  of  folly,  and  that  man  is  miserable,  and  not 
only  80,  but  he  has  purchased  that  misery  attheexpence 
'  of  eternal  torment. 

,  L«t  us  oppose  to  this  awful  picture,  the  life  of  the  good 
man;  of  liim,  who  rises  in  the  mombg,  with  cheerfulness, 
to  praise  his  qreator  for  all  the  good  he  hath  bestowed 
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upon,  him,  and  to  perform  with  studious  exactness  the  du-* 
ties  of  his  station ;  and  lays  himself  doVn  on  his  pillow 
in  the  evening  in  the  sweet  consciousness  of  the  applause 
of  his  own  heart.  Place  this  man  on  the  stormy^seas  of 
misfortune  and  sorrow — press  him  with  affUctive  dispen* 
tations  of  providence — snatch  from  his  arms  the  object 
of  his  affections — separate  him  for  ever,  from  all  he 
loved  and  held  dear  on  earth,  and  leave  him  isolated  and 
an  outcast  iu  the  world;  —he  is  calm — he  is  composed- 
he  is  grateful — he  weeps,  for  human  nature  is  weak,  but 
he  still  preserves  his  composure  and  resignation — he  still 
looks  up  to  the  Giver  of  all  good,  with  thankfulness  and 
praise,  and  perseveres » with  calmness  and  fortitude  in  the 
paths  of  righteousness.  His  disappointments  cannot  over-* 
whelm  him,  for  his  chief  hopes  were  placed  far,  very  far, 
beyond  the  reach  of  4iuman  vicissitude.  "  He  hath  cho- 
sen that  good  part,  which  none  can  take  away  from  him." 

Here  then  lies  the  great  excellence  of  religion  and 
piety ;  they  not  only  lead  to  eternal  happiness,  but  to  the 
happiness  of  this  world;  they  not  only  ensure  everlasting 
bliss,  but  they  are  the  sole  means  of  arriving  at  that  de- 
gree of  felicity,  which  this  dark  and  stormy  beiug  is  ca- 
pable of,  and  are  the  sole  supports  in  the  hour  of  adver-. 
sity  and  affliction.  How  infatuated  then,  must  that  man 
be,  who  can  wilfully  shut  his  eyes  to  his  own  welfare, 
and  deviate  from  the  paths  of  righteousness  which  lead 
to  bliss.  Even  allowing  him  to  entertain  the  erroneous 
notion  that  religion  does  not  lead  to  happiness  in  this  life ; 
bis  conduct  is  incompatible  with  every  idea  of  a  reason^ 
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able  being.  In  the  Spectator  we  find  the  following 
image,  employed  to  induce  a  convictioa  of  the  magni- 
tude of  tbb  truth :  supposing  the  whole  body  of  the  earth 
were  a  great  ball,  or  mass  of  the  finest  sand,  and  that  a 
single  grain,  or  particle,  of  thb  sand,  ^ouM  be  annifai- 
kUed  eveiy  tfaoasind  years;  snpposing  theuthat  yon  had 
ft  in  jfoiir  choice  to  be  happy  all  the  while  this  prodigkraa 
mass  was  consuming,  by  this  slow  method,  tdl  there  was 
not  a  grain  of  it  left,  on  condition  itoA  yon  were  to  l>e 
lAiiserable  ever  after;  or  snpporing  that  you  m^lit  be  hapi- 
py  for  ever  after,  on  condttioo,  you  would  be  miserable 
till  the  whole  mass  of  sand  were  thus  annihilated,  at  the 
imte.  of  one  sand  a  thousand  years;  which  of  these  two 
aasea  would  you  Aake  your  dkMcet 

Jt  must  be  confessed  that  in  this  case  so  many  *    * 
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THE.  life  of  man  b  traoMent  and  unstable;  its  fairest 
passages  are  but  a  lighter  ahMe  of  evil,  and  yet  those 
passages  form  but  a  disproportionate  part  of  the  jncture. 
We  all  seek  happiness,  though  with  different  degrees  of 
avidity,  while  the  fickle  object  of  our  pursuits  conti- 
nually evades  the  grasp  of  those  who  are  the  most  eager 
in  the  chase;  and,  perhaps,  at  last  throws  herself  into 
the  arms  of  those  who  had  entirely  lost  all  sight  of  her, 
and  who,  when  they  are  most  blessed  with  her  enjoy- 
ment, are  least  conscious  that  they  possess  her.  Were 
the  objects  in  which  we  placed  the  consummation  of  our 
wbhes  always  virtuous,  and  the  means  employed  to  ar- 
rive at  the  boumrof  our  desires  uniformly  good ;  there 
can  be  little  doubt  that  the  aggregate  of  mankind  would 
be  as  happy  as  is  consistent  with  the  state  in  \yhich  they 
live;  but,  unfortunately,  vicious  men  pursue  vicious 
ends  by  vicious  means,  and  by  so  doing,  not  only  ensure 
their  own  misery,  but  they  overturn  and  destroy  the  fair 
designs  of  the  wiser  and  the  better  of  their  kind.  Thus 
he  who  has  no  idea  of  a  bliss,  beyond  the  gratification  of 
his  brutal  appetites,  involves  in  the  crime  of  seduction, 
the  peace  and  the  reppse  of  a  good  and  happy  family, 
and  an  individual  act  of  evil  extends  itself  by  a  continued 
impulse  over  a  large  portion  of  society.  It  is  thus  that 
men  of  bad  minds  become  the  pests  of  the  societies  of 
which  they  happen  to  be  members.  It  is  thus  that  the 
virtuous  among  men  pay  the  bitter  penalty  of  the  crimes 
and  follies  of  their  unworthy  fellows. 

VOL.  II.  Y 
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Men  who  have  passed  their  whole  lives  in  the  lap  of 
luxury  and  ei\}oynieDt»  have  no  idea  of  misery  beyond 
that  of  which  they  happen  to  be  the  individual  objects. 


THB  END. 


W.  WUmh,  Priater,  St.  John's  Square. 
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